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PREFACE. 


These  Annotations  have  been  provided  v^iih  Indexes,  particular  and  voluminous,  so 
that  references  to  hymns  by  the  Authors  of  them,  as  well  as  by  the  First  Lines  of  them» 
can  easily  be  reached.  Hence  they  might  be  used  with  almost  all  the  best  hymnals  in 
common  employment  in  evangelical  churches.  For  the  sake  of  following  some  order  and 
establishing  some  limit  in  the  selection,  the  hymns  have  been  chosen  mostly  from  Laudes 
Domini,  issued  in  1884,  and  New  Laudes  Domini,  issued  in  1892 — two  manuals  for  singing 
by  choirs  and  congregations,  which  have  attained  a  phenomenally  wide  use  among  the 
various  Christian  denominations. 

It  is  interesting  to  notice  an  intelligent  growth  in  public  sentiment  concerning  the  gen- 
eral subject  of  hymnological  study.     Churches  now  are  not  satisfied  with  mere  stanzas 
which  might  be  lined  out  to  be  sung  in  fragments.     They  want  hymns  that  are  poetical  in 
spirit  and  in  structure  rhythmical  and  lyrical.  Within  a  few  years  no  hymnbook  has  had  pros- 
perity unless  it  has  supplied  the  names  of  the  authors  with  at  least  some  hints  concerning 
their  biographies.     Out  of  this  has  rapidly  been  developed  a  taste  for  inquiry  concerning  the 
histories  of  particular  pieces  which  God's  singing  people  have  learned  to  love.     And  a  great 
wealth  of  new  compositions  has  suddenly  been  put  within  the  glad  reach  of  the  various 
denominations  of  Christians  during  the  three  decades  just  closing  the  nineteenth  century. 
Little  by  little  the  familiar  names  of  Ray  Palmer,  Charlotte  Elliott,  Horatius  Bonar,  Edward 
Caswall,   Frances  Ridley  Havcrgal,    Thomas  Hastings,    and    John    Mason   Ncale    have 
advanced  into  fame  until  their  contributions  to  the  sacred  songs  of  the  religious  world  are 
rivaling  in  number  and  worth  those  of  Isaac  Watts,  Anne  Steele,  James  Montgomery,  and 
even  John  Newton  and  William  Cowper  and  Charles  Wesley.     We  all  want  to  know  about 
these  choristers  of  many  choirs  and  lands  and  tongues,  many  of  whom  are  already  singing 
in  their  white  robes  on  the  other  side  of  the  mysterious  vail. 

The  volume  now  laid  before  the  public  has  grown  slowly  through  a  period  of  years. 
It  has  been  prepared  specially  as  a  help  for  "  Praise  Meetings,"  or  so-called  "  Services  of 
Song."  Almost  any  hymn  appropriate  to  such  employment  in  a  promiscuous  Sabbath 
gathering  of  God's  devout  people  may  be  found  here  suitably  noticed.  It  lowers  the  tone 
of  joyous  and  happy-hearted  worship  of  the  Highest  to  spend  the  hours  announced  for 
communion  and  thanksgiving  in  singing  the  pieces  appropriate  only  to  camp  meetings  and 
to  gospel  missions  for  the  conversion  of  sinners.  It  is  vcr)'  rare,  if  ever,  that  hymns 
of  wrestling  conviction  or  of  poignant  penitence  can  be  utilized  in  a  jubilant  act  of  worship. 
The  various  paragraphs  of  incident  and  exposition,  of  biography,  history,  literary  crit- 
icism, and  art  suggestion,  which  are  attached  now  and  then  to  the  data  of  authorship  and 
composition  in  the  book,  cannot  be  appreciated  nor  even  understood  unless  this  explanation 
is  intelligently  accepted.  The  attempt  is  made  in  each  arteotation  to  give  to  an  inexperi- 
enced leader  a  thought  of  such  a  character  that  he  will  4Kk^  hint  in  it  or  out  of  it  avail- 
able in  the  course  of  the  comment  he  will  have  to  frame  as  he  introduces  each  piece  to  be 
sung.  Much  depends  on  the  taste  and  aptitude  of  the  minister  who  presides  in  these  serv- 
ices. Hg  must  always  pr each.  No  spiritual  man  has  any  business  to  give  up  a  Christian 
pulpit  on  the  Lord's  Day  to  anything  besides  preaching  God's  gospel  of  salvation  to  men. 


4  PREFACE. 

Madame  Antoinette  Sterling  once  said  with  great  spirit  to  me,  "  They  say  that  I  preach  in 
my  singing ;  so  I  do ;  so  I  try  to  do ;  so  I  mean  to  do  always ! "  And  no  one  that  ever 
heard  this  gifted  artist  with  her  clear  and  distinct  enunciation,  her  matchlessly  pathetic  tones, 
her  magnetic  impulse  forcing  tears  in  his  eyes  when  he  could  not  stop  to  notice  that  she 
had  tears  in  her  own — no  one  who  ever  heard  her  in  her  wonderful  way  preach  *•  The 
Lord  is  my  Shepherd,"  or  *'  Oh,  rest  in  the  Lord,  wait  patiently  for  him,"  could  doubt 
whether  Christ's  love  might  be  offered  in  the  strains  of  a  contralto  hymn. 

To  begin  with,  this  whole  plan,  like  everything  else  in  the  work  of  our  Master,  is  a 
matter  of  faith — of  living  faith  and  experimental  confidence.  The  man  who  attempts  to 
conduct  a  praise  ser\ice  must  believe  that  it  has  a  veritable  existence  of  its  own,  that  it  is 
a  helpful  and  sure  rewarder  of  him  who  diligently  seeks  it ;  any  misgiving  is  ruin.  It  is 
not  to  be  looked  upon  as  a^  musical  entertainment,  nor  can  it  be  put  forward  as  a  make- 
shift for  a  sermon ;  it  is  nothing,  nothing  at  all,  unless  it  is  what  it  purports  to  be,  a 
sanctuary  service  of  adoring  and  grateful  praise  of  Almighty  God.  The  minister  must  be 
just  as  devout  in  it  as  he  would  be  at  a  communion  ;  the  choir  must  not  suffer  themselves 
to  be  beguiled  into  imagining  it  as  a  fresh  and  beautiful  opportunity  for  a  parade  or  display. 
It  is  simply  a  service  for  a  worshipful  people,  full  of  joyous  love  and  thanksgiving  to  their 
Maker. 

Hence  it  should  be  treated  as  an  instrument  of  prodigious  energy  either  for  good  or  for 
evil.  It  must  be  used,  therefore,  with  supreme  care  lest  it  should  be  retorted  into  a  danger 
and  a  discouragement,  reacting  upon  the  congregation  like  an  Afghan's  boomerang.  There 
is  not  in  all  our  treasury  of  resources  a  more  potent  force  than  this  of  real  honest  singing 
of  God's  praises  by  masses  of  men,  women,  and  children. 

It  will  be  easier  for  the  men  who  write  annotations  in  the  years  to  come  than  it  has 
been  for  us  who  have  attempted  it  just  now.  Often  we  have  been  compelled  to  study  biog- 
raphies and  investigate  antiquated  collections  and  search  many  works  of  general  literature 
merely  to  find  a  few  reminiscences  of  the  venerable  saints  who  sang  the  hymns  of  hope 
and  faith  which  our  fathers  accepted,  and  discover  now  and  then  a  picture  someone 
drew  of  those  who  added  the  versions  of  the  Psalms  in  an  English  dress  more  or  less  met- 
rical. But  the  religious  periodicals,  as  well  as  the  big-volume  makers  have  cleared  up  now 
almost  all  the  mysteries  that  the  former  ages  will  ever  be  expected  to  yield. 

Two  or  three  enthusiastic  and  very  dear  friends  have  been  steadily  for  the  last  eighteen 
months  engaged  with  me  in  finishing  this  book.  I  sincerely  hope  the  perusal  of  it  will 
recall  the  hours  we  have  spent  in  the  study  together.  The  amount  of  detail  has  made  the 
mechanical  part  of  our  work  nothing  less  than  toilsome  drudgery ;  but  I  candidly  admit  for 
myself  that  I  complete  the  task  with  a  certain  sort  of  pensive  regret,  so  pleasant  have 
been  the  lines  along  which  it  has  led.  I  humbly  and  prayerfully  commend  the^e  sugges- 
tions I  have  offered  to  my  fellow-singers  in  the  hope  that  they  may  be  of  real  help. 

New  York  City,  io  East  130th  St.  Charles  Seymour  Robinson. 


ANNOTATIONS 


UPON  THE  HYMNS  OF 


LAUDES    DOMINI. 


Praise  to  Christ.  P.  M. 

Whbn  momiiii^  gilds  the  skies, 
My  heart  awaking  cries, 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised: 
Alike  at  work  and  prayer 
To  Jesus  I  repair : 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 

a    To  thee,  O  God  above, 
I  cry  with  glowing  love, 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised: 
This  song  of  sacred  joy, 
It  never  seems  to  cloy ; 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 

3  Does  sadness  fill  my  mind, 
A  solace  here  I  find : 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised: 
Or  fades  my  earthly  bliss, 
My  comfort  still  is  this. 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 

4  When  evil  thoughts  molest, 
With  this  I  shield  my  breast ; 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised: 
The  powers  of  darkness  fear 
When  this  sweet  chant  I  hear : 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 

^    When  sleep  her  balm  denies. 
My  silent  spirit  sighs. 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised: 
The  nieht  becomes  as  day. 
When  from  the  heart  we  say. 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 

6    Be  this,  while  life  is  mine, 
My  canticle  divine: 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised: 
Be  this  the  eternal  song, 
Through  all  th'?  ages  long. 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 

^J^ev.  Edward  Caswall  was  reared  within 

^  pale  of  the  Established  Church  of  Eng- 

j**^.  but  he  died  in  the  communion  of  the 

'^wnan  Catholic   Church,   having   been    re- 

^^^^  in  1847.     He  was  born  July  15,  1814, 

^  yaieiy,  in  Hampshire,  enterecl  Oxford  Uni- 

yj^ty  in  1832,  and  was  ^aduated  in  1836. 

"^  >*'as  ordained  in  1839,  and  next  year  be- 

^*"*  perpetual  curate  of  Stratford-sub-Castle, 

^^^  Salisbury.     He  seceded  from  the  English 

Church  in  1 846,  and  became  a  priest  in  the 

Roman  Catholic  Church,  and  was  placed  in 

the  Congregation  of  the  Oratory,  which  had 


been  instituted  in  Birmingham  by  Cardinal 
Newman.  There  he  remained  until  his  death, 
January  2,  1878. 

The  present  hymn  is  found  in  Hymns  ami 
Poems,  1873,  ancf  is  announced  as  translated 
from  the  German :  Beim  fruhen  Morgenlicht, 
It  is  a  great  favorite  with  the  singers  at  St. 
Paul's  Cathedral  in  London.  Usually  it  is 
printed  for  distribution  in  the  audience  on  a 
separate  sheet.  It  was  from  one  of  these 
slips  that  the  verses  were  copied  for  Laudes 
Domini.  The  spirited  refrain  at  the  end  of 
each  triplet  of  lines  gave  a  suggestion  for  a 
title  to  the  collection.  The  compiler  of  this 
and  other  hymn-books,  little  and  large,  would 
like  to  say,  once  for  all,  that  the  aim  of  his 
entire  work  could  not  better  be  indicated  than 
it  is  in  the  single  line,  **  May  Jesus  Christ  be 
praised."  For  this  book  aims  to  be  peculiar 
in  presenting  h^inns  which  are  neither  didac- 
tic nor  hortatory,  but  which  are  addressed 
more  directly  and  persistently  as  praises  to 
the  one  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  Pliny  gave  it  as 
the  singular  characteristic  of  Christians  in  his 
day  that  they  w^re  wont  to  assemble  early  in 
the  morning  and  evening,  and  sing  alterna- 
tively among  themselves  a  h>Tnn  of  praise  to 
Christ  as  God — carmen  Chrisio  quasi  Deo 
dicer e  secum  imncem. 

2  Morning  Hymn.  L.  M. 

O  Christ  !  with  each  returning  mom 
Thine  image  to  our  hearts  be  borne  ; 
And  mav  we  ever  clearly  see 
Our  God  and  Saviour,  Lord,  in  thee ! 

2  All  hallowed  be  our  walk  this  day ; 
May  meekness  form  our  early  ray. 
Ana  faithful  love  our  ncx)nlide  liRht. 
And  hope  our  sunset,  calm  and  bright. 

3  May  grace  each  idle  thought  control. 
And  sanctify  our  waywanl  soul  ; 

Mav  guile  ((epart.  and  malice  cease, 
And  all  within  be  joy  and  (>eace. 

4  Our  daily  course,  O  Jesus,  bless ; 
Make  plain  the  way  of  holiness  : 
From  sudden  falls  our  feet  defcn*i. 
And  cheer  at  last  our  journey's  end. 


Rev.  John  Chandler  was  an  English  cler- 
gyman, bom  in  Wit  ley,  Surrey,  June  i6, 1806, 
educated  at  Corpus  Christi  College,  Oxford, 
■  graduatinft  in  1827.  He  was  ordained  in  the 
Established  Church  in  1831,  and  became  the 
successor  of  his  father  as  Vicar  of  Witiey ; 
subsequently  he  was  appointed  rural  dean. 
He  seems  to  have  spent  his  entire  life  in  that 
charge,  a  quiei  and  useful  man.  He  died  at 
Putney,  July  I,  1876.  In  1837  he  issued  a 
small  book  of  great  excellence  called  Hymns 
^  the  Primitive  Church.  This  contained  a 
hundred  and  eight  Latin  hymns  with  render- 
ings into  English  made  by  himself.  These 
translations  have  had  and  have  merited  a  wide 
and  lasting  popularity.  Many  of  them  have 
gone  into  most  of  the  modem  hymnals  in 
Great  Britain  and  America.  The  one  before 
us  now  is  a  translation  of  the  Splendor  pa- 
terna  gloria  oi  Ambrose,  the  famous  bishop 
of  Milan. 


My  ihoughts,  O  Gtxl.  aKeiid  10  ihec, 
While  thus  my  urly  vows  I  pay. 


1    Oh,  bid  til 
And  drive 

Not  let  n 


trlflini 


Of  Id  r< 


■1  Ihouihl  vKXt : 

On«  (infill  IbouBht  tlin 
3    Then,  to  Ihy  courts  when  1  repair. 

My  soul  shall  rise  oii  joyCul  wiiiE. 
The  wondeis  of  Ih);  love  declare. 


day. 


James  Hutton  «-as  an  English  layman, 
bom  in  London,  September  3, 1715.  He  was 
a  cousin  of  Sir  Isaac  Neuton,  and  a  son  of  a 
clergyman  of  piety  and  Ihoughtfulness,  who 
gave  him  an  excellent  education,  and  then  ap- 

Ereniiced  him  to  a  bookseller.  He  chose  this 
usiness  for  himself  afterward,  and  used  to 
hold  religious  meetings  in  his  store  for  some 
years.  In  1739  he  visited  Hermhut.  and  com- 
ing under  the  influence  of  Count  von  Zinzen- 
dorf,  became  a  Moravian.  He  was  zealous 
and  remained  faithful  in  that  connection  till 
he  died.  May  3. 1795.  and  was  buried  at  Chel- 
sea, in  England.  He  printed  the  second 
Hand-book  fpr  the  Moravians  in  1741,  and 
their  Manual  <^  Doctrine  in  1742.  This 
hymn  is  said  to  have  been  given  in  the  appen- 
dix to  a  volume  published  by  Daniel  Benham 
in  1856.  entitled  Memoirs  of  James  Hutton. 
Comprising  the  Annals  of  his  Life  and  Con- 
nection -with  the  United  Brethren. 


By  JaTlh  and  la 

Then  shall  we  kn 


n  every  breast ; 
at  be  expressed. 


SERVICE. 

°  Ma™'oure° 

■nallove  and  grace. 

^.El™.'e'!". 

God  whose  power  can 

he"A!lrei 


3Mr-- 


Rev.   Isaac  Watts,  D.  D.,  «as  descended 

on  his  mother's  side  from  a  Huguenot  family, 
who  by  the  persecutions  were  driven  from 
France  into  England  in  the  early  pan  of 
Queen  Elizabeth  s  reign.  There  seems  to 
have  been  trouble  all  along  the  line,  for  he 
himself  has  left  some  memoranda  concerning 
the  wild  times  o(  Charles  M.  He  writes  that 
his  father,  who  became  a  deacon  in  the  Inde- 
pendent or  Congregational  Church  of  South- 
ampton, was,  in  1683,  "persecuted  and  im- 
prisoned for  non-conformity  six  months ;  and 
was  after  that  forced  to  leave  his  family  and 


incarceration  for  c( 
sake.  His  pastor  also  had  been  ejected  as 
far  back  as  1662,  and  on  the  recall  o(  the 
Declaration  of  Indulgence,  in  1674,  was  sub- 
jected 10  still  greater  violence.  The  two 
men,  preacher  and  deacon  together,  seem  to 
have  been  put  in  confinement  at  the  same 
time :  and  it  is  said  that  Isaac  Watts'  mother, 
with  her  babe  in  her  arms,  sat  more  than 
once  in  her  distress  on  the  stone  at  the  gate 
of  the  prison. 

The  child  was  bom  July  17,  1674,  and  not 
till  William  of  Orange  came  over  and  revolt!- 


OPENING  OF  SERVICE. 


(ionized  England  did  better  days  for  him 
commence.  He  continued  his  studies  in 
London,  but  passed  many  of  his  intervening 
years  in  the  old  parish  at  Southampton.  He 
wrote  rhymes  for  his  mother's  delectation 
when  he  was  seven,  but  not  until  he  reached 
a  promising  precocity  o(  eighteen  did  he  dis- 
play his  power.  Whether  the  congregation 
used  the  rough  verses  of  Stemhold  and  Hop- 
tins,  or  whether  they  were  afflicted  by  those 
(no  belter)  of  Barton,  it  cannot  be  settled 
now  :  but  one  time  he  startled  the  grave  offi- 
cers of  the  parish  by  expressing  his  disgust 
with  the  performance.  "  Give  us  something 
which  will  be  better,  young  man !"  they  re- 
plied. He  took  up  the  challenge  at  once,  and 
offered  his  first  hymn ;  this  the  people  sang  at 
the  close  of  the  evening  sen'ice.  It  was  the 
one  beginning,  "  Behold  the  glories  of  the 
Lamb."  In  most  of  the  collections  of  his 
poems  this  can  be  found ;  but  when  a  choice 
had  to  be  made  for  modem  uses,  the  prefer- 
ence soon  was  given  to  those  which  were  the 
fniil  of  bis  maturer  experience. 

However,  his  work  was  cordially  accepted ; 
and  each  evening  for  a  long  time  he  presented 
a  fre^  composition,  until  he  had  given  them 
at  last  two  hundred  and  twentv-two  in  all ; 
these  they  printed  in  a  portable  lorm  for  local 

It  is  admitted  now  that  this  one  writer  has 
done  more  for  the  Church  in  this  line  of 
Christian  usefulness  than  any  other.  He 
gave  a  new  impulse  to  the  service  of  Cod's 
praise,  and  worthily  bears  the  name  of  the 
"  Father  of  English  Hymnody." 

Dr.  Watts'  hjinns  were  gathered,  in  tyoj, 
into  a  volume  divided  into  three  books  ac- 
cording to  subject.  The  one  now  before  us 
is  No.  135  of  Book  1.;  "  Come,  dtarest  Lord, 
descend  and  dwell."  He  entitled  it,  "The 
kwe  of  Christ  shed  abroad  in  the  heart.  Eph. 
3:16." 


Any  good  encyd 
Rev.  Philip  Doddridge,  U,  D..  was 


L.M. 


To  thai  DOT  longinr  louls  unire, 
Witb  cheerlul  hope  and  rtronK  duire. 

>    No  more  fatirne.  no  mon  diilms. 
Nor  (in  nordeain  ihall  reach  ihe  plucc: 
No  xroau  ahall  inin)(le  with  the  tongi 
That  warble  from  Immonal  inncuei. 

^No  rode  alamu  or  [aging  foes, 
o  carca  lo  break  the  Long  repose. 
No  mldnlgbt  shade,  no  clouded  sun. 
But  aacred,  high,  eternal  aooo. 

a    O  long4Epected  da7.  besin  ! 

Pain  would  m  leave  thia  weary  road,' 


vclopedia  would  tell  us  that 
Iridge,  U,  D.,  was  an  English 
clergyman  belonging  to  the  Independent  or 
Congregational  branch  of  the  Church.  He 
was  the  son  of  a  merchant,  and  the  last  one 
of  a  large  family  of  twenty  children.  He  was 
bom  in  London,  June  16,  1702  ;  his  constitu- 
tion was  feeble  from  his  infancy.  His  pa- 
rents were  religious  people,  and  early  turned 
the  lad's  attention  to  an  education  for  the 
minisir)-.  But  they  both  died  while  yet  he  was 
young,  and  his  care  devolved  upon  frienito, 
who  showed  much  kindness  to  the  afflicted 
orphan.  At  twenty  years  of  age  he  was  or- 
dained, and  became  the  pastor  of  the  small 
parish  of  Kibworth.  In  1729  he  was  called 
to  open  an  academy  at  Northampton  for  the 
purpose  of  training  young  men  for  the  minis- 
try. He  remain^  at  this  work  for  some 
twenty  years.  He  was  one  of  the  most  volu- 
minous writers  of  religious  literature  in  that 
period.  His  Family  Expositor,  a  commen- 
tary upon  the  New  Testament,  his  Rise  and 
Progress  of  Reliiciort  in  thr  Soul,  and  his 
Life  of  Colonel  GariUiur.  are  still  popular. 
and  famous  as  books  of  the  highest  worth. 
But  the  rapid  development  of  consumptii'e 
tendencies  in  his  constitution  rendered  it  ne- 
cessar)'  for  him  to  seek  health  in  a  milder  cli- 
mate. He  started  for  I'ortugal,  and  died  at 
Lisbon,  October  26.  1751  ;  he  now  lies  buried 
in  the  English  graveyard  in  that  foreign  city 
by  the  sea. 

This   h>-mn.  written   bv   Dr.   Philip   Dod- 
dridge to  be  sung  at  the  close  of  a  sermon  be 
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preached  June  2,  1736,  from  the  text,  Heb. 
4:9,"  There  remaineth  therefore  a  rest  to  the 
people  of  God,"  is  given  in  Hymns  Founded 
on  various  Texts  in  the  Holy  Scriptures^ 
1755.  As  it  was  first  sent  to  the  public  the 
opening  stanza,  which,  indeed,  is  verv  tame 
comparatively,  commenced,  "  Lord  of  tne  Sab- 
bath, hear  our  vows."  This  has  been  dropped 
in  most  of  the  modem  collections.  A  zeal  or 
a  freak  of  restoration,  however,  bids  fair  to 
spoil  the  favorite  lyric,  which  owes  much  of 
its  excellence  to  the  wise  pruning  it  has  had 
from  editors  along  the  years.  Admitting  and 
enduring  all  this  talk  just  at  the  present  so 
popular  about  "  the  tinkering  of  hymns,"  we 
still  would  like  to  ask  whether  people  do  ac- 
tually prefer  in  the  first  stanza  to  say,  '*  The 
songs  which  from  the  Desert  rise  ":  and  in  the 
second  stanza  to  say,  "  With  ardent  Pangs  of 
strong  desire  ":  and  in  the  third  stanza  to  say, 
"  No  Groans  to  mingle  with  the  songs." 
These  can  all  be  found,  and  other  felicities 
like  them,  in  the  original  draft  as  printed  in  Sir 
Roundell  Palmer's  Book  of  Praise,  page  335. 
A  very  pathetic  entry  is  to  be  seen  in  the 
Diary  of  Rev.  Dr.  Gardiner  Spring.  He  had 
been  in  some  heavy  trouble  for  a  long  time, 
and  had  not  kept  up  his  music  in  the  house- 
hold ;  and  now,  recording  how  he  had  opened 
his  piano  for  the  first  time  in  some  weeks,  he 
writes :  *•  I  felt  that,  while  all  God's  works 
praise  him,  my  tongue  also  should  be  vocal 
with  his  praise.  How  beautiful  is  this  green 
earth  on  a  Sabbath  day !  I  could  only  give 
utterance  to  the  words : 

"'  Thine  earthly  Sabbaths,  Lord,  we  love: 
Bui  there 's  a  nobler  rest  above.'  " 

6  Sabbath  Eve.  L.  M. 

Sweet  is  the  light  of  Sabbath  eve. 
And  sofl  the  sunbeams  lingering  there ; 

For  these  blest  hours  the  world  I  leave, 
Wafted  on  wings  of  faith  and  prayer. 

2  The  time  how  lovely  and  how  still  I 
Peace  shines  and  smiles  on  all  below : 

The  plain,  the  stream,  the  wood,  the  hill, 
All  fair  with  evening's  setting  glow. 

3  Season  of  rest !  the  tranquil  soul 
Feels  the  sweet  calm  and  melts  to  love, 

And  while  these  sacred  moments  roll, 
Faith  sees  the  smiling  heaven  above. 

4  Nor  will  our  days  of  toil  be  long  ; 
Our  pilgrimage  will  soon  be  trod; 

And  we  snail  join  the  ceaseless  song, 
The  endless  Sabbath  of  our  God. 

James  Edmeston  was  born  at  Wapping,  in 
London,  September  10,  1791.  He  was  edu- 
cated at  Hackney,  where  his  parents  resided. 
He  was  the  grandson  of  Rev.  Samuel  Brewer, 
an  Independent  minister  in  Stepney  for  fifty 
years,  and  the  young  poet  was  brought  up  in 
that  connection.    In  his  sixteenth  year  he  was 


articled  to  an  architect,  and  chose  this  for  his 

f)rofession.  He  aften^'ards  joined  the  Estab- 
ished  Church ;  in  a  letter,  written  shortly  be- 
fore his  death,  he  says :  "  From  early  years 
I  had  a  strong  leaning  towards  the  Church  of 
England,  the  services  of  which  I  always  found 
more  congenial  to  my  own  feelings." 

He  was  sin^larly  happy  and  voluminous 
in  his  production  of  religious  poetry.  He  is 
said  to  have  composed  more  than  two  thou- 
sand hymns.  Of  these,  many  have  been  per- 
petuated in  the  modem  collections.  This  one 
is  to  be  found  in  the  Cottage  Minstrel,  1821, 
and  is  there  entitled,  "  The  Cottager's  Reflec- 
tions upon  the  Sabbath  Evening."  He  issued 
his  first  volume  in  1817.  Others  followed; 
the  Sacred  Lyrics  appeared  in  1821 ;  this 
contained  most  of  his  best  knowTi  produc- 
tions. He  died  in  Homerton.  a  suburb  of 
London,  January  7,  1867,  being  then  seventy- 
six  years  of  age. 

The  evening  of  the  Lord's  Day  must  have 
been  a  favorite  part  of  his  life,  for  many  of 
his  poems  refer  to  it.     He  seemed  to  feel  the 

?lory  of  it,  the  rest  of  it,  the  prophecy  of  it. 
le  never  shows  his  religious  experience  more 
delightfully  or  more  helpfully  than  when  he  is 
singing  of  Sabbath  night  and  "  the  morrow's 
quick  returning  light,"  which  "  must  call  us 
to  the  world  again."  Yet  his  whole  heart  is 
filled  with  the  dear  hope  of  a  dawn  where  "  a 
sun  that  never  sets  shall  rise." 

7  '' Gates  of  Heaven''  L.  M. 

How  sweet  to  leave  the  world  awhile. 

And  seek  the  presence  of  our  Lord  I 
Dear  Saviour,  on  thy  people  smile. 

And  come,  according  to  thy  word. 

3    From  busy  scenes  we  now  retreat. 

That  we  may  here  converse  with  thee: 
Ah,  Lord  !  behold  us  at  thy  feet : 

Let  this  the  "  gate  of  heaven  "  be. 

3    *'  Chief  often  thousand  !"  now  appear. 
That  we  by  (aith  may  see  thy  face: 

Ob,  speak,  that  we  thy  voice  may  hear. 
Ana  let  thy  presence  fill  this  place. 

Rev.  Thomas  Kelly  was  the  son  of  Right 
Honorable  Baron  Kelly,  and  was  bom  near 
Athoy,  in  Queens  County.  Ireland,  July  13, 
1769.  He  graduated  at  Dublin  University, 
and  at  first  took  up  the  study  of  law.  Even- 
tually he  changed  the  plan  of  his  professional 
life,  and  in  1 792  he  was  ordained  a  clergyman 
in  the  Established  Church.  But  he  was  too 
zealous  for  anything  like  tame  routine,  and 
some  considered  him  almost  a  fanatic.  Row- 
land Hill  made  his  acquaintance  and  before 
long  they  were  both  silenced  because  their 
preaching  was  too  direct  and  spiritual  for 
those  times.  The  Archbishop  of  Dublin  closed 
all  the  pulpits  of  his  diocese  to  these  two  men. 
That  made  Thomas  Kelly  an    Independent 
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He  set  up  chapels  as  he  pleased.  He  was  a 
musician  and  a  poet,  and  he  consecrated  all 
his  gifts  to  his  divine  Lord. 

He  naarried  at  thirty  years  of  age  a  lady  of 
like  heart,  views  and  purpose.  He  became 
very  wealthy  and  grew  to  be  exceedingly 
popular  and  greatly  useful.  So  he  labored  in 
Dublin  more  than  sixty  years.  He  died  of  a 
stroke  of  paralysis  in  1855,  May  14.  His  last 
words  were,  *'  The  Lord  is  my  everything:** 
for  he  heard  some  one  repeating  to  him, "  The 
Lord  is  my  shepherd,"  and  his  strength  was 
sufficient  for  the  full  response. 

In  1804  he  published  a  volume  of  ninety- 
six  Hymns  on  Various  Passages  of  Scrips 
ture,  aften\'ards  enlarged.  The  hymn  before 
us  appeared  in  181 5.  It  had  six  stanzas.  The 
author  evidently  wrote  it  with  Jacob's  vision 
at  Bethel  in  his  mind,  Gen.  28:17;  but  he 
affixed  to  it  as  his  title,  Matt.  18 :  20. 

3  Giver  of  Rest,  L.  M. 

Comb,  Holy  Spirit!  calm  my  mind, 
And  fit  me  to  approach  my  God  : 

Remove  each  vain,  each  worldlv  tnought, 
And  lead  me  to  thy  blest  abode. 

a    Hast  thou  imparted  to  my  soul 

A  living:  spark  of  holy  fire? 
Oh,  kindle  now  the  sacred  flame ; 

Make  me  to  bum  with  pure  desire. 

3    A  brighter  faith  and  hope  impart. 

And  let  me  now  my  Saviour  see : 
Ob,  soothe  and  cheer  my  burdened  heart. 

And  bid  my  spirit  rest  in  thee. 

It  is  somewhat  singular  that  no  one  has 
been  able  to  obtain  even  the  slightest  authen- 
tic information  concerning  the  author  of  this 
very  acceptable  hymn,  which  has  been  in- 
cluded in  almost  all  the  prominent  denomina- 
tional collections  for  many  years.  It  has  been 
traced  back  to  a  Collection  of  Psalms  and 
Hymns  for  the  use  of  the  Lock  Chapel,  Lon- 
don. Everything^  comes  on  hearsay,  and  all 
there  is  of  it  is  this :  he  was  probably  an  Eng- 
lish layman,  his  whole  name  was  John  Stew- 
art, aiid  he  made  the  hymn,  or  lived,  in  1803. 


Invocation. 


L>.  M. 


Far  from  my  thoughts,  vain  world,  begone  I 
Let  my  religious  hours  alone: 
Fain  woulamine  eyes  my  Saviour  see: 
I  wait  a  visit.  Lord,  from  thee. 

a    Mv  heart  grows  warm  with  holy  fire, 
And  Kindles  with  a  pure  desire: 
Come,  my  dear  Jesus  I  from  above. 
And  feed  my  soul  with  heavenly  love. 

i  Blest  Saviour  I  what  delicious  fare, 
ow  sweet  thine  entenainments  are ! 
Never  did  angels  taste,  above, 
Redeeming  grace  and  dying  love. 

t    Hail,  great  Immanuel.  all-divine! 
B  thee  t£y  Father's  glories  shine: 
Then  brigntest,  sweetest,  fairest  One 
That  eyes  hsve  seen,  or  angels  known  ! 


In  Book  IL  of  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  Hymns 
this  will  be  found  as  No.  1 5.  It  consists  of 
six  stanzas,  and  is  entitled,  **  The  Enioyment 
of  Christ ;  or  Delight  in  Worship."  In  many 
parts  of  Switzerland  a  bell  from  the  principal 
tower  tolls  daily  a  few  minutes  before  noon ; 
ere  the  hour  strikes  it  ceases.  It  peals  over 
the  plain  and  over  the  green  valleys,  and 
echoes  in  the  recesses  of  the  surrounding 
mountains.  Men  leave  their  labor  as  they 
listen.  The  stillness  that  follows  is  most 
suggestive.  As  its  call  sweeps  over  the  busy 
harvest  field  the  reaper  drops  his  sickle, 
though  half  full  of  golden  grain,  and  throws 
himself  down  to  rest  beneath  the  shade ;  the 
hand  that  held  the  trowel  leaves  it  where  it 
lies.  All  seem  glad  of  the  cessation  of  toil, 
thankful  for  the  rest  and  shade  and  refresh- 
ment offered  them  in  the  heat  and  hurr>'  of 
the  day.  Such  is  the  office  and  such  the 
same  sweet  invitation  of  the  Sabbath-bell  in 
this  land  of  light  and  peace.  With  its  clear 
ringing  voice  it  speaks  in  the  name  of  the 
Lord  of  the  Sabbath,  **  Come  unto  me,  and  I 
will  give  you  rest." 

I O  Psahn  84.  L.  M. 

How  pleasant,  how  divineljr  fair, 
O  Lord  of  hosts  I  thy  dwellings  are  ! 
With  long  desire  my  spirit  faints 
To  meet  the  assemblies  of  thy  saints. 

2  My  flesh  would  rest  in  thine  abode, 
My  panting  heart  cries  out  for  God  ; 
My  God  !  my  King !  why  should  I  be 
So  far  from  all  my  joys,  and  thee  ? 

3  Blest  are  the  saints  who  sit  on  high. 
Around  thy  throne  of  Majestv ; 

'     Thy  brightest  glories  shine  aoove. 
And  all  their  work  is  praise  and  love. 

4  Blest  are  the  souls  who  find  a  place 
Within  the  temple  of  thy  grace ; 
There  they  behold  thy  eentler  rays. 
And  seek  thy  face,  and  learn  thy  praise. 

JS    Cheerful  they  walk  with  growing  strength. 
Till  all  shall  meet  in  heaven  at  length  ; 
Till  all  before  thy  face  appear, 
And  join  in  nobler  worship  there. 

In  the  original  form  this  hymn  of  Dr.  Watts 
appears  with  seven  stanzas,  and  is  entitled 
"  The  Pleasure  of  Public  Worship."  It  is  the 
first  part  of  Psalm  84,  L.  M.  **  The  more  en- 
tirely I  can  give  my  Sabbaths  to  God."  once 
said  the  sainted  Robert  Murray  McChe>'ne, 
"and  half  forget  that  I  am  not  before  the 
throne  of  the  Lamb,  with  my  harp  of  gold, 
the  happier  am  1.  and  I  feel  it  my  duty  to  be 
as  happy  as  God  intended  me  to  oe." 


I  I  Psa/mSi. 

Grkat  God  !  attend,  while  Zion  sings 
The  joy  that  from  thy  presence  springs ; 
To  spend  one  day  with  thee  on  earth 
Exceeds  a  thousand  days  of  mirth. 


L.>  !n* 


lO 
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a    Might  I  enjoy  the  meanest  pla»* 
Within  thy  house,  O  God  of  grace ! 
Nor  tents  of  ease,  nor  thrones  of  power, 
Should  tempt  my  feet  to  leave  thy  door. 

3  God  is  our  sun,  he  makes  our  day  ; 
God  is  our  shield,  he  guards  our  way 
From  all  the  assaults  of  hell  and  sin, 
From  foes  without  and  foes  within. 

4  All  needful  grace  will  God  bestow, 
And  crown  that  gjrace  with  glorv,  too ; 
He  gives  us  all  things,  and  withholds 
No  real  good  from  upright  souls. 

«    O  Go<I,  our  King,  whose  sovereign  sway 
The  glorious  hosts  of  heaven  obey, 
Display  thy  grace,  exert  thy  power. 
Till  all  on  earth  thy  name  adore  I 

We  find  here  the  second  part  of  Dr.  Isaac 
Watts'  version  of  Psalm  84,  L.  M.  It  con- 
sists of  five  stanzas,  and  is  entitled  **  God  in 
his  Church,  or  Grace  and  Glor)'."  It  was  in 
commenting  upon  that  single  expression, "  one 
day  in  thy  courts  is  better  than  a  thousand," 
that  the  good  Bishop  Home  exclaimed :  "  If 
this  be  the  case  upon  earth,  how  much  more 
in  heaven  I  Oh,  come  that  one  glorious  day 
whose  sun  shall  never  go  down,  nor  any  cloud 
obscure  the  luster  of  his  beams;  that  day 
when  the  temple  of  God  shall  be  opened  in 
heaven,  and  we  shall  be  admitted  to  serve  him 
forever  therein!" 

12  ''Return,  my  Soui/"  L.  M. 

Another  six  days'  work  is  done, 
Another  Sabbath  is  begun  ; 
Return,  my  soul  I  enjo^'  thv  rest. 
Improve  the  day  thy  God  nath  blessed. 

3    Oh,  that  our  thoughts  and  thanks  may  rise 
As  grateful  incense  to  the  skies  ; 
And  draw  from  heaven  that  sweet  repose. 
Which  none  but  he  that  feels  it  knows. 


f, 


This  heavenly  calm,  within  the  breast, 
s  the  dear  pledge  of  glorious  rest 
Which  for  the  church  of  God  remains — 
The  end  of  cares,  the  end  of  pains. 

4    In  holy  duties  let  the  day, 
In  holy  pleasures,  pass  away ; 
How  sweet  a  Saboath  thus  to  spend. 
In  hope  of  one  that  ne'er  shall  end. 

Rev.  Joseph  Stennett,  the  author  of  this 
Sabbath  h>Tnn,  was  born  at  Abingdon,  Berks, 
England,  in  1663.  He  was  the  second  of  that 
race  which  for  upward  of  a  century  of  useful- 
ness enriched  the  ministr>'  of  the  Baptist 
Church  in  England.  Scholarship  and  excel- 
lent ability,  piety  and  zeal,  have  always  been 
accreditea  to  him  as  a  preacher  and  a  Chris- 
tian. He  was  a  teacher  for  ^ome  years  in 
London.  In  1688  he  married  Susanna,  daugh- 
ter of  George  Guill,  a  French  Protestant 
refugee ;  and  shortly  after  this,  believing  him- 
self called  to  the  ministr)',  he  was  ordained  as 
pastor  of  the  Seventh-Day  Baptist  Church, 
then  worshiping  in  Devonshire  Square,  Lon- 
don, of  which  his  father  had  once  been  the 
minister.     Of  this  same  congregation  he  re- 


mained pastor  until  his  death,  though  some- 
times his  ser\'ices  were  in  demand  for  preach- 
ing elsewhere.  He  skillfully  utilized  his  time 
by  employing  the  first  day  of  the  week  for  his 
absences  from  home  and  his  ser\uces  in  other 
pulpits.  He  was  widely  popular  in  his  work, 
and  continued  in  the  confidence  of  all  who 
knew  him  till  his  death,  which  took  place  July 
4,  1713.  Among  his  last  words  were:  '*  1  re- 
joice in  the  God  of  my  salvation,  who  is  my 
stren^h  and  my  God." 

It  is  a  little  difficult  to  keep  the  genealogy 
of  this  Stennett  family  perfectly  clear,  espe- 
cially  as  more  than  one  of  the  name  WTotc 
hymns  for  their  own  comfort  and  handed 
them  down  for  singing  among  p)eople  who 
took  very  little  pains  to  Tceep  literary  titles  dis- 
tinct. There  is  no  great  importance  in  the 
matter ;  but  it  can  be  remembered  as  a  fact, 
by  any  who  care  to  know,  that  Edward  Sten- 
nett began  the  line.  He  was  a  dissenting 
minister  who  with  other  Non-conformists  suf- 
fered persecution,  and  for  a  short  time  im- 
prisonment because  of  their  enthusiastic  espou- 
sal of  the  cause  of  the  Commonwealth.  After 
the  Revolution  he  removed  to  Wallingford. 
Joseph  was  his  son,  and  he  had  a  son  Joseph 
in  his  turn ;  and  that  son  had  a  son  Samuel, 
who  had  a  son  Joseph ;  and  all  the  men  were 
ministers ;  then  this  remarkable  line  ceased. 

13  Psalm  ^2.  L.  M. 

SwBKT  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King, 
To  praise  thy  name,  give  thanks  and  sing ; 
To  show  thy  love  by  morning  light. 
And  talk  of  all  thy  truth  at  night. 

3    Sweet  is  the  day  of  sacred  rest ; 
No  mortal  care  shall  seize  my  breast ; 
Oh,  may  mv  heart  in  tune  be  found. 
Like  David's  harp  of  solemn  sound ! 

3  Mv  heart  shall  triumph  in  my  Lord, 
And  Dless  his  works,  and  bless  his  word  : 
Thy  works  of  grace,  how  bright  they  shine ! 
How  deep  thy  counsels !  how  divine ! 

4  Lord,  I  shall  share  a  glorious  part, 
When  grace  hath  well  refined  my  heart, 
And  fresh  supplies  of  joy  are  shed, 
Like  holy  oil  to  cheer  my  head. 

5  Then  shall  I  see,  and  hear,  and  know 
All  I  desired  or  wished  below  ; 

And  every  power  find  sweet  employ. 
In  that  eternal  world  of  joy. 

In  the  version  of  the  Psalms  by  Dr.  Watts, 
this  appears  in  seven  stanzas  as  the  first  part, 
L.  M.,  of  Psalm  92.  It  is  entitled,  **  A  Psalm 
for  the  Lord's  Day."  In  one  of  the  greatest 
English  coal  mines  there  is  a  constant  forma- 
tion of  limestone,  caused  by  the  trickling  of 
water  through  the  rocks.  This  persistent 
dripping  contains  many  minute  particles  of 
lime,  and  these  are  deposited  in  the  open 
spaces,  and  as  the  water  runs  off  are  soon 
settled  down  into  solid  limestone.    This  would 
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be  as  pure  as  the  whitest  marble  but  for  the 
black  dust  which  rises  from  the  coal  while 
the  miners  are  at  work ;  that  dust  is  mixed 
with  the  soft  mass  and  discolors  its  whole 
substance.  On  Sunday  no  work  is  done ;  of 
course  no  dust  is  raised.  So  there  is  one 
kycr  of  pure  white  among  the  seven.  And 
mt  is  the  result  all  over  the  mine  in  each  of 
the  extensive  galleries.  The  miners  have 
given  a  name  of  their  owti  to  this  peculiar 
conformation ;  they  call  it  the  **  Sunday-stone." 
For  it  has  six  black  streaks  in  it,  separated  by 
thin  white  lines  to  mark  the  short  rests  of  the 
nights :  and  then  it  has  one  large  white  streak 
in  it  brighter  and  cleaner  than  ail  the  rest. 
It  seems  like  a  constant  tallv  of  the  days.  Is 
there  an  eternal  tally  of  Goas  Sabbaths,  auto- 
nomical,  self-reckoning,  which  we  all  are  at 
one  time  to  meet  ? 

14  Psalm  103.  L.  M. 

BL3SS,  O  my  soul !  the  living  God, 
Call  home  thy  thoughts  that  roam  abroad ; 
Let  all  the  powers  within  me  join 
In  work  and  worship  so  divine. 

a  Bless,  O  my  soul !  the  God  ofgj^ct ; 
His  favors  claim  thy  highest  praise  ; 
Why  should  the  wonders  he  hath  wrought 
Be  lost  in  silence  and  forgot  ? 

3  *T  is  he,  my  soul !  who  sent  his  Son 
To  die  for  crimes  which  thou  hast  done ; 
He  owns  the  ransom,  and  forgives 

The  hourly  follies  of  our  lives. 

4  Let  the  whole  earth  his  power  confess. 
Let  the  whole  earth  adore  nis  grace; 
The  Gentile  with  the  Jew  shalfjoin 

In  work  and  worship  so  divine. 

This  is  the  First  Part,  L.  M.,  of  Psalm  103, 
in  Dr.  Isaac  Watts*  collection,  where  it  is  en- 
titled :  **  Blessing  God  for  his  goodness  to 
Soul  and  Body."  This  must  have  been  a 
favorite  theme  with  the  poet,  for  he  made  one 
version  in  this  meter  consisting  of  eight  verses, 
then  another  in  the  same  consisting  of  sue 
more,  to  which  after  a  **  Pause "  he  added 
still  three ;  and  then  taking  up  short  meter 
he  made  one  version  of  six  verses,  and  an- 
other of  eight  more,  to  which  he  added  still  a 
third  of  four  verses — thirty-five  stanzas  given 
to  this  one  psalm. 

So  at  last  we  learn  the  secret  of  this  man's 
power :  it  lay  mostly  in  the  wonderful  grace 
of  gratitude  in  his  heart.  He  had  lost  his 
health ;  he  was  an  invalid  nearly  all  of  his  life. 
He  had  passed  away  from  his  youth ;  many  of 
his  old  friends  were  gone.  He  had  no  home 
of  his  own  in  the  world ;  he  lived  for  thirty 
jtsurs  the  finest  of  a  generous  nobleman.  He 
had  no  children;  yet  he  wrote  Diviru  and 
Moral  Songs  for  Infant  Minds,  one  of  the 
best  books  ever  made  for  little  ones  to  learn 
and  sing.     He  never  married.    The  only  wo- 


man he  ever  loved  and  expected  to  wed  jilted 
him  cruelly ;  yet  he  uttered  but  one  cry  of  his 
soul  voiced  in  the  hymn,  *'  How  vain  are  all 
things  here  below,"  one  pardonable  pang  of 
self-pity  as  he  surrendered  his  life.  He  was 
small  in  figure  and  insignificant  in  person — 
less  than  five  feet  in  height ;  the  woman  said 
she  ••  loved  the  jewel,  but  could  not  admire 
the  casket  that  contained  it."  And  still  this 
great  and  good  man  was  as  happy  as  a  bird ; 
he  called  upon  "  all  the  powers  within  "  him 
to  keep  on  singing  till  he  went  home  to  *'  the 
land  of  pure  delight." 

"  Though  I  could  reach  from  pole  to  pole, 
And  grasp  the  ocean  in  a  span. 
1  must  be  measured  by  my  soul— 
The  mind  's  the  measure  of  the  man." 

1 5  "  Day  of  Rest:'  L.  M.  61. 

Thb  day  of  rest  once  more  comes  round, 

A  day  to  all  believers  dear ; 
The  silver  trumpets  seem  to  sound 

That  call  the  tribes  of  Israel  near ; 
Ye  people  all,  obey  the  call, 

Antl  m  Jehovah^s  courts  appear. 

a    Obedient  to  thy  summons,  Lord, 

We  to  thy  sanctuary  come ; 
Thy  gracious  presence  here  afford. 

And  send  thy  people  joyful  home ; 
Of  thee,  our  King,  oh,  may  we  sing. 

And  none  with  such  a  theme  be  aumb. 

3    Oh,  hasten,  Lord,  the  day  when  those 
Who  know  thee  here  shall  see  thy  face : 

When  suffering  shall  for  ever  close, 
And  thev  shiul  reach  their  destined  place ; 

Then  shall  they  rest,  supremely  blest. 
Eternal  debtors  to  thy  grace. 

This  is  No.  148  of  Thomas  Kelly's  third 
edition,  1809,  though  it  is  likely  the  composi- 
tion of  the  hymn  dates  three  years  earlier. 
Some  double  rhymes  make  it  seem  a  little 
odd,  but  it  is  only  a  plain  long  meter  of  six 
lines.  The  author  has  attached  to  it  the  text. 
Num.  10:2,  and  has  evidently  meant  it  for  a 
call  to  worship :  **  Make  thee  two  trumpets  of 
silver ;  of  a  whole  piece  shalt  thou  make  them : 
that  thou  mayest  use  them  for  the  calling  of 
the  assembly,  and  for  the  journeying  of  the 
camps." 

Rabbi  Jehudah,  one  of  the  celebrated  doc- 
tors of  the  Jewish  law,  was  wont  to  call  the 
attention  of  his  pupils  to  the  fact  that  the  Is- 
raelites broke  the  first  Sabbath,  and  therefore 
God  let  them  go  into  captivity.  He  would 
point,  in  proof  of  this,  to  the  statement  that 
the  children  of  Israel  went  out  to  gather  man- 
na on  the  holy  day,  and  that  the  ven*  next 
chapter  says, "  Then  came  Amalek,  and  fought 
with  Israel  in  Rephidim."  There  can  be  no 
doubt  that  the  sober  and  reverent  setting 
apart  of  one  day  in  the  seven  is  obligatory  for 
all  time.  And  it  might  well  be  expected  that, 
whenever  a  duty  so  plain  as  this  is  denied  by 
any  believer,  there  will  be  an   incursion  of 


spiritual  Amalekites  upon  his  experience  which 
will  put  his  highest  hopes  in  peril. 

16  MBTntng.  U  M. 

B.  mytoul,  andwithih 


2  Awake,  lift  up  Itiysetf.  my  hnrt, 
And  with  (h«  angclibcar  Ihy  part, 
Who  III  nlghl  long  UDWcurkd  oinK 
Hish  praiKS  lo  the  elemal  King. 

3  Glory  10  ihee,  who  SRfchiist  kepi. 
And  halt  nfRihed  me  when  I  alepl ; 
Grsnl,  Lord,  when  1  rrom  death  ihall  waki 
I  may  of  cudtesa  lile  partake. 

4  Lord,lmyvo«-»tothee«new: 
Scatter  my  sins  ai  morning  dew ; 
Guard  my  first  spiiiigi  of  thouclii  and  will 
And  with  thyself  my  spirit  Gil. 

Th.'t  all  mv'ao>v>rs,  within  their  miEbt, 


i666.  After  holding  various  preferments  he 
removed  again  to  Winchester ;  he  was  a  fel- 
low there  in  the  college,  and  in  1669  became 
prebendary  of  the  cathedral.  In  1682  he  was 
appointed  chaplain  to  Charles  11..  and  two 
years  after  this  was  made  Bishop  of  Bath  and 
Wells.  This  advancement  was  the  more  re- 
markable because,  while  he  was  living  in 
Winchester,  the  loose  court  of  the  gay  mon- 
arch visited  the  town  and  desired  his  residence 
for  an  abiding-place  for  some  ol  those  worth- 
less creatures  that  followed  in  his  train. 
■'  Not  for  the  king's  kingdom !"  was  the  reply 
that  became  historic.  And.  instead  of  being 
punished,  he  was  rewarded  by  an  appoint- 
ment which  showed  that  even  the  king  re- 
spected-his  virtue. 

It  was  at  Winchester  also  that  he  prepared 
a  Manual  of  Prayers  for  the  use  ol  the  schol- 
ars, and  to  this  were  appended  his  Morning, 
Evtning,  and  Midnight  Hymns.  These  were 
what  gave  to  George  Whitefield  his  pious  bent 
in  his  college  days.  And  these  have  come 
down  to  us  in  the  years  since  with  memories 
of  early  life  and  home  prayers,  when  the 
voices  now  silent  have  sung  at  the  family 
altar  the  unforgotten  lines. 

17  PsBim  I4S.  t"  M. 


TiirJeai™ an^t^ry  r 
Some  thankful  tilbuli 
Ne««™i;s""d"u'yd" 

3  Thy  works  «llli  so 
And  speak  thy  maiest 
Let  Zion  hi  her  courts 
The  sound  and  honor 

4  But  «  ho  cat 
thy  grtat-ieB 


Rev.  Thomas  Ken.  U.  U.,  the  author  of  ihis 
hymn,  was  a  bishop  in  the  Church  of  Eng- 
land ;  he  was  born  at  Ilerkhamp^tead.  Hert- 
fordshire, July.  1637.  and  died  at  LonRleat, 
Somersetshire.  March  iq,  171'-  He  studied 
at  Winchester  school,  where  his  name  is  still 
seen  cut  in  one  of  the  slone  pillars :  then  his 
college  cotirse  was  pursued  at  Oxford  :  he  was 
ordained  to  the  ministry  somewhere  about 


Vast  at 


— bi*;'"'"' 


•■The  Greatness  of  God."  is  the  title  affixed 
by  Dr.  Isaac  Watts  to  this  version  of  Psalm 
14;  in  L,  M.  It  consists  of  six  stanzas,  from 
which  those  in  ordinary  use  have  been  chosen. 
It  is  a  wise  and  suggestive  remark  of  the  Ger- 
man preacher  Krumraacher.  that  unbelief 
does  "nothing  but  darken  and  destroy.  It 
makes  the  world  a  moral  desert,  where  no 
divine  footsteps  are  heard,  where  no  angels 
ascend  and  descend,  where  no  living  hand 
adorns  the  fields,  feeds  the  birds  of  hea^-en,  or 
regulates  events." 

1 8  Each  Day's  Dolin.  L,  li. 

New  even-  morning  is  the  love 
Out  wakening  »nd  u|>rising  prove  : 
ThrouEh  [leen  and  datkiiess  tafelvbrouBbt, 
Realorcd  lo  hh,  and  iKJwcr,  and  thought. 
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Win  funiHh  all  wc  n<*d  to 
Room  to  deiiy  ounclvs,  ■ 
To  btiBI  lU  ■Imily  iiMtel  G. 


Kmr,  a  noble  work,  reaching  its  nineiy-sixtta 
edition  in  the  author's  lifetime.  U  was  pub- 
lished in  t8l7.  and  when  the  copyright  expired 
in  1873  nearly  half  a  million  copies  had  been 
sold.  As  the  market  was  then  opened,  and 
the  fame  of  the  poetry  had  reached  the  Ameri- 
can public  also,  the  sales  became  almost  enor- 
mous. He  issued  afterward  other  books,  but 
this  one  was  the  strongest  and  best.  Large 
numbers  of  the  poems  in  it  are  charged  with 
sentiments  whicti  Protestant  people  are  not 
willing  to  accept,  but  Keble  shared  with  New- 
man all  the  responsibility  of  trying  to  turn  the 
English  Church  over  to  Rome,  without  sur- 
rendering the  emoluments  of  the  establish- 
ment with  which  he  continued  in  connection, 
until  he  died  at  Bournemouth.  March  29, 1866. 
Keble  followed  the  tradition  of  almost  all  the 
English  hymnists  in  placing  a  morning  and  an 
evening  hymn  at  the  beginning  o(  his  book  o( 
poems.  This  piece  of  sixteen  stanzas,  from 
which  the  usual  selection  is  compiled,  is  found 
at  the  opening  of  the  Christian  Year.  The 
text  added  for  a  motto  is  quoted  from  Lam. 
3 :  12.  23 :  "  His  compassions  fail  not.  They 
are  new  e\'ery  morning." 
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Apin  «Hh  joyful  feet  w 


Rev.  John  Keble.  the  author  of  the  Chris- 
tian Year,  is  better  introduced  to  the  world 
as  a  poet.  Whatever  part  he  took  effectively 
in  the  great  Tractarian  movement  was  aug- 
mented extraordinarily  by  the  exquisite  beauty 
of  hb  hymns.  He  wrote  six  of  the  ninety 
small  treatises  which  were  issued,  but  it  was 


arrested  to  any  extent  the  common  people  of 
Great  Britain.  In  the  end  Keble  chose  tbe 
[rface  o(  a  villa^  pastor ;  he  became  the  Vicar 
<4  Hursley  parish,  near  Winchester,  and  there, 
with  the  surroundings  of  rural  content  and 
peace  about  him,  pursued  the  path  of  duty  to 
tbe  end  of  his  life. 

He  was  tbe  son  of  a  clergyman,  and  was 
bom  at  Fairford.  Gloucestershire,  April  25. 
1792.  He  was  educated  at  Oxford,  gradua- 
ting with  high  honors  in  his  class  in  iSio, 
In  1831  he  was  appointed  Professor  of  Poetrj-. 
This  last  distinaion  he  had  earned,  not  only 
by  his  eminent  fitness  for  the  position,  but  by 
the  success  of  his  little  volume,  the  Christian 


eiiherd  of  thy  peopl*,  hatl 
Wn"h'"h'ouK'oV 

dft  which  vail  the«  from  our  ngbt, 


I    Thefcclini 


Our  f»inlinEhope  to  riiK  ; 
\i\A  pour  thy  nli^HiiiE  from  mbovc 


Upon  a  marble  in  the  church  of  St.  Mary 
Woolnoth  and  St.  Marj'  Woolchurch  Haw, 
Lombard  Street.  London,  one  may  read  this 
inscription : 

"  John  Newton,  Clerk,  once  an  Infidel  and 
Libertine,  a  servant  of  slaves  in  .Africa,  was, 
by  the  rich  mercy  of  our  Lord  and  Sa\-iour 
jesus  Christ,  preserved,  restored,  pardoned, 
and  appointed  to  preach  the  faith  he  had  long 
labored  to  destroy.  Near  16  years  at  tJlney  in 
Bucks ;  And  —  years  in  this  church." 

This  epitaph  was  jircpared  by  himself,  the 
blank  of  which,  preceding  the  ■■  years."  should 
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be  filled  wnth  ■•  28."  "  And  1  earnestly  de- 
sire," he  further  says.  "  that  no  other  monu- 
ment, and  no  inscription  but  to  this  purport, 
may  be  attempted  (or  me." 


It  uill 

frank  admission  made  upon  his  tombstone 
by  the  man  ^^hose  pen  wrote  the  line  all  of  us 
hfne  sung  for  \ears :  "  How  sweet  the  tiame 
of  Jesus  sounds  W'as  that  man  once  an 
infidel  and  a  libertine  ?  His  life  has  been 
written  by  his  most  intimate  friend,  Richard 
Cecil  and  by  others;  our  annotations  need 
only  that  we  quote  what  his  biographers  have 
said  of  him. 

He  was  bom  in  London,  July  24,  1725, 
"old  style;"  August  5,  as  we  now  reckon 
dates;  he  died  in  London,  December  21,  1807. 

His  father  was  a  sea-faring  man,  the  mas- 
ter of  a  ship  trading  chiefly  t^tween  the  ports 
of  the  Mediterranean.  Within  a  year  of  his 
wife's  death  he  marrit-d  a  woman  who  appa- 
rently did  not  care  to  carry  oul  the  instruc- 
tions of  the  former  wife.  It  was  a  relief  to 
her  to  have  the  child  out  of  the  way ;  and  he 
was  put  to  school  for  two  years,  where  he  ac- 
quired the  simplest  rudiments  and  a  little 
smattering  of  Latin,  His  main  acquisitions 
were  in  the  way  of  idle  habits  and  a  taste  for 
low  associates ;  and  by  the  time  he  nas  eleven 
he  left  school  finally.'  and  accompanied  his 
father  on  his  voyages  (or  the  four  succeeding 

He  was  one  who  never  let  his  virtues  gel 
in  the  way  of  his  enjoyments.     Dissolute  as 


he  was  even  in  his  boyhood,  he  was  not  with- 
out religious  conviction,  frequently  fasting 
and  praying  and  returning  to  the  Word  of 
God ;  and  we  are  told  by  Cecil  that  ■■  he  took 
up  and  laid  aside  a  religious  profession  three 
or  four  different  times  before  he  was  sixteen 
years  of  age." 

Very  shortly  after  this,  while  in  sailor's 
garb,  walking  about  the  docks,  Newton  was. 
seized  and  impressed  on  board  the  Harwich,. 
and  as  war  with  France  was  a!  this  time  im- 
minent:, there  was  no  way  to  procure  his  re- 
lease. By  and  by,  however,  things  changed, 
and  he  started  on  his  way  homeward  over  the 
sea.  With  the  main  incidents  of  that  voyage 
we  are  probably  many  of  us  familiar — the 
terrible  storm  that  threatened  to  founder  the 
vessel,  and  which  aroused  a  still  more  dread- 
ful tempest  in  Newton's  soul ;  so  that  amid 
the  crashing  of  the  thunder  and  the  vivid 
darting  of  the  lightning  he  became  insensible 
to  all  without  in  the  recurrence  of  those  Scrip- 
tures that  sounded  as  anathemas  uf  heaven 
upon  his  guilty  head ;  his  despair,  his  finding 
a  copy  of  Thomas  d  Kempis  in  the  cabin  and 
perusing  it,  and  its  profound  impression  upon 
nim ;  his  determination  to  quit  his  wicked 
life — with  this  we  are  familiar. 

Yet  while  this  was  succeeded  by  an  un- 
doubted change,  it  was  not  a  thorough  re- 
newal. He  needed  a  {land  to  lead  him  from 
remorse  to  repentance,  from  reformation  to 
Christ.  Even  after  his  return  to  England 
and  his  marriage  to  Mary  Catlett  he  reem- 
barked  in  the  slave-trade,  and  made  three 
voyages  to  Guinea  to  purchase  slaves  for  the 
West  Indies.  It  was  six  years  after  that 
dreadful  storm  that  Providence  brought  him 
into  association  with  a  godly  sea  captain,  who, 
fathoming  his  condition,  let!  him  to  that  self- 
renunciation  which  resulted  in  the  full  and 
unequivocal  acceptance  of  Christ. 

In  the  Olney  Hymns  this  one  is  given  as 
No.  43,  Book  HI.  It  is  changed  in  many 
lines ;  the  title  of  it  there  is :  "  On  Opening  a 
House  of  Worship ;"  and  it  contains  seven 
stanzas  of  var\-ing  merit.  The  main  value  of 
the  piece  consists  in  the  recognition  once  more 
of  the  necessity  of  a  due  preparation  for  wor- 
shipbeforetheexercise  begins.  The  useof  it 
fora  dedication  service  is  thoroughly  legitimate. 
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■'  Guide  Kj." 
nw  that  the  sun  is  glnmini;  b 
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tial  he.  the  un<:Tea1e(i  LJKhl, 


J   Aqd  whileiheboutB  in  Of' 
OChriM.HtcurcIy  fence 

Our  g«tcs,  beleaguired  by  th 


of  the  highest  exhilaration  and  poetic  fervor. 


gainiriG;  of  a  settled  mood  of  mind,  i 
>f  the  Highest  exhil; 
A  vety  strange  n 
over  me  as,  in  the  ordinary  course  of  these 
annotations,  1  reach  the  name  of  John  Henry 
Newman.  The  venerable  prelate  of  the 
Roman  Catholic  Church  lies  dead  as  I  take 
my  pen ;  friends  whose  names  are  mighty, 
and  whose  numbers  grow  large  as  they  gath- 


He  was  bom  in  London.  February 
he  died  in  Birmingham.  August  1 1,  1090.  two 
days  ago,  suddenly,  and  apparently  without 
pain.  It  arrests  one's  imagination  to  think 
■eriously  here  how  much  he  has  learned  with- 
in these  (ony-eight  hours  concerning  those 
things  which  he  tried  honestly  to  understand. 
if  ever  a  Christian  man  tried  to  understand 
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■anything,  for  years  on  years  o(  patience,  gen- 
tleness, and  prayer.  Charles  Kingsley  was 
the  frankest  o(  Great  Britain's  great  men ;  as 
a  true  man  he  said  in  public  what  made  a 
true  man  pay  attention  to  his  words.  This 
led  Dr.  Newman  at  once  to  give  his  whole 
heart  to  the  world  in  his  Apologia  pro  I'ila 
Sua.  Not  everybody  agreed  with  him,  but 
since  then  ever>body  respected  him.  We 
used  to  go  and  hear  him  preach ;  for  better 
English  speech,  more  classical  correctness, 
could  nowhere  be  found  in  London,  and  with 
that  there  was  an  indescribable  dignity,  touch- 
ing one's  heart  like  a  sort  o(  appealing  cry 
from  a  soul  in  earnest  and  a  life  perfectly 
pure.  He  began  almost  with  the  century,  he 
has  lived  almost  to  its  end.  He  was  a  marked 
man  in  the  world  of  letters,  in  history,  and  in 
ecclesiastical  position. 
31  Psalm  ti.  CM. 

Eablv.  my  G<ni,  wilhoul  delay, 
Ihaslctoserklby  foce; 

Mylhirsly  spirit  faims  a*»y 


This  is  one  of  the  excellent  translations 
with  which  John  Henry  Newman  has  enriched 
our  hyninology.  It  is  rendered  with  grace- 
fnlncssand  spirit  from  the  hymn  attributed  to 
Ambrose,  Jant  lucn  orto  sidere.  as  found  in 
the  Paris  Breviary.  The  author  tells  us  that 
bis  voyage  from  Palermo  to  Marseilles,  on  his 
way  home  from  Rome,  was  thoroughly  occu- 
pied; "  I  was  writing  verses  the  whole  time 
of  my  passage."  He  was  evidently,  partly 
with  the  return  of  health,  and  partly  with  the 


i    Not  life  ilKlf,  with  all  iu  joy3. 
Ot  raise  so  hi^hmy  cheerful  voice, 

4    Thus.  lill  mv  last  expiring  day, 

I  'II  bless  my  God  and  King ; 
Thus  will  I  lill  my  hands  to  pray. 

Dr.  Isaac  Watts  gi\es  to  this  the  title. "  The 
Morning  of  a  Lord's  Day."  It  consists  of 
six  stanzas,  and  is  his  version  of  Psalm  63, 
first  part,  C.  M.  It  used  to  be  sung  at  what 
were  called  "  Oawn  Meetings"  years  ago, 
and  it  is  still  employed  as  a  devotional  medi- 
tation by  many  a  child  of  God.  as  he  rises  and 
remembers  that  the  day  has  come  which  in 
the  Lord's  house  is  better  than  a  thousand. 
"  Since  I  began,"  says  Edward  Payson.  when 
he  was  preparing  for  the  ministr)-,  "  to  beg 
God's  blessing  on  my  studies,  1  have  done 
more  in  one  week  than  in  the  whole  year  be- 
fore."    Martin    Luther.   \»hen   most   pressed 

ith  toils,  would  never  fail  to  throw  himself 


n  his  knt 


5  the 


hew 


;  the  SI 


for  he  felt  this  in  his  soul ; 
to  do  that  I  cannot  gel  on  without  three  hours 
a  day  praying."  Niany  of  Cod's  best  people 
have  attributed  their  strength  and  advance- 
ment, more  than  to  anything  else,  to  the  habit 
of  devoling  ihe  first  momenLs  of  the  morning 
to  supplication.  Havflock  rose  ai  four  o'clock, 
if  the  hour  for  marching  was  six.  rather  than 
be  compelled  to  lose  the  precious  privilege  of 
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communion  with  God  before  setting  out.  Sir 
Matthew  Hale  once  wrote :  **  If  I  omit  pray- 
ing and  reading  God's  Word  in  the  morning, 
nothing  goes  w^ell  all  the  day."  Preachers 
would  give  more  to  be  assured  that  their  hear- 
ers have  been  well  employed  during  the  h.our 
before  service  on  the  Lord's  Day,  than  for 
any  other  exercises  in  the  sanctuary  or  out  of 
it. 

22  Psalm  5.  C.  M. 

Lord,  in  the  morning  thou  shall  hear 

My  voice  ascending  high ; 
To  thee  will  1  direct  my  prayer, 

To  thee  lift  up  mine  eye ; — 

3    Up  to  the  hills,  where  Christ  has  gone 

To  plead  for  all  his  saints, 
Presenting,  at  his  Father's  throne, 

Our  songs  and  our  complaints. 

3  Thou  art  a  God  before  whose  sight 
The  wicked  shall  not  stand  ; 

Sinners  shall  ne'er  be  thy  delight, 
Nor  dwell  at  thy  right  hand. 

4  But  to  thv  house  will  I  resort, 
To  taste  thy  mercies  there  ; 

I  will  frequent  thy  holy  court 
And  worship  in  thy  fear. 

5  Oh,  may  \hy  Spirit  guide  my  feet 
In  ways  of  righteousness  ; 

Make  every  path  of  rlut>'  straight, 
And  plain  before  my  face. 

In  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  collection  this  has  eight 
stanzas,  and  it  is  his  version  of  Psalm  5,  C.  M. 
He  has  entitled  it,  "  For  the  Lord's  Day 
morning." 

The  late  Rev.  James  Allen  used  to  pray : 
••  O  God,  make  me  now  all  that  thou  wouldst 
have  me  to  be  now ;  make  me  now  all  that  it 
is  possible  to  be  now."  Prayer  like  this, 
offered  in  full  consecration  and  full  trust,  al- 
ways evokes  the  desired  response  from  the 
divine  mercv. 


23  Psalm  122.  C.  M. 

How  did  my  heart  rejoice  to  hear 

My  friends  devoutly  say, 
*'  In  Zion  let  us  all  appear. 

And  keep  the  solemn  day." 

3    I  love  her  gates,  I  love  the  road  ; 

The  Church,  adorned  with  grace. 
Stands  like  a  palace  built  for  God, 

To  show  his  milder  face. 

3  Up  to  her  courts,  with  joys  unknown, 
The  holy  tribes  repair ; 

The  Son  of  David  holds  his  throne, 
And  sits  in  judgment  there- 

4  Peace  be  within  this  sacred  place. 
And  joy  a  constant  guest : 

With  holy  gifts  and  heavenly  grace 
Be  her  attendants  blest. 

5  My  soul  shall  prav  for  Zion  still, 
Wblle  life  or  breath  remains : 

There  my  best  friends,  my  kindred,  dwell,  24 

There  (God,  my  Saviour,  reigns. 

"  Going  to  Church  "  is  the  title  which  Dr. 
Isaac  Watts  has  affixed  to  this  version  of 


Psalm  122,  C.  M.  One  of  the  six  stanzas  is 
omitted.  These  words  have  long  been  asso- 
ciated with  a  familiar  old  tune,  which  used  to 
be  sung  almost  invariably  in  New  England 
whenever  they  were  given  out  from  the  pulpit 
or  at  family  prayers.  One  might  close  his 
eyes  and  reproduce  the  whole  vision  of  a  con- 
ference-meeting with  just  a  strain  of  that  tune 
"  Mear,"  as  naturalists  are  said  to  draw  the 
picture  of  a  fish  the  moment  they  see  a  single 
scale  taken  from  it.  Some  days  there  were 
in  this  Christian  republic  wherein  the  very 
folk-songs  of  the  people  were  psalms  and 
hymns  from  Tate  and  Brady  or  Worcester's 
Watts  sung  to  Aaron  Williams'  music.  In 
these  times  some  persons  get  up  what  they 
call  "  Old  Folks'  Concerts,"  in  which  they 
make  the  ancient  choirs  appear  very  funny. 
But  those  were  excellent  and  pious  days  after 
all ;  they  fashioned  brave  men  and  pure  wo- 
men, and  they  gave  to  the  world  great  litera- 
ture, and  sweet  memories  of  patience  and 
strength,  and  gentle  lives  that  knew  and  loved 
God  when  times  were  tougher  than  now. 

Not  long  ago  a  touching  poem  was  pub- 
lished anonymously  in  the  Hartford  Times 
which  seems  to  be  worth  quoting  and  perhaps 
preserving : 

"  I  HEARD  the  words  of  the  preacher 
As  he  read  that  psalm  so  dear. 
Which  mother  sang  at  our  cradle 
To  the  ancient  tune  of  Mear. 

"And  1  felt  her  angel  presence 

As  sung  were  those  blessed  words ; 
My  heart  was  with  rapture  filling 
As  sweet  as  the  song  of  birds. 

"  I  longed  for  the  land  of  summer, 
Life's  river,  with  waters  clear. 
For  the  calm,  sweet  eyes  of  mother, 
Who  sang  the  old  tune  of  Mear. 

**  To-day  that  e'er- welcomed  cadence 
Of  song  floated  back  to  me ; 
Over  the  ptaths  of  my  childhood 
It  lovingly  came,  all  free. 

"  I  thanked  the  good  All-Father 
For  this  memory  brightly  clear; 
The  saintly  smile  of  my  mother. 
And  her  low  voice  singing  Mear. 

"  Ah,  me  I  the  father  has  rested 
Many  and  many  a  year ; 
The  mother  who  sang  by  our  cradle 
Has  gone  to  a  higher  sphere. 

"  Brothers  and  sisters  have  parted ; 

Some  live  in  the  Better  Land, 
And  some  are  waiting  their  summons, 
Sojourners  yet  on  life's  strand. 

"  I  feel  when  we  meet  up  yonder, 
Where  cometh  no  sigh  nor  tear. 
Our  mother  will  softly  sing  us 
That  grand  oid  tune  of  Mear." 


Psalm  84. 

Mv  soul,  how  lovely  is  the  place 
To  which  t^y  GcmI  resorts! 

'Tis  heaven  to  see  his  smiliner  face, 
Though  in  his  earthly  courts- 
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rch  of  the  skiet 


3  WithhiiricheiltilliehoveiiiyDove 
DeicnutM  ami  (lilt  llie  place , 

Wliile  Christ  reve.i.!i  ii»  »  ondrous  love, 
And  ihtda  abriiad  his  Krace. 

4  Tbtte,  mighly  Cod.  Ihy  words  declare 
The  (KielB  of  Itiv  will : 

And  Will  we  seek  thy  mercv  there. 
And  sins  thy  pralMS  stilL 

!rc  is  a  great  deal  more  in  this  plain 
of  Dr.  Isaac  Walts  than  most  persons 
.  suspiect.  Virtually  it  is  a  paraphrase 
than  a  version,  although  he  has  given  it 
line  stanzas  as  his  rendering  of  Psalm 
.  M.  He  has  entitled  it.  "  Delight  in 
ances  of  Worship;  or,  God  Present  in 
lurches."  The  allusion  to  the  Day  of 
:ost  and  the  descent  o(  the  dove,  as 
IS  the  reference  to  the  Mount  of  Trans- 
tion,  are  out  of  place  in  any  proper 
ition  of  one  of  the  songs  of  the  temple ; 
ey  are  excellent  in  suggestion  when  one 
he  mood  of  catching  similitudes  of  spir- 
ifc  in  worship. 

;  use  o(  the  means  of  grace  is  the  condi- 
I  receiving  what  grace  the  good  Lord 
I  to  send  us.  We  go  to  the  house  of 
■  in  due  performance  of  routine ;  but 
ord  does  not  meet  us  in  such  a  way. 
«pares  his  surprises  unseen;  we  come 
tiildren  expecting  what  he  will  be  sure 
It  in  his  (lands  for  us.  It  is  "  the  se- 
'  of  his  will  that  are  disclosed.  We 
the  sanctuary  with  our  sight  in  some 
limmed ;  in  an  exalted  moment  "  light 
I  in  upon  our  eyes."  Doctrines  grow 
disciplines  are  illumined ;  doubts  van- 
Thus  the  Lord  sends  us  "  help  from  the 
lary." 

Psalm  a:  1,.  C.  M. 

SriUK  to  me.  L.otd,  thyself  reveal, 

While  hi-re  on  earth  [rove; 
Speak  lo  mv  Iwnn,  and  let  nie  feel 


I  ]  thy  iclory  m. 


I.  Charles  Wesley,  son  of  Samuel  and 
nah  Wesley,  was  born  at  E|iworth.  in 
Jid.  Dec.  r8.  1708.     He  was  the  young- 


est of  at  least  eighteen  children — some  biog- 
raphers say  nineteen  —  of  whom,  however. 
nine  died  in  their  infancy.  The  boy  was 
educated  first  by  his  own  mother,  then  at 
Westminster  School  under  his  brother  Sam- 
uel, and  ultimately  received  his  degree  at 
Oxford.  In  1735  he  came  lo  America,  acting 
as  the  secretary  of  General  Oglethorpe  white 
here,  but  returned  to  England  a  year  or  two 
afterward.  Ai  that  time  he  was  not  experi- 
mentally a  Christian,  though  he  was  ordained, 
and  kept  himself  busily  engaged  in  mission- 
ary work  among  the  Indians,  His  genuine 
conversion,  dating  the  subsequent  year, 
changed  the  whole  course  of  his  life;  then  he 
became  a  preacher  by  profession,  but  he  never 
was  settled  in  a  cure  of  souls  except  at  St. 
Mary's  in  Islington,  and  that  for  a  short  time. 
He  was  the  rather  an  itinerant  e\-angelist, 
serving  as  the  companion  or  helper  of  his 
brother.  For  many  seasons  ihev  traveled 
through  England  and  Ireland,  until,  in  1749, 
Charles  married  Miss  Sarah  fi«Tnne,  of 
Garth ;  then  he  settled  with  his  lamily.  lirst 
in  Bristol  for  some  years,  then  finaliy  in  (ireat 
Chcsierlield  Street,  London,  acting  as  resi- 
dent clergyman  to  some  Methodist  societies 
in  that  city  to  the  end  of  his  days.  He  died, 
aged  eighty-one  years,  March  39.  1788.  and 
his  body  was  interred  in  the  gra\eyard  of 
Old  Marylebone  Church,  near  his  residence  at 
the  time. 

These  facts,  constituting  what  may  be  i-allcd 
ihef/a/n  of  this  remarkable  man's  lifi',  .ire  all 
that  need  to  be  stated  in  these  a 
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But  many  striking  incidents  of  his  biojjraphy 
will  appear  in  connection  with  individual 
hymns  that  he  wrote  during  the  course  of  fifty 
years  of  literary  activity. 

This  invocation,  so  appropriate  as  an  open- 
ing or  a  closing  hymn,  first  appeared  in  Rev. 
Charles  Wesley's  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poents^ 
1 740.  There  it  has  six  stanzas ;  the  one  be- 
ginning **  Saviour,  who  ready  art  to  hear,"  is 
omitted,  and  the  word  "  talk  "  is  changed  to 
the  word  **  speak." 

It  is  always  interesting  to  hear  John  Wes- 
ley in  his  preaching  comment  upon  any  of  his 
poet-brother's  songs.  In  connection  with  this 
one  he  remarks  thus : 

"  When  thou  prayest,  use  all  the  privacy 
thou  canst,  only  leave  it  not  undone,  whether 
thou  hast  any  closet,  any  privacy  or  no.  Pray 
to  God,  if  it  be  possible,  where  none  seeth 
but  he ;  but,  if  otherwise,  pray  to  God,  and  thy 
Father  which  seeth  in  secret  shall  reward  thee 
openly." 

In  the  25th  Psalm  there  is  this  verse :  **  The 
secret  of  the  Lord  is  with  them  that  fear  him ; 
and  he  will  show  them  his  covenant."  In  the 
margin  of  the  new  revision  that  word  "se- 
cret "  is  rendered  counsel  or  friendship.  It 
really  means  a  whisper;  that  is  to  say,  it  sig- 
nifies a  private  communication  addressed  by 
one  intimate  friend  to  another,  a  confidential 
endearment  or  suggestion  of  affectionate  ad- 
vice, such  as  would  often  pass  between  loving 
companions.  Then  in  both  versions  the  clos- 
ing clause  has  for  a  substitute  in  the  margin  : 
"  And  his  covenant  to  make  them  know  it." 
So  here  we  have  a  very  pathetic  promise :  the 
Lord  has  always  a  secret  to  give  to  those  who 
are  his  intimate  friends;  he  will  express  to 
them  some  personal  token  of  love,  if  they  are 
only  **  conversing  "  with  him ;  there  are  **  whis- 
pers of  his  grace  "  which,  if  they  devoutly  lis- 
ten, he  will  "  inly  speak  "  to  their  *'  heart ;" 
there  can  be  no  failure,  for  '*  his  covenant  is  " 
to  make  them  "  know  it." 

26  '*  The  Rising  Day."  C.  M. 

Oncs  more,  my  soul,  the  rising  day 

Salutes  thy  waking  eyes : 
Once  more,  my  voice,  thy  tribute  pay 

To  him  that  rules  the  skies. 

3  Ni^ht  unto  night  his  name  repeats, 

The  day  renews  the  sound. 
Wide  as  the  heaven  on  which  he  sits, 

To  turn  the  seasons  round. 

3  'T  is  he  supports  my  mortal  frame ; 
My  tongue  shall  speak  his  praise ; 

My  sins  would  rouse  his  wrath  to  flame, 
And  yet  his  wrath  delays. 

4  Great  God^  let  all  my  hours  be  thine, 
While  I  enjoy  the  light : 

Then  shall  my  sun  in  smiles  decline, 
And  bring  a  pleasant  niglit. 


A  fresh  instance  of  the  nnarrying  of  a  hymn  j 
and  tune  so  that  no  man  shall  put  them  asun — 
der.  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  hymn,  which  is  in  his^ 
own  Book  II.,  No.  6,  where  it  is  entitled  **  A 
Morning  Song,"  and  has  six  stanzas,  must=: 
always  be  sung  to  "  Peterboro."  That  has^ 
been  the  rule  for  more  years  than  most  oF" 
modem  singers  will  ever  wish  to  live* 

How  beautiful  is  the  picture  of  a  soul,  lov— 
ing  and  trustful,  erecting  itself  to  receive  fitly 
a  day  which  has  risen  to  salute  its  waking 
eyes !  And  hew  glad  such  a  soul  is  when  its 
turn  comes  to  offer  its  acknowledgments  for 
mercies  received  in  the  solemn  midnight 
Perhaps  it  has  been  a  night  of  heavy  and  aw- 
ful experience ;  God  has  during  all  its  glooms 
and  norrors  supported  our  mortal  frame; 
then  it  is  that  the  Christian  soul  brings  its 
sweetest  return  of  gratitude.  The  writer  of 
these  lines  has  in  his  possession  an  autograph 
letter  of  the  explorer  Stanley,  probably  never 
before  brought  to  light.  It  was  written  and 
sent  in  1879  when  he  had  just  emerged  from 
his  earliest  perils.  This  was  before  he  had 
grown  into  the  veteran  he  is  now.  But  even 
dien,  January,  1879,  almost  fourteen  years  ago, 
he  was  just  as  honestly  grateful  to  God  as  nc 
has  ever  been  since.     These  are  his  words : 

"  That  I  escaped  from  it  I  acknowledge  is 
due  only  to  the  goodness  of  God.  He  it  was 
who  rescued  me  from  the  horrors  which  sur-  . 
rounded  us  many  months.  He  it  was  who 
sustained  us  in  our  bitter  trials.  To  him 
be  all  my  gratitude.  I  earnestly  hope  that 
what  I  have  been  permitted  to  do  will  redound 
to  the  great  glory  of  his  name,  and  that  Afri- 
ca will  send  her  millions  to  the  fold  of  Christ." 
It  was  a  "  Dark  Continent ;"  but  the  rising 
day  saluted  the  brave  man,  and  he  returned 
the  salute  like  a  knight  and  a  soldier :  **  Great 
God,  let  all  my  hours  be  thine !  Once  more 
I  tribute  pay  to  him  that  rules  the  skies !" 
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"  fVorthy  the  Lamb/" 

Sing  we  the  song  of  those  who  stand 

Around  the  eternal  throne, 
Of  every  kindred,  clime,  and  land, 

A  multitude  unknown. 

2  Life's  poor  distinctions  vanish  here: 
To-day  the  youn^,  the  old. 

Our  Saviour  and  his  flock  appear, 
One  Shepherd  and  one  fold. 

3  Toil,  trial,  suflierings  still  await 
On  earth  the  pilgrim  throng; 

Vet  learn  we  in  our  low  estate 
The  Church  Triumphant's  song. 

4  "Worthy  the  Lamb  for  sinners  slain," 
Cry  the  redeemed  above, 

"  Blessing  Mnd  honor  to  obtain, 
And  everlasting  love  !" 

5  "  Worthy  the  Lamb,"  on  earth  we  sing, 
"  Who  died  our  souls  to  save  I 

Henceforth,  O  Death,  whcre-is  thy  sting? 
Thy  victory,  O  Grave  !" 


C.  M. 


OPENING  OF  SERVICE. 


wrote  a  small  volume  of  poems  entitled  Prison 
^»ii«cmt'«(j,  published  in  179?-  His  gentle 
yel  earnest  character  and  his  literary  ability 
gradually  won  him  the  regard  of  his  political 
opponents,  and  he  began  to  take  high  rank  as 
a  sacred  poet. 

In  1806  he  published  The  Wanderer  of 
"vuitlserland  m  1807,  West  fndies;in  1813, 
The  World  Before  the  Flood,  which  attained 
great  popularity  and  in  1819.  Greenland. 
In  1 833  a  pension  of  £p,oo  was  bestowed  upon 
him  b>  the  government.  He  was  a  liberal 
Whig  and  an  ardent  slavery  abolitionist,  and 
in  his  manhood  reunited  himself  with  the 
Moravians  Besides  the  works  mentioned  he 
published  others  of  later  dates,  including 
Original  Hymns  Many  of  these  hymns  tind 
place  in  every  modern  church  collection,  and 
breathe  an  air  o(  devout  piety.  Montgomery 
died  near  Sheffield.  April  30,  1854. 


James  Montgomery,  the  British  poet,  was 
born  in  Irvine.  Ayrshire,  Scotland,  November 
4, 177 1.  His  father  was  a  Moravian  preacher, 
and  James,  being  intended  for  the  same  office, 
was  sent  in  his  seventh  year  to  a  Moravian 
settlement  at  Fulneck,  near  Leeds,  to  com- 
plete his  education.  Here  he  remained  ten 
years,  distlnguistied  only  by  indolence  and 
melancholy.  The  brethren  at  Fulneck  then 
apprentice  him  to  a  grocer  at  Mirfield.  Be- 
fore the  age  of  fourteen  he  had  written  a  mock 
heroic  poem  of  one  thousand  lines,  and  had 
commenced  an  epic  to  be  called  "  The  World." 
He  ran  away  in  June,  1789,  but  after  many 
wanderings  engaged  again  as  shop-boy  in 
Wath,  a  village  in  Yorlishirc.  A  year  later 
be  sent  a  volume  of  manuscript  poetry  to  Mr. 
Harrison,  a  London  publisher,  and  soon  after 
went  to  London  himself.  Harrison  refused 
his  poems,  but  engaged  him  as  his  shop-man. 
Toward  the  end  of  1792  he  became  clerk  to 
Joseph  Gales,  editor  and  publisher  of  the  SMef- 
/Uld  Jiegisler.  a  newspaper  of  revolutionary 
tendencies.  Gales  fled  to  America  to  avoid 
arrest  for  treason,  and  Monigomeiy  started 
a  new  weekly  journal  called  the  Shield  /ris, 
advocating  peace  and  reform  principles. 

The  lirsl  number  appeared  July  4,  1794, 
and  he  edited  it  till  July.  [8:5.  Almost  im- 
mediately after  the  first  appearance  of  the 
Iris  he  was  fined  ^20  and  sentenced  to  three 
months'  imprisonment  for  printing  a  doggerel 
ballad  on  "  The  Pali  of  the  Hastile  "  for  a  poor 
hawker.  Again,  in  1796,  he  was  found  guilty 
of  sedition,  hned  ^30.  and  sentenced  to  six 
months'  imprisonment,  for  publishing  in  his 
Dew^wper  an  account  of  a  riot  in  Sheffield. 
He  was  confined  in  York  Castle,  where  he 


3  ^iritof  mce!  nh,  ddgn  to  dwell 

Make  b'er  i/hoUnng  ciccT' 
With  pure  dcvolioii  glow. 


Her 


:  light. 


Miss  Harriet  Auber  was  a  lady  in  the  com- 
munion of  the  Church  of  England,  who  was 
bom  in  London,  October  4.  1773.  and  died  at 
Hoddesdon.  in  Hertfordshire.  January  20, 
1862.  She  published  only  one  book,  which 
was  issued  anonvmouslv,  and  this  she  en- 
tilled  TAi-  Spirit  of  Ike  Psalms:  or.  a  Com- 
pressed Vt-rsion  of  Sekcl  Portions  of  the 
Psalms  of  David.  This  was  in  1829.  and 
she  lived  to  be  eighty-nine  years  of  age.  Her 
life  was  a  verv  quiet  and  secluded  one.  but 
she  left  behind  her  a  host  of  friends  to  «hom 
her  gentleness  and  grace  had  endeared  her. 

29  P""^  'i'-  C.  M. 


Lo!  Ihy  church  will 
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i  the  provisions  of  Ihy 
id  fill  Ihy  poor  »iil>  br 
^re  let  the  Son  o{  Davie 


This  is  the  version  of  Psalm  132  b>'  Dr, 
Isaac  Watts,  and  iti  his  edition  of  iSto  it  ap- 
pears with  eight  stanzas,  and  is  entitled  "  A 
Church  Established."  The  author  placed  a 
"  f«use  "  after  the  third  verse,  and  the  hymn 
has  been  generally  made  to  commence  with 
the  founh  as  he  suggested.  It  is  often  used 
with  great  success  as  a  dedication  anthem. 
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C.  M.     sion  minist 


CoHH,  Ihou  Dfsirc  of  ill  Ihv  si 

While  Willi  our  praises  mid  cor 
Low  ai  thy  Ira  we  beml. 


4    Dear  Saviour,  iM  Ihy  eIdiv  sh 
And  fill  thy  dwellines  here,  ^ 


In  1760  Miss  Anne  Steele,  the  composer  ol 
this  hymn,  published  in  London  two  volumes 
of  what  she  entitled  Poems  on  Suhjir/s  Chief- 
ly Dn-olional :  to  these  she  added  her  nrmie 
only  as  "  Theodnsia."  These  ancient  books. 
as  they  came  forth  to  the  public  in  the  lirsl 
edition,  lie  before  mc  as  I  write.  The  old 
spelling,  the  singular  forms  of  the  letters,  the 
frequent  elisions  for  the  sake  of  the  meter,  are 


very  interest in.i  as  showing  the  customs  and 
tastes  of  the  times.  Two  fairly  good  wood- 
cuts adorn  the  pages  and  act  as  frontispieces, 
alleRorical  and  religious,  with  mottoes  to 
match.  This  hymn  is  taken  from  a  long 
poem.  Its  title  is :  "  Intreating  the  Presence 
of  Christ  in  his  Churches,"  The  text  affixed 
to  it  is  Hag.  2:7:  "  The  Desire  of  all  nations 
shall  come." 

It  is  to  be  regretted  that  we  are  not  able  to 
secure  any  portrait  of  this  devout  lady,  whose 
poems  have  been  the  stay  and  delight  of  many 
thousands  of  the  tried  children  of  Goo.  But 
we  have  the  picture  of  the  house  under  the 
roof  of  which  she  was  bom  and  reared.  She 
was  the  eldest  daughter  of  Rev.  William 
Steele,  of  Broughton,  in  Hampshire ;  and  it  is 
recorded  that  he  was  a  clergyman  of  much 
piety  and  force,  who  for  sixty  years  in  succes- 
sion ministered  to  a  Baptist  congregation  in 
that  village,  where  she  was  bom  in  1716,  and 
where  she  lived  all  her  life.  Wliat  tsaac 
Watts  was  on  the  one  side.  Miss  Anne  Steele 
was  on  the  other ;  differing  in  sex  but  both 
unmarried,  they  sang  the  sweetest  songs  of 
praise  and  experience  for  the  Christiair  home,  , 
and  gave  to  the  church  of  Christ  some  of  the 
noblest  lyrics  for  divine  services  in  the  Sanctis 
ary.  And  they  lived  tranquilly  in  the  south 
of  England,  only  fifteen  miles  apart.  This 
devout  and  spiritually-minded  woman  became 
a  member  of  her  father's  church  when  she 
was  only  fourteen  years  old.  and  for  all  the 
rest  of  her  life  she  was  the  faithful  associate 
and  worker  with  him  in  everything  that  was 
for  the  glory  of  the  Master  whom  he  loved. 
In  her  early  life  she  was  betrothed  to  a  gen- 
tleman named  Ellsworth :  but  on  the  day 
previous  to  their  expected  wedding  he  was 
suddenly  drowned.  Her  heart  was  almost 
broken:  she  remained  true  to  his  memory; 
and  for  all  the  long  subdued  years  afterwards 
she  spent  the  little  strength  she  possessed  in 
doing  affectionate  and  generous  deeds  of 
good  among  the  neighbors  with  whom  she 
was  thrown.  She  wrote  many  hymns,  some 
of  which  are  among  the  most  prized  by  God's 
people  of  every  name.  Her  health  was  al- 
ways feeble ;  her  spirit  was  pensive,  but  not 
sad;  aspiring,  but  never  excited;  for  many 
seasons  a  great  sufferer,  she  sang  for  the 
churches  some  of  their  most  cheering  songs; 
then  in  full  faith  died  at  the  last  in  1 778,  aged 


n  we  bend  before 
rreel  Ihe  <i 


And  hale  what  we  deplon. 
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2  Oar  contrite  spirits  pitying  see ; 
True  penitence  impart ; 

And  let  a  healing  ray  from  thee 
Beam  hope  on  every  heart. 

3  When  we  disclose  our  wants  in  prayer, 
May  we  our  willn  resign ; 

Nor  let  a  thought  our  bosom  share 
Which  is  not  wholly  thine. 

4  Let  faith  each  meek  petition  fill, 
And  waft  it  to  the  skies : 

And  teach  our  heart 't  is  goodness  still 
That  grants  it  or  denies. 

When  Lord  Elein  was  appointed  as  am- 
bassador to  the  Sublime  Porte  in  1 799  he  was 
accompanied  by  the  Rev.  Joseph  Dacre  Car- 
lyle,  the  son  of  George  Carlyle.  This  clergy- 
man of  the  Church  of  England  had  been 
Professor  ef  Arabic  at  Cambridge  for  five 
years,  and  the  Vicar  of  Newcastle-on-Tyne 
afterward.  He  was  one  of  the  scholars  who 
aided  in  the  purposes  of  the  expedition,  spe- 
cially seeking;  to  ascertain  what  literary  treas- 
ures survived  in  the  public  library  of  Constan- 
tinople. He  was  an  accomplished  man,  well 
fitted  for  a  position  of  that  sort.  His  journey 
on  the  trip  was  extended  to  Asia  Minor  and 
the  Greek  archipelago,  and  on  his  travels  he 
seems  to  have  used  a  portion  of  his  spare 
time  in  poetic  composition.  His  fame  has 
never  at  all  rested  upon  his  verses,  much  less 
upon  his  hymns ;  for  only  the  one  before  us 
has  found  its  way  into  the  common  collections 
or  even  appeared  on  this  side  of  the  ocean. 
He  was  a  tall  man  in  figure,  thin  and  dark, 
with  reserved  manners  and  shy  demeanor. 
The  best  work  he  was  doing  was  that  of  an 
Orientalist ;  he  was  at  the  time  of  his  decease 
editing  the  Arabic  text  of  the  Bible;  but  it 
was  cut  short  very  abruptly  by  his  death  at 
the  vicarage  in  Newcastle.  He  was  born  at 
Carlisle  June  4,  1758,  and  he  died  April  12, 
1804.  This  one  hymn  was  found  at  the  end 
of  a  volume  called  Poems  Suggested  by  Scenes 
in  Asia  Minor ^  Syria^  and  Greece^  1805.  It 
b  entitled,  **  A  Hymn  Before  Public  Wor- 
ship," and  has  been  very  much  altered  since 
his  day. 

"  Light  in  thy  Light:'  C.  M. 

Etkknal  Sun  of  righteousness, 

Display  thy  beams  divine, 
And  cause  the  glory  of  thy  face 

Upon  my  heart  to  shine. 

a    Light  in  thy  light,  oh,  may  I  see, 

Thy  grace  and  mercy  prove, 
Revived,  and  cheered,  and  blest  by  thee, 

The  God  of  pardoning  love. 

3  LiA  up  thy  countenance  serene, 
And  let  thy  happy  child 

Behold,  without  a  cloud  between. 
The  Father  reconciled. 

4  On  me  thy  promised  peace  bestow, 
The  peace  D>'  Jesus  given — 

The  joys  of  holiness  below, 
Anid  then  the  joys  of  heaven. 


Some  little  trouble  has  been  found  by  those 
who  have  tried  to  locate  and  identify  this 
hymn.  The  fact  is,  it  is  made  up  of  two 
joined  together,  both  of  them  written  by  Rev. 
Charles  Wesley;  these  are  taken  from  his 
"Short  Hymns  on  Select  Passages  of  the 
Holy  Scriptures,"  1762.  They  are  founded 
upon  the  priestly  benediction  recorded  in 
Numbers  6:25,  26.  Upon  the  first  of  these 
verses  he  composed  one  of  them,  and  on  the 
second  the  other;  the  four  stanzas  are  then 
grouped  as  one  hymn. 

33  Psalm  118.  C.  M. 

This  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made  ; 

He  calls  the  hours  his  own  * 
Let  heaven  rejoice,  let  earth  be  glad. 

Anil  praise  surround  the  throne. 

3    To-day  he  rose,  and  left  the  dead, 

And  Satan's  empire  fell ; 
To-<lay  the  saints  his  triumph  spread 

And  all  his  wonders  tell. 

3  Hosanna  to  the  anointed  King, 
To  David's  only  Son  : 

Help  us.  O  Lord  ;  descend,  and  bring 
Salvat'on  from  thy  throne. 

4  Blest  be  the  Lop  I  who  comes  to  men 
With  messages  of  grace ; 

Who  comes,  in  God  his  Father's  name. 
To  save  our  sinful  race. 

5  Hosaima  in  the  highest  strains 
The  church  on  earth  can  raise ; 

The  highest  heavens,  in  which  he  reigns, 
Shall  give  him  nohk-r  praise. 

In  the  collection  of  Dr.  Isaac  Watts  this 
piece  stands  as  a  version  of  Psalm  1 1 8,  Fourth 
Part,  C.  M.  He  has  evidently  not  had  very 
amiable  themes  to  deal  with  in  this  old  poem 
until  he  came  on  along  to  the  middle  of  it  at 
least ;  for  he  has  not  offered  us  much  poetry 
in  even  the  three  parts  of  fourteen  stanzas  in  all. 
But  here  he  has  boldly  swung  away  from  the 
rather  rough  phraseolog)',  gone  straight  out 
of  the  Old  Testament  into  the  New,  chosen 
such  verses  as  he  liked  the  best,  and  made  a 
beautiful  hymn  out  of  them,  filled  it  with 
evangelical  sentiment,  entitled  his  work  "  Ho- 
sanna: the  Lord's  Day;  or  Christ's  Resur- 
rection and  our  Salvation,"  and  sent  it  on 
down  the  ages  with  joyous  expectation  that 
the  churches  would  greet  it  as  worth  their 
singing. 
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The  Sanctuary. 

How  charming  is  the  i>lace 
Where  my  Redrenier,  God, 

Unvails  the  beauty  ol  his  face, 
And  sheds  his  love  abroad  I 

2  Not  the  fair  palaces. 

To  which  the  great  resort. 
Are  once  to  be  compared  with  this. 
Where  Jesus  holds  his  court. 

3  Here  on  the  mcrcv-scat. 
With  radiant  glory  crowned. 

Our  joyful  eyes  behold  him  sit 
And  smile  on  all  around. 


S.  M. 


4    Give  me.  O  Lord.  ■  place 

Wiitain  ihy  bloi  nbodc, 
AmoDg  I  he  children  of  lliy  grace, 


J  OF  SERVICE. 

Rev.  Samuel  Stennett,  D.  D..  was  bom  in 
Eueter,  England,  where  his  father  was  pastor 
of  the  Baptist  Church.  1727.  When  the  lad 
was  ten  years  old  his  father  removed  to  Lon- 
don and  became  the  minister  of  the  Baptist 
eongrcgat  on  m  Little  Wild  Street.  As  the 
youn^  man  grew  up  he  assisted  his  father  in 
the  pastoral  care  of  Che  parish,  and  when  the 
people  called  him  he  became  his  father's  suc- 
cessor and  remamed  in  the  pastorate  till  his 
death  August  24  1795.  He  was  an  excel- 
lent scholar  gaining  the  degree  of  Doctor  of 
Divinity  from  the  University  of  Aberdeen, 
possessed  of  fine  literary  ability,  and  having 
great  influence  among  those  who  maintained 
themselves  in  usefulness  outside  of  the  Church 
of  England  The  king  seems  to  have  given 
to  him  his  entire  confidence.  John  Howard 
was  his  frequent  hearer.  Once  writing  a  let- 
ter from  Smyrna,  this  famous  reformer  took 
occasion  to  speak  of  the  exceeding  pleasure 
he  had  in  re\ne«ing  his  notes  of  Stenretl's 
sermons. 

35  Day  6/ Light.  S.  M. 


This  hymn,  by  Rc\-.  Samuel  Stennett,  D.  D., 
was  first  published,  like  most  of  the  composi- 
tions bearing  his  name,  in  the  collection  of 
Rev.  Dr.  Kippon.  It  is  a  bright  song  to  sing 
(or  those  who  are  in  the  mood  for  meditative 
worship.  "  I  have  in  my  congregation,"  once 
said  a  venerable  minister  of  the  gospel,  "a 
worthy  woman,  quite  aged  now,  who  has  for 
a  number  of  years  been  so  deaf  as  not  to  dis- 
tinguish the  loudest  sounds :  and  yet  she  is 
always  one  of  the  first  in  the  Sabtiath  meet- 
ing. On  asking  her  the  reason  of  such  con- 
stant attendance  she  answered  :  '  Though  1 
cannot  hear  your  voice  1  keep  coming  to 
God's  house  because  ]  love  it,  and  because  I 
am  longing  to  be  found  in  his  ways ;  and  he 
gives  me  many  a  sweet  thought  upon  the  text, 
when  some  one  has  been  kind  enough  to  put 
my  finger  upon  it  in  the  Bible ;  and  then,  too, 
though  1  have  to  be  quiet,  with  no  part  with 
the  rest.  I  feel  that  1  am  in  the  best  of  com- 
pany, in  the  more  immediate  presence  of  God, 
and  among  his  saints  who  are  the  honorable 
of  the  earth,  I  am  not  satisfied  with  serving 
my  Maker  in  private ;  it  is  my  duly  and  privi- 
lege to  honor  him  regularly  in  public'  "  And, 
no  doubt,  the  pastor  himself  went  auay  from 
such  a  parishioner  thinking  joyously  in  his 
heart  how  fine  it  was  that  God's  love  and 
communion  were  given  to  mariy  whom  he 
could  not  reach  in  the  sanciuar\'.  and  so  it 
became  to  all  alike  a  "  charming  place." 


weaiy  brain  ana  troubled  ) 
Ihed  thou  Ihy  freaiieniiig  de 

Th»isthedByorp«»: 
rh.. .,.,..-.  r,.,r  .niAt.  till . 


Rev.  John  Ellenon  contributed  this  piece  to 
the  Selection  of  Hymns  /or  use  in  Chester 
Catkedral,  1867.  He  is  a  clergyman  in  the 
Established  Church  of  England,  having  taken 
orders  in  1850.  He  was  born  in  London, 
December  16.  1836.  and  .was  educated  al 
Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  graduating  in 
1849.  As  late  as  1883  he  was  rector  of  the 
parish  church  of  Barnes.  Surrey.  England, 
and  is  at  present  rector  of  White  Roding. 
This  well-known  and  honored  poet  has  gfiven 
many  excellent  hymns. to  all  the  hymnals. 
He  issued  one  collection  bearing  his  own  name. 
Church  HymHS,  Annotated ;  this  was  pub- 
lished by  the  "  Society  for  the  Promotion  of 
Christian  Knowledge."  London.  [881.  His 
hymns  are  peculiar  in  thai  they  refer  more 
directly  to  tne  worship  in  the  Lord's  house 


Cemeterj',  This  hymn  was  published  in  his 
volume  called  Psalms,  Hymns,  and  Spiritual 
Sengs,  1745.  A  plain  allusion  is  made  in  it 
to  Rev.  15:3,  The  title  which  the  author 
gave  it  was;  "  Before  Sindiig  of  Hymns,  by 

Wayof  Iniroduetion."    Tneorigitial  c '"" 

founeen  stanzas.  Martin  Madan  is 
have  altered  it  much  In  1 760,  and  even 
added  one  or  more  of  the  verses  now 
and  suppressed  the  rest. 
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S.  M. 


upon  the  Lord's  day.  The  Sabbath  has  this 
wonderful  power  as  an  institution :  those  who 
love  it  love  it  dearly.  It  gathers  into  itself 
memories  of  youth,  reminiscences  of  seasons 
of  grace,  family  mercies  and  affections,  times 
of  refreshment  and  days  of  alleviated  sorrow, 
when  God  has  sent  help  from  the  sanctuary. 
It  is,  indeed,  "  the  first  of  days,"  for  it  has  light 
and  rest  in  it  as  well  as  peace  and  prayer  and 
love  and  praise,  and  an  outlook  far  beyond. 


For  thoM  whoK  sint  he  bate. 
3    Ycjdlgrlin)  I  on  the  road 
Kejoice  yt  in  the  Lambof  Cod— 


OfMoieiindthe  LKinb. 

Rev.  William  Hammond.  «ho  wrote  this 
familiar  hymn,  was  a  Calvinisi  Methodist 
minister,  who  afterwards  with  hLs  friend  Cen- 
nick  became  a  Moravian.  He  was  converted 
UDder  Whitefield's  preaching,  and  exercised 
hb  calling  in  Bristol  and  London  and  other 
parts  of  England.  The  date  of  his  birth  is 
January  6,  1719:  he  died  in  London.  Aiijrust 
I9>   ^703,  and   was   buried   in  the   Moravian 


thoK  refuu  la  siii^ 


GloT)'  beiuii  Movi : 
Celestial  fruiu  on  earthly  eroun 


This  is  No.  30  of  Ur.  Walls'  Book  II. 
There  it  has  ten  stanzas,  and  is  entitled. 
■■  Heavenly  Joy  on  Earth."  In  the  second 
stanza  the  author  wrote  the  line  '■  But  fav'- 
rites  of  the  Heavenly  King."  With  a  very- 
finical  taste  for  so-called  restoration,  some  of 
the  modern  collections  ha\'e  expunged  the  e.v- 
cellent  emendation,  i-ii/Afrcw.  and  replaced  the 
a  wk  ward  /<ii  I  'riles. 

There  was  once  a  difficulty  in  Rev.  Dr. 
Samuel  West's  congregation  in  the  old  New 
England  times.  The  choir  had  declined  to 
proceed  with  the  music.  So  the  shrewd  cler- 
gyman introduced  the  sen'ices  with  this  hymn. 
Having  read  it  slowly  through,  he  looked'  sig- 
nificanllv  up  at  the  performers  in  the  gallcrj- 
and  said :  ■'  Please  conunence  at  the  second 
verse."  It  is  needless  to  mention  that  the 
choir  went  nn  as   usual,  and   sang  with   the 


SWFHT  ii  the  viorV,  O  Lnrd, 
ThyElorioiisnamelosinit; 
To  iMnise  Md  praj— 10  hear  Ihy  «ord. 
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3  Sweet— on  this  day  of  rest, 
To  join  in  heart  and  voice 

With  those  who  love  and  serve  thee  best 
And  in  thy  name  rejoice. 

4  To  songs  of  uraise  and  joy 
Be  every  Sabbath  given, 

That  such  may  be  our  blest  employ 
Eternally  in  heaven. 

This  is  another  of  Miss  Harriet  Auber's 
very  good  versions ;  that  timid  singer  has 
given  us  no  details.  This  is  her  rendering  of 
Psalm  92,  S.  M.  It  was  published  in  the 
Spirit  of  the  Psalms,  1 829. 

39  The  Eternal  Sabbath.  S.  M. 

Hail  to  the  Sabbath  day  ! 

The  day  divinely  given, 
When  men  to  Gocl  their  homage  pay, 

And  earth  draws  near  to  heaven. 

3    Lord,  in  this  sacred  hour. 

Within  thy  courts  we  bend. 
Ami  biess  thy  love,  and  own  thy  power, 

Our  Father  and  our  Friend. 

3  But  thou  art  not  alone 
In  courts  by  mortals  trod  ; 

Nor  only  is  the  day  thine  own 
When  man  draws  near  to  God. 

4  Thy  temple  is  the  arch 
Of  yon  unmeasured  sky  ; 

Thy  Sabbath,  the  stupendous  march 
Of  grand  eternity. 

5  Lord,  mav  that  holier  day 
Dawn  on  tny  servants'  sight ; 

And  purer  worship  may  we  pay 
In  heaven's  unclouded  light. 

Whether  architecture  and  poetry  are  al- 
ways found  in  alliance  or  not  we  may  not  be 
ready  to  say,  but  Charles  Bultinch,  of  Boston, 
was  an  architect,  and  Rev.  Stephen  Greenleaf 
Bulfinch,  D.  D.,  the  author  of  this  hymn,  was 
his  son.  And  Charles  Bulfinch  drew  the 
plans  for  the  Ma«?sachusetts  State  House,  for 
the  City  Hall  in  Boston,  for  Faneuil  Hall,  and 
more  than  forty  churches  and  great  buildings 
in  the  New  England  towns ;  and  Stephen  G. 
Bulfinch  wrote  at  least  three  volumes  of  lyric 
poems  and  hymns,  together  with  many  more 
volumes  of  prose.  This  hymn  appears  in  his 
Contemplations  of  the  Sai'iour,  1832.  He 
was  born  in  Boston,  June  18,  1809;  graduated 
at  Columbian  College  1826,  studied  divinity 
at  Har\'ard  University,  was  ordained  to  the 
Unitarian  ministr)' in  1 831.  and  continued  in 
the  pastorate  of  the  churches  in  that  connec- 
tion with  various  charges  until  he  died  at 
East  Cambridge,  Mass.,  October  1 2,  1 870.  He 
was  not  known  ver)'  widely  outside  of  his 
own  denomination,  though  he  was  a  man  of 
marked  ability  and  force.  His  best  poetr>' 
was  contributed  to  the  hymnal  prepared  for 
the  Unitarian  body. 

40  Hymn  of  Praise.  S.  M. 
With  ioy  we  lift  our  eves 

To  those  bright  realms  above. 
Thnt  glorious  temple  in  the  skies. 
Where  dwells  eternal  I^ve. 


3    Before  thy  throne  we  bow, 

O  thou  almighty  King; 
Here  we  present  the  solemn  vow. 

And  hymns  uf  praise  we  sing. 

3  While  in  thy  house  we  kneel. 
With  trust  and  holy  fear. 

Thy  mercy  and  th^  truth  reveal, 
And  lencl  a  gracious  ear. 

4  Lord,  teach  our  hearts  to  pray. 
And  tune  our  lips  to  sing ; 

Nor  from  tin'  presence  cast  away 

The  sacrifice  we  bring. 

• 

Rev.  Thomas  Jervis  was  an  English  Uni- 
tarian, and  was  settled  in  a  congregation  in 
Leeds.  This  hymn  written  by  him  is  found 
in  a  Collection  of  Hymns  and  Psalms  for  Put- 
lie  and  Private  Worship,  issued  in  1795. 
The  book  is  notable  among  hymnologists  as 
having  been  one  among  the  earliest,  if  indeed 
not  the  first  of  them  all,  which  sought  to 
attach  the  names  of  the  authors  to  their  own 
compositions,  and  actually  placed  an  index  at 
the  beginning  by  which  they  could  be  identi- 
fied. Of  the  six  hundred  and  ninety  pieces 
twenty-one  are  credited  to  this  one  ol  four 
compilers.  He  made  this  rather  good  Sab- 
bath invocation ;  but  one  feels  sad  to  have  to 
,say  that  there  was  nothing  else  worth  having, 
for  in  faith  he  was  almost  a  Deist,  and  never 
alluded  to  the  Saviour  as  an  object  of  praise 
or  even  of  recognition.  And  yet  he  was  the 
son  of  a  Presbyterian  minister  in  Ipswich, 
England ;  was  born  in  1 748 ;  for  some  years 
was  settled  as  a  preacher  in  London ;  then 
afterward  at  Leeds  he  labored  ten  years  and 
retired  from  active  service.  He  died  at  Fry- 
eming,  Essex,  in  the  year  1833.  His  hymn  has 
been  much  altered  since. 

4 1  Christian  Outlook,  S.  M. 

Now  let  our  voices  join 

To  raise  a  sacred  song : 
Ye  pilgrims  !  in  JehovaJi's  ways. 

With  music  pass  along. 

a    See — flowers  of  paradise. 

In  rich  profusion  spring ; 
The  sun  of  glory  gilds  the  path. 

And  dear  companions  sing. 

3  See — Salem's  golden  spires, 
In  beauteous  prospect,  rise  ; 

And  brighter  crowns  than  mortals  wear. 
Which  sparkle  through  the  skies. 

4  All  honor  to  his  name 
Who  marks  tlie  shining  way, 

To  him  who  leads  the  pilgrims  on 
To  realms  of  endless  day. 

It  was  the  habit  of  Dr.  Philip  Doddridge^ 
the  author  of  this  hymn,  to  throw  the  leading 
thoughts  of  each  of  his  sermons  into  the  form 
of  stanzas.  These  he  would  often  give  out  to 
the  congregation  as  a  hymn  to  be  sung  after 
he  had  finished  preaching.  Thus  they  ser\'ed 
as  a  vehicle  of  praise  and  prayer,  and  at  the 
same  time  remained  in  thdr  memories  as  a 
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compend  of  truth  and  doctrine.  Of  course, 
it  was  to  be  expected  that  hymns  produced  in 
such  a  methodical  manner  would  be  deficient 
in  poetic  fervor  and  sometimes  be  didacti- 
cally commonplace.  Of  Dr.  Doddridge's 
poems  generally  Mr.  S.  W.  Duffield  has  rea- 
son in  saying :  *'  They  frequently  drop  from 
great  heights  of  pure  devotion  into  prosaic  or 
commonplace  expressions."  It  is  true  also 
that  his  hymns  have  needed  more  pruning 
and  more  changes  than  most  of  the  older 
productions  of  his  contemporaries.  But  it 
must  be  admitted  also  that  some  of  his  pieces 
rank  very  high  in  spiritual  and  literary  merit. 
Dr.  Doddridge  composed  four  of  the  one 
hundred  and  nve  lyrics  of  the  first  grade,  pro- 
nounced such  by  the  entire  Anglican  Church. 
Of  his  pieces  Dr.  James  Hamilton  wrote  in 
the  North  British  Review :  "If  amber  is  the 
gum  of  fossil  trees,  fetched  up  and  floated  off 
by  the  ocean,  hymns  like  these  are  a  spiritual 
amber.  Most  of  the  sermons  to  which  they 
originally  pertained  have  disappeared  for  ever ; 
but,  at  once  beautiful  and  buoyant,  these  sa- 
cred strains  are  destined  to  carry  the  devout 
emotions  of  Doddridge  to  every  shore  where 
his  Master  is  loved  and  where  his  mother- 
tongiie  is  spoken." 

This  hymn  before  us  appears,  in  the  collec- 
tion of  his  poetry  made  in  1755,  ^  No.  69. 
and  bears  the  title  of  "  Singing  in  the  Ways 
of  God."  It  has  six  stanzas  and  is  founded 
upon  Psalm  1 38 : 5  :  *'  Yea,  they  shall  sing  in 
the  ways  of  the  Lord ;  for  great  is  the  glory 
of  the  Lord."  It  is  his  challenge  and  his  in- 
vitation to  Christian  pilgrims  that  they  shall 
"  with  music  pass  along."  He  gave  them  in 
all  three  hundred  and  sixty-four  hymns  for 
their  prompting  and  their  use.  Of  these 
James  Montgomery  wrote :  "  They  shine  in 
the  beauty  of  holiness ;  these  offsprings  of  his 
mind  are  arrayed  in  the  *  fine  linen,  pure  and 
white,  which  is  the  righteousness  of  saints,' 
and,  like  the  saints,  they  are  lovely  and  accept- 
able, not  for  their  human  merit,  for  in  poetry 
and  eloquence  they  are  frequently  dehcient, 
but  for  that  fervent  unaffected  love  to  God, 
his  service,  and  his  people,  which  distin- 
guishes them." 

42  Psabn  63.  S.  M. 

My  God !  permit  my  tong^ue 

This  joy,  to  call  tnee  mine ; 
And  let  my  early  cries  prevail 

To  taste  thy  love  divme. 

a    My  thirsty  fainting  soul 

Thy  mercy  doth  implore  ; 
Not  travelers,  in  desert  lands, 

Can  pant  for  water  more. 

3    For  life,  without  thy  love, 

No  relish  can  afford  ; 
No  joy  can  he  compared  to  this, 

To  serve  and  please  the  Lord. 


4  In  wakeful  hours  at  night 
I  call  my  God  to  mind  ; 

I  think  how  wise  thy  counsels  are, 
And  all  thy  dealings  kind. 

5  Since  thou  hast  been  my  help, 
To  thee  my  spirit  flies ; 

And,  on  thy  watchful  providence, 
My  cheerful  hope  relies. 

6  The  shadow  of  thy  wings 
My  soul  in  safety  keeps ; 

I  follow  where  my  Father  leads, 
And  he  supports  my  steps. 

Dr.  Isaac  Watts  has  given  a  version  of 
Psalm  63,  S.  M.,  in  eight  stanzas,  entitled 
"  Seeking  God,"  from  which  this  selection  is 
taken.  Rev.  Charles  H.  Spurgeon,  in  com- 
menting upon  this  old  temple-song  of  David, 
remarks :  "  There  is  not  a  place  beneath  which 
the  believer  walks  that  is  free  from  danger. 
Behind  every  tree  there  is  an  Indian  with  an 
arrow  barbed,  behind  every  bush  is  the  lion 
seeking  to  devour,  under  every  piece  of  grass 
there  lies  the  adder.  Yet  the  Christian  work- 
er goes  calmly  on,  knowing  that  his  Lord  will 
direct  his  course ;  he  follows  where  his  Father 
leads,  and  he  directs  his  steps.  Arrows  can- 
not pierce  him,  lions  cannot  devour  him,  ad- 
ders cannot  injure  him,  unless  it  is  the  divine 
will,  and  their  bringing  death  to  him  would 
only  usher  him  into  the  presence  of  his  Lord, 
to  go  no  more  out  for  ever." 

43  Psalm  84.  S.  M. 

Wblcomf.  sweet  day  of  rest, 

That  saw  the  Lord  arise ! 
Welcome  to  this  reviving  breast 

And  these  rejoicing  eyes. 

2  The  King  himself  comes  near, 
And  feasts  his  saints  to-dav  : 

Here  may  we  sit  and  see  him  here, 
And  love,  and  praise,  and  pray. 

3  One  day,  amid  the  place 
Where  mv  dear  Lord  hath  been, 

Is  sweeter  than  ten  thousand  days 
Within  the  tents  of  sin. 

4  My  willing  soul  would  stay 
In  such  a  frame  as  this. 

And  sit  and  sing  herself  away 
To  everlasting  bliss. 

Dr.  Isaac  Watts  has  placed  this  familiar 
song  among  his  hvninsas  No.  14.  in  Book  11.; 
it  is  there  entitled  •*  The  Lord's  Day:  or.  De- 
light in  Ordinances."  It  has  four  stanzas, 
and  the  date  of  its  composition  is  1707.  It 
is  evidently  founded  upon  Psalm  84.  and 
might  ver\'  legitimately  be  considered  at  least 
a  paraphrase  of  one  part  of  it. 

Jfsus  Intftcrdcs.  "*• 

To  thy  temple  we  repair  ; 
Lord,  we  love  to  worship  there. 
When  wilhiii  the  vail  we  meet 
Thee  upon  Ihy  mercy-seal. 

2    While  thy  glorious  name  is  sung, 
Tune  our  lips — iii'l<K>*;t'  our  tongiie  ; 
Then  our  joyful  souN  shall  bk-fs 
Thee,  the  Lord  our  Righteousness. 
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3  While  to  thee  «Mir  prayt-rs  ascend, 
Let  thine  ear  in  love  attend  ; 

Hear  us,  for  thy  Spirit  pleads — 
Hear,  for  Jesus  intercedes. 

4  While  thy  word  is  heard  with  awe, 
While  we  tremble  at  thy  law, 

Let  thy  gospel's  wondrous  love 
Every  doubt  and  fear  remove. 

LFrom  thy  house  when  we  return 
t  our  hearts  within  us  burn  ; 
That  at  evening  we  may  say. 
"  We  have  walked  with  (iod  to-day." 

Here  again  we  find  the  exquisite  simplicity 
of  James  Montgomery  in  the  transferring  of 
Scripture  language  to  the  cadences  of  meter 
and  the  rhythm  of  lyrical  music.  This  piece 
is  not  a  translation  of  actual  poetry  of  any 
part  of  the  Bible,  but  the  grouping  of  Scrip- 
tural expressions  with  a  rare  felicity  and  skill 
in  the  accommodation  of  phraseology  and 
sentiment  to  the  uses  of  the  house  of  God. 
It  comes  out  of  the  Original  Hymns  \  there 
it  is  No.  115,  and  consists  of  seven  stanzas. 
Some  alterations  have  been  made  in  the  third 
and  fourth  verses,  but  it  is  still  given  with  the 
old  title,  "  A  day  in  the  Lord's  Courts.'" 


»» 


45  •*  Thy  Face  We  Seek."  7^ 

Lord,  wc  come  before  thee  now, 
At  thy  feel  we  humbly  bow  ; 
Oh,  do  not  our  suit  disdain  ! 
Shall  we  seek  thee.  Lord,  in  vain? 

2  Lord,  on  thee  our  souls  depend, 
In  compassion  now  descend  ; 

Fill  our  hearts  with  thv  rich  grace, 
Tune  our  lips  to  sing  thy  praise. 

3  In  thine  own  appointed  way 
Now  wc  seek  thee  ;  here  wc  stay ; 
Lord,  we  know  not  how  to  go 
Till  a  blessing  thou  bestow. 

4  Comfort  those  who  weep  and  mourn ; 
I^t  the  time  of  joy  return  ; 

Those  that  are  cast  down  lift  up ; 
Mnke  them  strong  in  faith  and  hope. 

5  Grant  that  all  may  seek  and  find 
Thee  a  Go<l  supremely  kind  ; 
Heal  the  sick  :  the  captive  free ; 
Let  us  all  rejoice  in  thee. 

This  is  one  of  the  brightest  and  best  of  the 
hymns  of  the  Rev.  William  Hammond,  an 
English  Moravian  Methodist  minister,  who 
died  in  1783.  It  was  published  in  his  Psa/ms, 
Hymns,  and  Spiritual  Songs  in  1745.  and  is 
entitled  "  A  Hymn  to  be  Sung  at  Public  Wor- 
ship." 

Here,  again,  we  find  the  figure  of  Jacob  s 
WTestling  "with  the  angel.  One  of  the  verses 
reminds  us  ver>*  strikingly  of  the  same  senti- 
ment and  the  same  meter  given  in  the  hymn 
often  quoted  from  John  Newton.  It  is  inter- 
esting to  notice  how  this  picturesque  simile 
has  been  caught  up  and  swept  on  over  an  ex- 
tensive region  in  the  East.  Even  those  erratic 
bands  of  Dervishes  whose  devotions  meet  the 
tourist's   eye   almost    ever>'where  in    Eg>'pt 


have  chost-n  the  wrestle  as  their  pattern  in 
worship ;  for  that  is  what  they  are  tr>inj;  to 
do  in  their  dances;  these  whirling  motions 
are  nothing  more  or  less  than  prayers.  The 
devotees  are  trying  intelligently  to  give  physi- 
cal embodiment  to  their  supplications.  They 
consider  they  are  praying  to  God  in  passion 
of  wistful  desire  when  they  are  putting  forth 
such  hideous  dislocations  of  their  limbs,  such 
grotesqueness  of  grimace,  such  contortions  of 
person.  Never  was  a  worse  caricature.  God 
does  not  desire  sinewy  wTithings,  or  dismal 
shoutings,  or  vile  defilement  of  dust  and  per- 
spiration. It  was  not  Jacob's  athletic  struggle 
that  constituted  his  entreaty ;  he  wept  wh»lc 
he  was  wrestling ;  and  yet  it  was  not  the 
weeping.  In  the  moment  of  the  heaviest  and 
most  excited  muscular  energy  there  was  a 
spiritual  exercise  quite  distinct  from  it,  though 
figured  by  it ;  and  it  was  in  the  spiritual  feel- 
ing that  the  whole  prayer  resided. 

4Q  Psalm  23.  7-(- 

To  thv  pastures  fair  and  large, 
Heavenly  Shepherd,  lead  thy  charge, 
And  my  couch,  with  tenderest  care, 
'Mid  the  springing  grass  prepare. 

2  When  I  faint  with  summer's  heat. 
Thou  shalt  guide  my  weary  feet 

To  the  streams  that,  still  and  slow. 
Through  the  verdant  meadows  flow. 

3  Safe  the  dreary  vale  I  tread. 

By  the  shades  o(  death  overspread, 
With  thy  rod  and  staff  supplied, 
This  my  guard— and  that  my  guide. 

4  Constant  to  my  latest  end 
Thou  my  footsteps  shalt  attend  ; 
And  shalt  bid  thy  hallowed  dome 
Yield  me  an  eternal  home. 

Rev.  James  Merrick  was  a  clerg>'man  of 
the  Church  of  England,  but  his  health  was 
insufficient  for  the  labor  of  the  pastoral  office, 
and  so  it  is  not  known  that  he  ever  received  a 
charge.  He  was  born  January  8,  1720,  at 
Reading,  in  Berkshire,  entered  Trinity  Cclle^c 
in  Oxford,  where  he  graduated  with  credit. 
Most  of  his  life  was  devoted  to  literary  pur- 
suits, and  he  published  some  books,  theologi- 
cal and  classical.  In  1765  he  issued  his  work, 
The  Psalms  Translated  or  Paraphrased  in 
English  Verse.  It  is  in  this  that  the  present 
version  of  the  twenty-third  Psalm  is  found. 
The  critics  have  mercilessly  ridiculed  his  at- 
tempts, both  in  this  direction  and  in  prose,  as 
"tame,  fiorid,  and  insipid."  Only  two  or 
three,  and  these  much  altered,  of  all  these 
laborious  lyrics  of  his  have  lived  to  our  day. 
He  died  atReading,  January  5,  1769. 
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TuUiKht. 

SoFTLV  fades  the  twilight  ray 
Of  the  holy  Sabbath  day  ; 
Gentlv  ;<s  life's  setting  sun 
When  the  Christian's  cour'e  is  run. 
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I    Peace  ia  on  the  world  abroad  : 
'T  in  Ihe  holy  peace  of  Uod— 
Symbol  or  the  peace  williin 
Wbe.i  Ihe  »piri(  ntu  from  lin. 
3    Still  Ihe  Spirit  linemiiiat. 
\Vl.ete  ihe  evening  wor.hiiw 


He  has  made  the  posilion  honorable  by  a 
industrious  and  faithful  life,  and  now  rests  o 
what  he  has  won. 


Rev  bamuel  Francis  Smith  I)  D  is  a 
minister  of  the  American  Baptist  Church 
He  composed  this  beautiful  hymn  in  1832 
and  published  it  with  other  excellent  contn 
butions  m  the  Psit/misf  a  denominational 
collection  of  wide  circulation  of  vvhich  he  was 
one  of  the  editors  in  1843  The  venerable 
author  was  bom  in  Boston,  Mass..  October 
21,  1808,  He  graduated  at  Harvard  ColleKe 
in  1839.  where  he  was  a  classmate  of  Oliver 
Wendell  Holmes,  and  at  Andover  Seminary 
in  1832.  His  golden  wedding  was  observed 
September  16,  1884.  at  Newton  Center,  Mass.. 
where  he  now  resides.  He  has  tilled  the  office 
of  pastor,  editor,  and  professor,  and  been  use- 
ful and  honored  in  every  position.  So  hale 
and  hearty  is  he  still,  after  having  almost 
crossed  the  century,  that  those  o(  us  who 
know  and  love  him  hope  he  may  live  to  see 
the  opening  years  of  another  which  we  are 
soon  to  hail  as  the  twentieth.  A  popular 
journal  has  said  of  him  that  he  has  "  a  full 
bead  of  hair,  with,  puffs  around  the  ears,  a 
pair  of  keen  ^ay  eyes,  and  a  rin^  beard  that 
IS  almost  entirely  white."  a  description  which 
his  portrait  verifies.  He  had  a  fair  strrt  in 
Gterary  life,  for  his  famous  friend.  Ur.  Holmes, 


Fir,I^D<.jys 

day,  the  lirH  ■ 

ofdsys. 

Fwliei'miam 

e  we  praise. 

eat  ion's  Foun 
world  from  d> 

isiss 

I    On  Ihia  day  tlw  Eternal  Son 
Over  deatti  hi*  ITiumph  won ; 
On  Ihi*  day  ttie  Spirit  came 
Willi  I'll  (ilU  of  living  flame. 

3  Falher,  wliodiditftshlonme 

ImaRcoflhyieiriDbe, 

Fill  me  with  thy  love  divine, 

4  Holy  lews,  may  1  be 

bead  and  buned  line  with  thee ; 
And,  by  love  inflamed,  arise 

^  Thou  who  dost  all  silts  impart, 

V. slofKlfts.  thyself,  htsiow*      ' 
Make  me  turn  Iliy  love  10  know. 

Rev.  Sir  Henry  Williams  Baker  was  an  Enc- 
lish  baronet,  and  a  ilergyman  of  the  Church 
of  England.  He  was  born  in  London.  May 
27.  1821 ;  educated  at  Trinity  College,  Cam- 
bridge, graduating  in  1844:  becoming  the 
vicar  of  Monkland  in  Herefordshire  in  1851. 
He  died  at  Monkland,  February'  12. 1877.  He 
was  the  chairman  of  the  committee  thai  com- 
piled ffvmas,  Ana'i-nl  and  Afoiiern,  from 
which  this  hymn  was  taken,  and  for  which  it 
was  preparetl  with  others  ;  ali  of  these  are  of 
the  highest  excellence.  This  is  a  translation, 
by  some  critics  thought  to  be  the  only  one. 
certainly  the  first,  of  the  Latin  hymn.  Die 
parenle  lemporuin,  found  in  the  Bm'iary  of 
Le  Mans. 


only  light, 
id'esofninht; 


Even  the  Methodist  hymn-book  seems  lo 
be  wrestling  over  this  hymn,  although  it  is 
given  on  page  24  of  Hymns  and  Sacred 
Poems  by  Rev.  Charles  Wesley.  It  was 
printed  (or  a  long  lime  in  Toplady's  volume 
as  if  il  had  been  his ;  but  some  good  Wes- 
leyan  brother  (ound  out  that  Toplady  was 
born  in  1740.  and  that  was  the  date  of  publi- 
cation on  the  title-page  of  Wesley's  book. 
And  then  no  less  a  man  than  Dr.  Moriey 
Punshon  quoted  it  in  one  of  his  sermons, 
which  were  printed,  ascribing  it  lo  Sir  Robert 
Grant.  The  (ace  is.  there  was  one  stanza, 
put  first  in  the  old  hymn-book,  and  begin- 
ning, "  Oh,  disclose  thy  lovely  face,"  which 
was  not  of  any  special  value,  but  the  rather 
got  in  the  way  of  the  rest  of  the  hymn  and 
blocked  the  frequent  choice  of  it.  Nobody 
knows  who  wrote  those  lines  or  how  they  in 
the  first  instance  found  their  way  into  Charles 
Wesley's  poetry.  He  never  wrote  them,  and 
when  they  were  discarded  at  last  every  true 
singer  discovered  what  a  fine  lyric  had  come 
out  all  at  once  into  populariiy  and  use.  The 
three  verses  will  be  found  full  of  the  sunshine 
of  which  ihey  sing. 

SO  Eveni,:-.  7».«. 


In  Ihe  work  of  |>rii«  and  piayer. 

l-oicl  \  I  would  convcfK  Willi  Ihcei 
Oh.  behold  ni«  rrom  above, 


Withrr  nil  my  nnhly  joys ; 
■ughl  can  charm  me  here  bel 


For  Ihegtnpel'scheeriiiKray, 

For  the  Spirit's  qiiickeninD;  power, 
CrBleful  nol»  to  lAee  I  ihik  : 
Ob,  occein  my  aonK  orpraiie. 

This  is  one  of  the  hymns  which  Dr.  Thomas 
Hastings  gave  to  the  churches  in  his  .S]0/r- 
iiua/  Soni^s  in  1831.  It  is  characterized  bv 
the  whole  spirit  of  that  good  man,  graitful, 
meditative,  devout.  The  tune  "  Halle."  to 
which  il  is  generally  set,  was  arranged  by 
him  also  from  the  same  air  which  has  proved 
so  useful  and  popular  in  the  modern  piece  of 
music  in  an  English  hynmal  now  known  as 
"  Hursley ;"  but  this  in  six  lines  sevens  was 
published  and  sung  all  <wer  our  country  many 
years  before  tliat. 

Thomas  Hastings.  Mus,  Doc.,  was  bom 
in  Washington.  Conn.,  October  15.  T784. 
Twelve  years  afterward  his  parents  remiu'ed 
to  Central  New  York  in  sleighs  and  ojt-sieds, 
for  that  region,  now  famous  as  the  institu- 


tion of  Hamilton  College  can  make  it,  was 
then  an  unbroken  wilderness.  In  the  winter- 
time, set  free  from  the  labors  of  farm-life, 
this  courageous  boy  used  to  go  six  miles  daily 
10  school  on  foot.  While  in  nis  earliest  child- 
hood he  began  to  study  music.  Soon  he  was 
in  a  village  choir,  then  he  was  teaching  music 
in  a  school,  then  he  took  it  up  as  a  profes- 
sion, in  1816  he  compiled,  with  such  help 
as  he  could  get,  his  famous  Afusi'ca  Sacra. 
Then  he  went  10  Troy,  and  by-and-by  to 
Albany,  having  charge  of  choirs  and  congre- 
gations. Before  long  he  became  the  editor  of 
a  religious  paper  in  Utica,  T/ir  Recorder,  but 
he  never  gave  up  his  music.  In  1831  he  re- 
moved to  New  York  city,  twelve  churches 
uniting  to  give  him  support.  There  he  re- 
mained all  the  rest  of  his  life  issuing  books 
and  composing  hymns.  He  published  a  little 
volume  of  consummate  merit  (or  that  <!ay, 
called  spiritual  Songs,  in  1831.  for  an  old 
copy  of  which  one  has  to  offer  a  reward  now. 
He  wrote  more  than  six  hundred  hymns,  and 
in  1836  published  his  Christian  Psalmist. 
After  a  while  he  was  associated  with  William 
B.  firadbur\-.  and  issued  several  books  of 
tunes  and  anthems  with  him.  He  and  his 
son.  the  Rei-.  Thomas  S.  Hastin)j:s.  D.  D., 
now  the  honored  President  of  L'nion  Theo- 
logical Seminary,  compiled  a  hjmnal  called 
Church  Melodies,  a  manual  for  congrega- 
tional singing,  wiih  tunes  adapted  to  the 
hymns  printed  on  the  pages,  and  it  was  re- 
ceived widely  into  use.    Thus  he  lived  Indus- 
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ly,  and  the  college  degjee  of  Doctor  of 
:  came  to  him  unsought,  and  all  of  God's 
e  of  every  name  loved  and  honored  him. 
id  a  strange  affection  of  his  eyes,  which 
red  him  and  gave  him  trouble :  he  was 
»  tryingly  near-sighted.  But  he  was 
'  '  n  his  old  age,  glad  in  the  home 

hf 

sthat  s 

were  passed,  who  said  of  him :  "  He 
t  devout  and  earnest  Christian,  a  hard 
nt.  and  a  resolute  worker,  not  laying 
his  pen  until  three  days  before  his  death, 
I  came  to  his  relief  in  his  eighty-eighth 
Mav  15,  iSj2."  His  monument  is  his 
:;  this  man  made  the  tune  for  "  Rock  of 


Why  an  itiou  caM  dc 

d,  Ihy  God,  shall  nwV 

Why  art  llioa  diiquieiH 

God  ■ball  lilt  Ihyblleii 


And  hia  conn 


Every  momiiiii  Id  u 

Tribute  with  ihc  tsT 

iyday: 

For  Ihy  mcrcic!'.  Lo 

rd,  aw 

ThytcMnp»»sionciol 

1    SiilHhe  KiealiitM  of  thy 

D.I1J.  far  .reaaTo 

Liftuhe  bur.l.n  froi 

.,  tilt  b 

Give*  unbouRht  lo  ll 

St™rhtosla„di„ 

3    Letourprnycrse 
Thai  Ibw.  Rift-  m:., 

achmo 

sr 

And.  ai  ■»  ct>iif«s  1 

C"i" 

Andtbelemi.ler'^l,. 

■ihin, 

P«ed  Di  witli  the  br< 

"■aAnU 

FitB.(br<™rd»ily! 

ilrL/e. 

Wtlh  OUT  hand!  our  heant  to  raiK 
111  un&UiniE  prayer  uid  iiraiie. 

We  have  been  (or  many  years,  and  in  sev- 
eral compilations,  crediting  this  hymn  10  Ur. 
Horatius  Bonar.  But  ine  Dictionary  of 
Hymnology  states  explicitly  that  it  was  com- 
posed by  Rev.  Greville  Phillimore,  who  was 
born  in  1811.  and  died  January  20.  1884.  He 
graduated  at  Oxford.  1842.  and  entered  the 
English  Church  in  1843,  becoming  rector  of 
Henley-on-Thames,  1867:  and  of  Ewelme. 
1883.      The   same   authority  adds  that  the 


Book.  j8( , 

We  give  this  information  with  a  loyal  be- 
lief in  Its  probable  accuracy.  But  we  feel  un- 
willing to  break  up  our  associations  at  pres- 
ent with  a  hymn  so  closely  allied  with  a  name 
so  much  beloved. 


;re  are  several  renderings  of  Psalm  43  in 
ion  use.  of  which  that  by  Nahum  Tate 
hat  by  Henry  Francis  Lyte  are  perhaps 
srt  known.  This  of  James  Montgomery 
ither  of  the  same  tone  and  nearly  in  the 
language.  He  has  two  versions  of  it, 
consisting  of  four  stanzas,  found  in  his 
nal  Hymns.  This  is  No.  0,  and  is  en- 
"  Longing  for  the  Courts  of  the  Lord's 
e."  ftrhaps  no  testimony  to  the  grace 
r  English  Bible  could  be  given  better 
[his  disclosure,  made  unconsciously  by 
poets  of  the  highest  class,  that  the  words 
10  rhythm  and  meter  almost  at  once  and 
ut  ^on  the  moment  they  undertake  to 
in  it  for  musical scr\ice. 


Dr.  Horatius  Bonar  v 
burgh,  December  19.  18 
for  several  generations  w 
Church  of  Scotland.  Hi 
education  at  the  high  schi 


His  ancestors 
ministers  of  the 
;ceived  his  early 
I  and  Universitv 


of  Edinburgh,     In  youth  he  dcviited  himself 
to  the  service  of  God,  and  chose  the  Christian 
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ministry  to  be  his  life-work.  He  was  fortu- 
nate in  having  Dr.  Chalmers  for  a  teacher.  The 
lessons  taught  him  by  that  divine  were  doubly 
helpful ;  they  laid  the  foundation  of  the  solid 
learning  which  advanced  with  growing  years, 
and  they  filled  him  with  the  enthusiasm  of  a 
master-mind  consecrated  to  the  highest  aims. 
The  value  of  such  a  training  can  hardly  be 
overestimated.  It  gave  tone  and  strength  to 
a  life  ivhen  most  susceptible  of  influence. 

In  1837  the  student  became  a  minister. 
His  sphere  of  labor  was  the  famous  old  town 
of  Kelso,  situated  on  the  banks  of  the  Tweed, 
and  surrounded  by  a  country  celebrated  in 
song  and  tale.  He  gave  himself  up  to  his 
work  with  unflagging  assiduity.  In  the  pul- 
pit he  preached  with  fire  and  unction ;  and  in 
house-to-house  visitation  he  proved  himself 
the  comforter  of  the  sorrowful  and  the  guide 
of  the  perplexed. 

Varied  and  numerous  as  were  the  calls  on 
his  time,  he  managed  to  spare  some  hours  to 
edit  the  Presbyterian,  a  magazine  which  did 
yeoman  service  for  evangelical  truth  in  its 
day.  This  was  the  literary  apprenticeship  of 
the  skilled  writer.  He  loved  to  handle  the 
pen,  but  his  chief  joy  lay  in  preaching.  The 
impulses  which  he  got  from  his  teacher  were 
deepened  by  his  fellowship  with  the  saintly 
McCheyne,  of  Dundee.  A  great  revival  had 
sprung  up  in  Dundee.  The  Spirit  of  God 
was  poured  forth  and  many  souls  were  saved. 
A  tide  of  blessing  swept  through  the  land. 
Mr.  Bonar  entered  heartily  into  the  movement 
and  helped  to  spread  it.  He  spared  not  him- 
self in  his  effort  to  carry  the  gospel  to  the 
perishing.  At  home  and  from  home  he  spoke 
as  a  dymg  man  to  dying  men.  The  result 
was  many  conversions.  This  success  did  not 
satisfy  him.  He  wished  to  do  more.  He 
thought  his  pen  could  reach  those  beyond  his 
voice,  so  he  wrote  "  The  Kelso  Tracts."  His 
aim  was  threefold — to  warn  the  careless,  to 
put  salvation  simply,  and  to  edify  saints. 
These  messengers  of  life  entered  hundreds  of 
homes  and  were  eagerly  read.  They  were 
not  arrows  sent  at  random,  but  struck  with 
convincing  power.  Their  circulation  in  Scot- 
land and  England  was  very  large ;  and  they 
met  with  a  warm  reception  in  America.  Their 
work  is  not  yet  ended,  for  to  this  day  they  are 
blessed  of  God. 

The  disruption  came,  and  brought  with  it 
stirring  changes.  Some  ministers  were  per- 
plexed, but  Mr.  Bonar  was  not.  He  cast  in 
his  lot  at  once  with  the  Free  Church.  He 
had  not,  like  most  of  his  brethren,  to  leave  his 
church  on  leaving  th*  denomination.  It  was 
secured  to  him  and  his  congregation  by  some 


clauses  in  the  title  deeds.  As  the  years  rolled 
on  it  became  increasingly  a  center  of  light 
and  usefulness.  Its  pulpit  gave  forth  no  un- 
certain sound,  but  declared  fully  the  faith  de- 
livered to  the  saints.  Its  people  were  full  of 
zeal  and  good  works.  Fired  by  their  pastor's 
example,  they  followed  him  as  he  followed  the 
Master. 

The  years  of  the  Kelso  ministry'  flowed 
smoothly.  They  had  not  much  in  them  of 
external  interest,  but  they  were  full  of  good 
work  well  done.  In  the  pulpit,  in  the  study, 
and  at  the  fireside,  the  minister  showed  him- 
self worthy  of  his  high  calling.  He  did  not 
seek  earthly  honor,  but  it  came  to  him.  His 
name  got  to  be  a  household  word,  and  his 
writings  won  a  high  place  in  the  devotional 
literature  of  the  century.  Few  *'  poets  of  the 
sanctuary  "  have  done  more  than  Dr.  Bonar 
in  enriching  our  hymnal  treasury  with  those 
gems  of  truth  and  power  which  will  be  the 
heirlooms  of  the  church  until  the  songs  of  the 
earthly  Zion  are  exchanged  for  the  melodies 
of  heaven.  There  is  not  a  land  where  the 
English  language  is  spoken  in  which  Dr. 
Bonar's  hymns  are  not  household  words. 

As  his  reputation  grew  efforts  were  made 
to  lead  him  to  a  larger  sphere.  Such  efforts 
were  unsuccessful  till,  in  1865,  a  handsome 
new  church  was  built  in  that  suburb  of  Edin- 
burg[h  called  The  Grange.  He  was  asked  to 
fill  Its  pulpit,  and  he  consented.  Like-minded 
men  and  women  flocked  around  him ;  and 
for  twenty-four  years  he  ministered  to  them. 
Few  visitors  to  Edinburgh  have  missed  the 
opportunity  of  hearing  him  preach.  They 
might  go  out  of  curiosity  to  see  and  listen  to 
the  sweet  singer,  but  they  were  not  long  in 
the  pew  before  they  forgot  the  poet  in  the 
preacher.  The  opening  prayer  lifted  them 
into  the  presence  of  God,  and  there  they  re- 
mained as  the  rich  voice  went  on  to  speak  of 
a  love  stronger  than  death,  and  of  the  deep 
experiences  of  Christian  living.  A  Sabbath 
at  The  Grange  is,  as  we  have  reason  to  know, 
a  treasured  memory  to  many  tourists. 

Thus  he  lived  on  for  a  splendid  score  of 
years.  He  had  at  last  to  secure  an  assistant 
out  the  people  would  not  let  him  retire.  He 
grew  to  be  very  old.  They  celebrated  his 
jubilee  when  he  was  fourscore.  He  died  at 
home  in  Edinburgh,  July  31,  1889.  The  ser- 
vices were  held  in  the  Chalmers  Memorial 
Church,  which  was  thronged.  Rev.  Mr. 
Sloan,  who  was  Dr.  Bonar's  colleague,  read 
the  Scriptures,  the  Rev.  George  Wilson  of  the 
Established  Church  (an  intimate  friend  of 
Bonar)  and  the  venerable  Principal  Cairns  of 
the  United  Presbyterian  Church  oflFered  im- 
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prcsaivc  prayers,  and  Dr.  Cuyler,  of  Brook- 
lyn, N.  Y.,  pronounced  the  benediction.  No 
«'ord  of  eulogy  was  offered.  He  was  buried 
there,  at  the  base  of  Calton  Hill,  and  lies  with 
hisluodred  near  the  house  of  John  Knox. 
B3  flsaim  67.  7*,  61. 


liter  blesslnes  o'et  llie  land : 
rth  •hall  yi(Td  her  rkb  incrca» 


Miss  Harriet  Aubcr  has  given  these  (wo 
stanzas  as  her  version  of  I^lm  67.  They 
were  included  in  Tie  Spirit  of  the  Psalms, 
and  appear  never  to  have  tempted  any  altera- 
tbns,  and  certainly  have  never  needed  any. 
The  best  comment  upon  this  hymn  would  be 
a  simple  exposition  of  the  inspired  words  upon 
which  it  is  founded.  Christ  loved  the  Church, 
gave  himself  for  the  Church,  which  is  his 
body,  the  fullness  of  him  that  tilleth  all  in  all. 
Normally  Ihe  blessings  of  the  world  come 
through  the  Church ;  when  the  Church  is  re- 
I'ived  and  alive  the  world  feels  it  at  once. 
When  God  makes  his  face  to  shine  on  the 
Church,  then  "  earth  will  yield  her  rich  in- 
crease." But  God  sometimes  passes  by  a 
cold  and  backslidden  church  and  reaches 
souls  who  are  perishing,  and  converts  them 
with  a  sovereign  love.  H«  thus  is  found  of 
those  who  sought  him  not. 


S,'«; 


"jsciri.a,- 


3  Lmder  >el  oot  Mmini  be  borne, 
HiDdtbl  of  ihii  happy  mom 
When  the  world'!  Kedeemei  row, 
Viclor  from  Ihe  grave's  repon* : 
Who  by  dealh  a^ned  the  Kinve, 
Migbly  he  our  soul,  10  sai-t. 

4  Looklnc  Cot  that  rest  above. 
For  the  Sabbath  of  thv  love. 
Hen  UMlay  by  hi 


Hymnolo^ia  Christiana.  In  that  this  hymn 
appears,  but  without  any  hint  as  to  the  au- 
thorship of  it.  This  compiler  is  now  not  liv- 
ing,-and  all  inquiry  in  that  direction  ceases. 
It  needs  only  to  be  added,  although  it  does 
not  help  much,  that  for  the  use  in  Laudes 
Domini  the  copy  was  obtained  from  The  Au~ 
gustine  Hymn  Hook,  a  hymnal  compiled  and 
published  in  London  (with  no  date  affixed) 
by  Rev.  David  Thomas,  D.  D..  the  well-known 
author,  and  for  so  many  years  editor  of  the 
HomHisl ;  this  hymnal  bears  on  its  title-page 
the  quotation  from  Au^siine :  "  A  hymn 
must  be  praise^praise  of  God— and  this  in 
the  form  of  song." 


BB 


■■  Day  of  RtU 


|oy  ana  light. 


loly. 

X  fn  One 


We  leach  the  r 

To  spirits  of 

To  Holy  Gho« 
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Kraduated  at  Trinity  College,  Cambridge, 
England,  in  [830:  was  ordained  to  the  min- 
istry in  183  s  ;  was  appointed  to  the  Bishopric 
of  Lincoln  in  1869,  where  he  died,  March  20, 
1885.  He  was  the  nephew  of  William  Words- 
worth, the  poet.  He  was  scholarly,  as  is  evi- 
denced by  his  Commentary  Upon  the  Old 
Testaittent,  In  which  he  followed  the  Author- 
ized Version,  and  upon  the  AWc  Testament 
in  Greek.  His  writings  were  patristic  to  the 
last  degree  in  spirit  and  quotation  :  at  times 
he  was  polemic  and  not  always  courteous  lo 
his  brethren  of  other  names.  He  seems,  after 
he  was  elevated  to  an  ecclesiastical  eminence 
in  the  Established  Church,  to  have  narrowed 
in  temper  and  grown  bigoted  in  feeling.  He 
made  a  deliberate  attempt  to  prevent  the 
Methodist  preachers  from  using  the  title  of 
"  Reverend."  as  if  this  were  the  exclusive 
privilege  of  the  Episcopal  clergy.  But  he 
must  nave  had  seasons  of  amiability,  for  he 
composed  some  of  the  best  hymns  that  have 
of  late  been  given  to  ihe  churches  at  large. 
This  one  appears  in  a  collection  he  published, 
containing  127  that  were  his  own;  that  was 
called  The  Holy  Year :  or.  Hymns  for  Sun- 
dayi.  Holy  Days  and  other  Occasions  Through- 
out the  Year,  and  was  issued  in  1862.  There 
this  one  is  found  as  the  first,  with  six  stanzas. 


called  Hymns  on  the  Litany.  She  is  th 
daughter  of  Henry  Cambridge,  and  was  bor 
at  St.  Germains.  Norfolkshire,  England,  Nc 
vember  21,  1844.  She  was  in  1869  mairie 
to  Rev.  George  Frederick  Cross  of  Colerain 
Victoria,  in  Australia.  Two  years  later  h« 
husband  was  ordained  to  the  ministry  of  tt 
Episcopal  Church,  and  in  1877  became  tt 
incumbent  of  that  parish  on  the  other  side 
the  world,  where  he  now  resides.  For  yea 
this  hymn  bore  only  her  maiden  name,  I 
which  she  was  more  widely  known. 
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, »/  w«. 


rXrJ!" 


1  Lord  wc  would  bnnK  our  t) 
or  sinful  thought  and  dvcdi 

In  ihy  putt  pre««iM  knteliug 
From  hondag«  lo  be  freed  \ 


i:*avihB  name  10  plead 
>n  Ihy  day  oFbU-Hiingi 
Ihiti  thy  temple  walls. 


il  Holy  Tri 


11*  ?,"'"'■  Dr.  Palmer  was  born  at  Little  Comptot 

R.  I.,  Nov.  12,  180S,  and  was  graduated  (r6r 

Mrs.  Ada  Cambridge  Cross  published  in     Vale  College  in   T830;  after  his  theologicj 

1866  a  book  of  poetry  entitled  Hymns  on  the     education  was  finished  he  went  to  Bath.  Me 

Holy  Communion,  and.  later  on,  a  volume     where  he  had  charge  of  the  Central  Congn 
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irch  for  fifteen  years.  He  was 
:  First  Congregational  Church  in 
1850  to  1865.  He  then  acted  as 
the  American  Congregational 
resided  several  years  in  New 
Subsequently  he  was  engaged  in 
k  in  the  Belleville  Avenue  Church 
N.  J.,  until  his  death,  March  29, 
i  he  lived  full  of  honors,  labored 
il  success,  and  went  to  his  rest 
epi  by  all. 
hymn  has  been  made  to  suffer 
late  years  from  its  close  associa- 
popular  neighbor,  **  O  day  of  rest 
»."  These  two  have  been  printed 
r  and  over  on  the  same  page,  and 
le  **  Mendebras."  ever  since  1865. 
:r  of  the  Songs  for  the  Sanctu- 
T.  Wordsworth's  piece  upon  the 
;ligious  tract  in  London,  and  in- 
:o  the  American  public  in  that  of 
K>pular  collection;  and  the  page 
ted  by  this  of  Dr.  Ray  Palmer, 
nanuscript.  That  page  has  done 
:e  in  many  other  books  since. 

Humility.  8s,  7s,  4. 

-B  we  lowly  bow  before  thee. 
It  thou,  gracious  Savioyr,  hear? 
re  poor  and  needv  sinners, 
Il  of  doubt  and  full  of  fear  ; 

Gracious  Saviour, 
ke  us  humble  and  sincere. 

11  us  with  thy  Holy  Spirit ; 
ictify  us  by  thy  grace ; 
ncline  us  more  to  love  thee, 
1  in  dust  our  souls  abase. 

Hear  us,  Saviour, 
1  unvail  thy  glorious  face. 

me  in  vain  did  ever  ask  thee 
■  the  Spirit  of  thy  love ; 
ut,  then,  dear  Saviour,  hear  us ; 
mt  an  answer  from  above  ; 

Blessed  Saviour, 
\x  and  answer  from  above. 

ment  Coles  worthy  was  a  layman 
Tegational  Church,  a  printer  by 
Emd  for  a  long  time  edited  the 
ilmne.  He  removed  to  Boston 
ind  became  known  to  the  singers 
ican  Zion  by  the  publication  of  a 
xx)k  of  Sabbath' School  Hymns 
ar  1833.  This  was  followed  by 
hich  real  merit  was  disclosed, 
in  Portland,  Me.,  in  1810.  The 
n  was  chosen  from  Rev.  Elias 
r/zi?/?,  published  in  1857,  to  which 
>een  contributed.  It  is  a  simple, 
useful  prayer.  The  author  was 
Boston,  1885. 

''Send  BUssintr:' 

Uii,send  a  blessing  to  us, 
d  a  blessing  from  above  ; 
y  truth  and  mercy  show  us, 


Be  thou  here  in  power  and  love ; 

Grant  thy  presence. 
Be  it  ours  thy  grace  to  prove. 

2    Nothing  have  we.  Lord,  without  thee, 

But  thy  promise  is  our  stay ; 
And  thy  people  must  not  doubt  thee  ; 

Saviour,  now  thy  power  display  ; 
And  let  gladness 

Fill  thy  people's  hearts  to-day. 

Another  of  Rev.  Thomas  Kelly's  hymns, 
full  of  petition  and  trust  in  God,  characterized 
by  his  best  peculiarities,  pathetic,  direct,  im- 
ploring. "And  thy  people  must  not  doubt 
thee."    The  date  of  it  is  1840. 
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Father,  Hear  Us.'' 


8s,  7S,4. 


8s,  7s,  4- 


God  Almighty  and  AlNseeing  I 

Holy  One.  in  whom  we  all 
Live,  and  move,  and  have  our  being, 

Hear  us  when  on  thee  we  call ; 
Father,  hear  us 

As  before  thy  throne  we  fall. 

a    Of  all  good  art  thou  the  Giver ; 

Weak  and  wandering  oties  are  we ; 
Then  for  ever,  yea,  for  ever. 

In  thy  presence  would  we  be ; 
Oh,  be  near  us. 

That  we  wander  not  from  thee. 

Rev.  John  Pierpont  was  a  Unitarian  cler- 
gyman by  profession,  well  remembered  and 
reputed  as  one  of  our  established  American 
poets.  John  Neal,  another  poet  of  fame  like 
his  own,  was  at  one  time  his  partner  in  the 
dry  goods  business  in  the  city  of  Baltimore. 
The  author  of  this  hymn  was  born  in  Litch- 
field, Conn.,  April  6,  1785  ;  he  was  graduated 
at  Yale  College  in  1804.  In  1809  he  studied 
law,  in  181 2  he  was  admitted  to  the  bar,  and 
practiced  for  a  while  in  Newburyport,  Mass. 
Then  for  a  season  he  went  into  trade.  In 
1 816  he  studied  for  the  ministry,  and  was  pas- 
tor of  the  Hollis  Street  Church  in  Boston  for 
many  years.  Subsequently  he  went  to  Troy. 
N.  Y.,  and  then  to  Medford,  Mass.,  where  he 
preached  for  ten  years  more.  In  1861  he  vol- 
unteered as  chaplain  of  a  regiment  recruited 
in  Massachusetts,  and  was  engaged  in  actual 
service  in  the  Civil  War,  although  he  was  then 
seventy-five  years  of  age.  The  writer  of  this 
notice  was  happy  in  making  his  acquaintance 
during  one  of  his  vacations  in  the  White 
Mountains.  He  was  then  old  but  active,  full 
of  enthusiasm,  gentle  and  amiable,  wonderful 
in  conversation  and  widely  familiar  with  lit- 
erature, a  most  attractive  gentleman  of  the 
old  school  of  manners,  winning  friends  with 
all  who  learned  to  know  him.  His  death  oc- 
curred soon  after  this,  suddenly,  at  Medford. 
August  27,  1866.  His  hymns  and  his  poems 
were  of  the  first  rank  in  excellence. 

Q I  Glory  to  God.  8s,  7s,  4. 

Glory  be  to  God  the  Father, 

Glorv  be  to  God  the  Son, 
Glory  be  to  God,  the  Spirit. 

Great  Jehovah,  Three  in  One: 
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CmIoty.  glory, 
While  eternal  ages  run ! 

2  Glory  be  to  him  who  loved  us, 
Washed  us  from  each  spot  and  stain ; 

Glory  be  to  him  who  bought  us. 
Made  us  kings  with  him  to  reign: 

^•or>',  gloi-v 
To  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain  ! 

3  Glory,  blessing,  praise  eternal ! 
Thus  the  ciioir  of  angels  sings ; 

Honor,  riches,  power,  dominion  ! 
Thus  its  praise  creation  brings : 

Glory,  glory, 
Glor>'  to  the  King  of  kings. 

It  is  characteristic  for  nianv  trulv  devout 
Christians.  like  Rev.  Dr.  Horatius  Bonar,  the 
author  of  this  hymn,  to  interrupt  the  course  of 
their  writing  or  arguing  by  a  sudden  burst  of 
simple  praise,  growing  up  out  of  the  thoughts 
with  which  their  hearts  are  distended.  To  us 
the  interjection  seems  irrelevant,  but  to  them 
it  is  a  part  of  the  actual  necessities  of  the  po- 
sition. Here  is  a  hymn  that  merely  utters  an 
ascription  of  **  Glor>^  to  God  "  over  and  over 
with  a  tireless  repetition.  Poetic  and  enthu- 
siastic natures  will  often  do  that.  John  gives 
a  calm  prosaic  introduction  to  the  Apocalypse ; 
but  the  moment  he  seems  to  see  the  visions 
he  has  had,  and  which  he  is  now  going  to  re- 
cord, his  pen  rushes  into  a  doxolog)'  of  match- 
less force  and  beauty ;  he  cannot  be  hindered, 
he  must  sing:  **  Unto  him  that  loved  us,  and 
washed  us  from  our  sins  in  his  own  blood, 
and  hath  made  us  kings  and  priests  unto  God 
and  his  Father ;  to  him  be  glor)-  and  domin- 
ion for  ever  and  ever.  Amen."  And  so 
Paul,  though  he  is  lost  in  the  mysteries  of 
theolog)%  breaks  into  a  poem  :  **  Oh,  the  depth 
of  the  riches  both  of  the  wisdom  and  knowl- 
edge of  God !  How  unsearchable  are  his 
judgments,  and  his  ways  past  finding  out !" 
We  talk  of  ejaculator>'  prayer — a  habit  of  lift- 
ing brief  sentences  of  supplication  when  we 
are  so  situated  that  we  cannot  pause  for  a  re- 
treat to  our  accustomed  closets  of  devotion. 
It  might  be  to  our  spiritual  advantage  to  edu- 
cate ourselves  into  a  similar  habit  of  ejacula- 
tor>'  adoration,  so  that  wc  could  indulge  in  an 
impromptu  doxology  as  well. 

62  "  ^<''  Thy  Srrvanis  Ht-arr  8s,  7s,  4. 

In  thy  name,  O  Lord  !  assembling. 
We,  thy  people,  now  draw  near  ; 

Teach  us  to  rejoice  with  trembling; 
Speak,  and  let  thy  servants  hear— 

Hear  with  merkness. 
Hear  thy  word  with  godly  fear. 

2  While  our  days  on  earth  are  lengthened 
May  we  give  them,  Lord  !  to  thee  : 

Cheered  by  hope,  and  dailv  strengthened, 
Mav  we  run.  nor  wear>'  be. 

Till  thv  glory 
Without  clouds  \\\  heaven  wc  see. 

3  There,  in  worship  purer,  sweeter. 
Thee  thy  people  snail  adore ; 


Tasting  of  enjoyment  greater 
Than  they  could  conceive  before; 

Full  enjoyment. 
Full,  unmixed,  and  evermore. 

This  hymn  was  written  by  Rev.  Thomas 
Kelly  in  1815.  With  a  full  ring  of  delightful 
devotion  it  lifts  every  spiritually-minded  be- 
liever into  the  heights  of  Sabbath  praise.  It 
was  one  of  the  most  thoughtful  remarks  of 
William  E.  Gladstone  that  the  religious  ob- 
servance of  the  Lord's  Day  "  is  a  main  prop 
of  the  religious  character  of  a  country.  From 
a  moral,  social,  and  physical  point  of  view  the 
observance  of  the  Sabbath  is  a  dnXx  of  abso- 
lute  consequence."  But  to  the  Christian  the 
observance  of  the  Sabbath  is  not  only  a  duty 
and  a  privilege,  but  the  richest  joy.  To  him 
the  Sabbath  is  a  type  of  that  rest  which  re- 
mains for  the  people  of  God,  and  he  can  say 
with  Wilberforce,  "Oh,  what  a  blessing  is 
Sunday !  to  me  it  has  been  invaluable."  So 
careful  was  this  good  man  of  the  sacredness 
of  the  Lord's  Day  that  once,  when  the  English 
Parliament  was  fixed  to  meet  on  Monday, 
January  16, 1800,  he,  immediately  upoti  hearing 
It,  wrote  to  Mr.  Percival,  and  remonstrated 
against  its  being  held  on  that  day  on  account 
of  the  Sunday  traveling  which  it  would  occa- 
sion. The  time  was  immediately  changed  to 
the  following  Thursday,  in  answer  to  his  re- 
monstrance. 
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'*  Bless  the  Seed.'* 


8«,  7«.  4. 


Come,  thou  soul-transfot  ming  Spirit, 

Bless  the  sower  and  the  seed  ; 
Let  each  heart  thy  grace  inherit ; 

Raise  the  weak,  the  hungry  feed  I 
From  the  gospel 

Now  supply  thy  people's  need. 

2    Oh,  may  all  enjoy  the  blessing 
Which  thv  word  's  designed  to  give  ; 

Let  us  all,  thy  love  possessing, 
Joyfully  the  truth  receive; 

And  for  ever 
To  thy  praise  and  glory  live. 

Rev.  Jonathan  Evans  was  a  minister  of 
the  English  Independent  or  Congregational 
Church.  He  was  born  at  Coventry  in  1749. 
In  his  youth  he  was  an  artisan  of  the  humblest 
class  and  worked  in  a  ribbon  factory.  In  his 
character  he  seems  to  have  been  wild  and 
wicked,  and  his  life  was  of  no  credit  to  him. 
But  he  had  been  brought  up  in  ignorance,  and 
was  associated  with  profligate  companions.  In 
1 776  he  was  brought  under  conviction  of  sin, 
and  turned  his  steps  towards  the  better  coun- 
sel of  the  religious  people  connected  with  the 
West  Orchard  Street  Chapel;  they  pointed 
him  to  Christ,  and  he  became  a  devoted  fol- 
lower of  Jesus  as  his  new  master.  He  was  a 
business  man.  but  he  displayed  excellent  gifts 
as  an  exhorter  and  evangelist,  and  he  was  ac- 
tive and   industrious   in   all    spiritual   work. 
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Before  long  he  began  to  preach.  Rev.  (icorge 
Burder  became  the  pastor  of  that  small  con- 
gregation, and  this  young  man  delivered  the 
sermon  at  his  installation.  In  1784  he  fitted 
up  a  boat-house  on  the  bank  of  the  canal  at 
Foleshill,  near  Coventry,  and  invited  the  villa- 
gers to  come  freely  to  worship.  This  grew 
mto  a  chapel,  and  when  the  church,  duly  or- 
ganized, summoned  him  to  the  care  of  it  he 
was  publicly  ordained  to  the  pastorate  which 
his  indefatigable  labors  had  made  needful. 
There  he  remained  for  the  rest  of  his  life. 
He  studied  medicine  somewhat  in  the  inter- 
\  als  of  his  toil,  so  that  he  could  help  the  poor 
without  need  of  charge  when  they  were  sick. 
When  Burder's  Collection  appeared  some  of 
his  pieces,  published  in  the  Gospel  Magazine, 
were  inserted.  This  one  annotated  here  was 
given  to  the  world  in  Nippon's  Selection.  He 
died  full  of  years  and  beloved  by  his  people, 
August  31,  1809. 

C-i  God's  Presmce.  8s.  7s,  4. 

God  is  in  his  holy  temple  ; 

All  the  earth,  keep  silence  here ; 
Worship  him  in  truth  and  spirit ; 

Reverence  him  with  godly  fear ; 
Holy,  holy 

Lord  of  hosts,  our  God,  appear  1 

2    God  in  Christ  reveals  hin  presence. 
Throned  upon  the  mercy-seat ; 

Saints,  rejoice,  and,  sinners,  tremble ; 
Each  prepare  his  God  to  meet ; 

Lowly,  lowly 
Bow,  adoring,  at  his  feet. 

James  Montgomery  has  given  us  a  poem  of 
four  stanzas  in  his  Original  Hymns,  from 
which  these  two  have  been  selected.  It  bears 
the  title,  "  For  the  Great  Congregation."  He 
does  not  say  so,  but  he  must  have  had  in  his 
mind  the  verse  in  Habakkuk's  prophecy: 
"  The  Lord  is  in  his  holy  temple :  let  all  the 
earth  keep  silence  before  him."  Professor 
Tvndal  declares  that,  when  he  stood  once  un- 
der  the  arch  of  Niagara,  the  immense  cascade 
far  above  his  head  produced  in  his  soul  the 
feeling  of  peace  and  good-will  to  all  mankfnd. 
God's  house,  even  by  itself,  has  a  power  to 
humble  the  proud  spirit  and  lift  the  hushed 
believer  into  rest. 


Continued  Meetings.  Ss,  7s,  4. 

Wklcomb,  days  of  solemn  meeting; 

Welcome,  davs  of  praise  and  prayer  ; 
Par  from  earthly  scenes  retreating. 

In  your  blessings  we  would  share  ; 
Sacred  seasons. 

In  your  blessings  we  would  share. 

3    Be  tbou  near  us,  blessed  Saviour, 

Still  mt  mom  and  eve  the  same  ; 
Give  U1  faith  that  cannot  waver ; 

Kindle  in  us  heaven's  own  flame  ; 
Bless^  Savtour, 

Kimile  in  us  heaven's  own  flame. 


3    When  the  fervent  heart  is  glowing, 

Holy  Spirit,  hear  that  praver; 
When  the  song  of  praise  is  flowinfr. 

Let  that  song  thine  impress  bear  ; 
Holy  Spirit, 

Let  that  song  thine  impress  bear. 

This  hymn  was  written  by  Rev.  Dr.  Sam- 
uel Francis  Smith,  the  well-known  author  of 
**  My  Country,  't  is  of  thee."  The  date  af- 
fixed to  its  composition  is  1834.  It  was 
doubtless  prepared  for  some  occasion  of  pro- 
tracted ser\'ice,  some  gathering  of  a  large 
body  of  people.  It  was  the  custom,  thirty 
years  ago,  to  introduce  the  autumn  and  win- 
ter work  with  a  continuous  assemblage  of 
church  members ;  it  was  believed  that  united 
prayer  would  stimulate  the  graces  of  true 
believers,  and  fervid  exhortations  would 
arouse  the  laggard  ones  to  fresh  duty  ;  and  it 
was  always  understood  that,  when  the  saints 
came  back  to  faithful  activity,  the  Holy  Spirit 
would  surely  answer  with  energy  in  the  con- 
version of  souls.  *'  No  doubt,"  writes  good 
William  Gurnall,  the  famous  divine  of  the 
seventeenth  century  ;  "  no  doubt  the  prayers 
which  the  faithful  put  up  to  heaven  from  un- 
der their  private  roofs  are  very  acceptable  to 
God  ;  but  if  a  saint's  single  voice  in  prayer  be 
so  sweet  to  his  ear,  much  more  the  church 
choir,  his  saints'  prayers  in  concert  together. 
A  father  is  glad  to  see  any  one  of  his  children, 
and  makes  him  welcome  when  he  visits  him  ; 
but  much  more  when  they  come  together; 
the  greatest  feast  when  they  all  meet  at  his 
house." 
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Thf  Lord's  Day. 


I  OS. 


Again  rt-tums  the  day  of  holy  rest. 
Which,  when  lie  made  the* world. Jehovah  blessed; 
When,  like  his  own.  he  bade  our  labors  cease, 
And  all  be  piety  ana  all  be  peace. 

2  Let  us  devote  this  consecrated  day 
To  learn  his  will,  and  all  we  learn  obey ; 
So  shall  he  hear  when  fervently  we  raise 
Our  supplications  and  our  songs  of  praise. 

3  Father  in  heaven  !  in  whom  our  hopes  confule, 
Whose  power  defends  us  and  whose  precepts  guide. 
In  life  our  Guardian  and  in  death  oui  Friend, 
Glory  supreme  be  thine  till  time  shall  end. 

Rev.  William  Mason  was  an  English  Epis- 
copalian, the  incumbent  of  Aston,  and  at  one 
time  a  chaplain  to  George  HI.  He  was  born 
at  Kingston-on-Hull  in  1725,  entered  St. 
John's  College  in  Cambridge.  1742.  in  due 
course  graduating  with  honor.  For  thirty- 
two  years  he  was  precentor  and  canon  resi- 
dentiary'of  York  Minster,  and  rector  of  Aston, 
where  ne  died  April  5.  1797.  .Vn  edition  of 
his  wofks  was  issued  in  181 1.  in  the  first  vol- 
ume of  which  this  hymn  app>ears.  showing 
that  some  changes  have  been  made  since. 
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07  /•'.X'''tUHt^     ll'ot  i/ll/>. 

Oh,  come,  and  lei  us  all,  with  one  accord, 
Lift  up  our  cheerful  voice,  and  praise  the  Lord  ! 
L::t  us  this  evening  bless  nis  holy  Name, 
Yea,  let  us  laud  and  magnify  the  same. 

2  Let  universal  nature  ever  raise 

A  cheerful  voice  to  Rive  him  thanks  and  praise ; 
Let  us  and  all  his  saints  his  glory-  sing, 
Who  is  our  blessed  Saviour,  Lord,  and  King. 

3  For  by  his  word  the  heaven  and  earth  were 

made, 
The  earth's  foundation  also  firmly  laid  ; 
All  things  were  done  at  his  divine  command, 
And  shall  throughout  all  ages  surely  stand. 

4  Therefore  let  all  in  heaven  and  earth  agree 
To  sing  his  praise  in  perfect  unity ; 

Yea.  let  his  servants  all,  with  one  accord, 
Witn  joyful  hallelujahs  praise  the  Lord. 

The  compiler  of  Laudes  Domini  found  this 
hymn  in  the  Temple  Choral  Sennce  Book, 
edited  and  compiled  by  E.  J.  Hopkins,  the 
well-known  organist  of  the  Inner  and  Middle 
Temple  in  London.  Its  author  is  thus  far 
unknown.  It  seems  to  be  one  of  those  pieces 
that  have  become  traditional  in  the  ancient 
psalters,  and  are  kept  because  of  their  strange 
style  as  monuments  of  a  hymnody  long  since 
superseded.  Rev.  S.  \V.  Duffield  reckons  it 
as  having  been  produced  in  the  seventeenth 
century.  It  is  a  version  of  Psalm  95.  and  ap- 
pears also  as  a  Long  Meter  hymn. 


Penitent  Prayer.  los. 

Father,  again  in  Jesus'  name  we  meet. 
And  bow  in  penitence  beneath  thy  feet ; 
Again  to  thee  our  feeble  voices  raise. 
To  sue  for  mercy,  and  to  sing  thy  praise. 

3    Lord,  we  would  bless  thee  for  thy  ceaseless  care. 
And  all  thy  work  from  day  to  day  declare: 
Is  not  our  life  with  early  mercies  crowned  ? 
Does  not  thine  arm  encircle  us  around  ? 

3  Alas  I  unworthy  of  thy  boundless  love, 
Too  oft  with  careless  feet  from  thee  we  rove ; 
But  now.  encouraged  bv  thy  voice,  we  come, 
Returning  sinners  to  a  Father's  home. 

4  Oh,  by  that  name  in  which  all  fullness  dwells, 
Oh,  by  that  love  which  ever>'  love  excels. 

Oh,  by  that  blood  so  freely  shed  for  sin. 
Open  blest  mercy's  gate  and  take  us  in. 

The  author  of  this  truly  excellent  hymn  was 
a  titled  lady  in  England.  Her  whole  name 
was  Lucy  Elizabeth  Georgiana  Whitmore,  and 
she  was  the  wife  of  W.  \V.  Whitmore,  living 
in  Dudmaston,  in  Shropshire.  Her  father 
was  Orlando,  the  second  liaron  Bradford  ;  so. 
like  Lady  Huntingdon  she  came  of  a  noble 
line.  We  are  reminded  at  once  of  the  saying 
credited  to  this  older  authoress  of  h>*mns.  that 
she  *•  thanked  God  often  for  the  letter  M  ;  for 
the  Scripture  did  not  say  not  any,  but.  not  many 
mighty,  not  many  noble,  are  called."  Lady 
Whitmore  was  born  Januar>'  22,  1792.  and 
died  March  17,  1840.  Her  one  hymn  was 
found  at  the  close  of  a  small  volume  of  pray- 


ers for  family   use  which   she  compiled   and 
published  in  1824 ;  it  is  based  on  Luke  1 5  :  20. 

G9  Psalm  42.  los. 

As  pants  the  wearied  hart  for  cooling  springs. 
That  sinks  exhausted  in  the  summer's  chase. 

So  pants  my  soul  for  thee,  great  King  ot  kings. 
So  thirsts  to  reach  thy  sacred  ilwelling-place. 

2  Why  throb,  my  heart?  why  sink,  my  saddening 

soul? 
Why  droop  to  earth,  with  various  woes  oppressed? 
My  years  shall  yet  in  blissful  circles  roll. 
And  peace  be  yet  an  inmate  of  this  breast. 

3  Lord,  thy  sure  mercies,  ever  in  my  sight* 

My  heart  shall  gladden  through  the  tedious  day; 
And  midst  the  dark  and  gloomy  shades  of  night, 
To  thee,  my  God.  I  '11  tune  the  grateful  lay. 

4  Why  faint,  my  soul  ?  why  doubt  Jehovah's  aid? 
Thy  God  the  God  ot  mercy  still  shall  prove* 

Withm  his  courts  thjr  thanks  shall  yet  be  paid — 
Unquestioned  be  his  faithfulness  and  love  I 

Rev.  Robert  Lowth,  D.  D..  was  bom  at 
Winchester  in  England,  November  27,  17 10. 
He  was  graduated  at  Oxford  1734,  and  at 
once  took  orders  in  the  English  Established 
Church.  After  rapid  advancement  along  the 
line  of  preferment,  he  became  Bishop  of  St. 
David's  in  1766,  and  in  the  same  year  of  Ox- 
ford, and  in  1777  of  London.  He  was  ten- 
dered in  1783  the  highest  honor  of  all,  the 
Archbishopric  of  Canterbury ;  but  this  he  de- 
clined because  of  family  afflictions  and  the 
advance  of  years.  He  died  November  3, 1787. 
This  hymn  he  wrote  in  Latin,  and  we  use 
the  translation  made  by  George  Gregory.  It 
is  a  version  of  Psalm  42. 

70  "  NoJy  Rest:'  los. 

Hail,  happy  day  I  thou  day  of  holy  rest. 
What  heavenly  peace  and  trans(>ort  fill  my  breast ! 
When  Christ,  the  God  of  grace,  in  love  de?M:ends, 
And  kindly  holds  communion  with  his  friends. 

3    Let  earth  and  all  its  vanities  be  gone, 
Move  from  my  sight,  and  leave  my  soul  alone ; 
Its  flattering,  fading  glories  I  despise. 
And  to  immortal  beauties  turn  my  eyes. 

3    Fain  would  I  mount  and  penetrate  the  skies, 
And  on  my  Saviour's  glories  fix  mv  eyes; 
Oh,  meet  my  rising  soul,  thou  God  of  love. 
And  waft  it  to  the  blissful  realms  above  I 

Rev.  Simon  Browne  was  the  honored  and 
useful  pastor  of  an  Independent  Church  in 
Old  Jewry,  London.  He  was  bom  about  1680 
in  Shepton  Mallet,  Somersetshire,  England. 
He  is  said  to  have  begun  his  active  work  as  a 
preacher  when  only  twenty  years  of  age.  In 
1 7 16  he  left  a  flourishing  charge  in  Ports- 
mouth, in  order  to  go  up  to  London.  There, 
with  Dr.  Watts  for  his  neighbor  in  Berry 
Street,  he  commenced  the  pastorate  which  he 
relinquished  in  1723;  at  this  time  he  was 
afflicted  in  mind  with  the  notion  that  he  ^^'as 
no  longer  able  to  think.  He  thought,  he 
reasoned,  he  argued,  and  to  his  perfect  satis- 
faction he  proved,  that  he  was  unable  to  con- 
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duct  any  mental  operations.     So  he  went  into 
literary  work !      He   made   a  dictionary,  he 
issued  a  book  on  the  Trinity,  he  continued 
Matthew  Henry's  Commentary  by  expound- 
ing the  First  Epistle  to  the  Corinthians.     It 
was  in  view  of  the  twenty-three  separate  pub- 
lications   this   thinkltss  man    prepared   that 
Toplady  once  remarked  that  "  instead  of  hav- 
inj^   no  soul,  he   wrote   and   reasoned   and 
prayed  as  if  he  had  two."      He  issued  also 
a  D'fense  of  Christianity,  which   prompted 
Dr.  Allibone  to  say,  '*  If  he  was  crazy,  he  was 
at  least  more  than  equal  to  two  infidels  " — 
meaning  Woolston  and  Tindal.     When  his 
friends  pointed  to  his  productions,  this  singu- 
lar man  replied :  **  I  am  doing  nothing  tnat 
requfres  a  reasonable  soul."     He  explained 
the  singularity  thus :  God  had  *'  annihilated 
in  him  the  thinking  substance  and  utterly  di- 
vested him  of  consciousness ;"  though  he  re- 
tained the  human  shape  and  the  faculty  of 
speaking  in  a  manner  that  appeared  to  others 
rational,  he  "  had  all  the  w^hile  no  more  notion 
of  what  he  said  than  a  parrot."     In  this  de- 
lusion, but  with  the  love  and  resf>ect  of  those 
who  knew  him  best,  he  died  in  1732. 

7 1  Psalm  84.  H.  M. 

Lord  of  the  worlds  above  I 
How  pleasant,  and  how  fair, 

The  dwellings  of  thy  love, 
Thine  earthly  temples  are  ! 

To  thine  abode  my  heart  aspires. 

With  warm  desires  to  see  my  God. 

a    Oh,  happy  souls  who  pray 
Where  God  appoints  to  hear  I 

Oh,  h:ippy  men  who  pay 
Their  constant  service  there  ! 

They  praise  thee  still  ,*  and  happy  they 

Who  love  the  way  to  Zion's  hill. 

3    They  %o  from  strength  to  strength, 
Through  this  dark  vale  of  tears, 

Till  each  arrives  at  length, 
Till  each  in  heaven  appears ; 

Oh,  glorious  seat,  when  God,  our  King, 

Shsdlthither  bring  our  willing  feet ! 

Dr.  Isaac  Watts  has  given  this  as  his  ver- 
sion of  Psalm  84,  in  the  meter  he  calls  **  P. 
M.,"  that  which  in  modern  hymnals  is  marked 
as  "  H.  M."  The  Hallelujah  Meter  used  to 
be  a  Particular  Meter.  This  has  in  his  orig- 
inal form  four  stanzas,  and  is  entitled,  '*  Long- 
ing for  the  House  of  God."  It  suggests  the 
never-failing  thought  of  the  royal  psalmist  of 
Israel,  that  of  rest  on  the  day  of  rest.  A 
pleasing  incident  has  been  given  lately  in  the 
public  prints;  a  Christian  minister  tells  the 
talc.  It  shows  how  cogent  and  how  simple 
is  the  argument  for  the  Sabbath. 

"  A  florist  from  whom  I  was  in  the  habit  of 
purchasing  plants,  and  receiving  instructions 
m  regard  to  their  culture,  came  to  my  house 
one  day  with  some  roses.    *  Now,'  said  I,  *  Mr. 


W.,  1  want  you  to  tell  me  about  watering.  I 
do  not  think  1  quite  understand  about  this 
part  of  the  care.*  *  Well,'  he  replied,  '  only 
experience  can  teach  you ;  some  plants  need 
more  water,  some  less,  and  you  must  find  out 
by  watching  tiiem.  Almost  all  plants  need 
some  water  given  at  a  regular  hour  ever)'  day, 
just  as  much  as  you  need  your  breakfast.  Hut 
I  do  not  mean  to  say  e^wry  day,  for  I  have 
learned  by  experience  that  they  must  have 
one  day  in  the  week  to  rest ;  the  water  stimu- 
lates the  roots,  and  they  need  to  be  left  in 
peace  for  one  day  in  seven.'  *  How  beautiful 
that  is,'  1  replied,  *  the  day  of  rest !  It  shows 
the  wisdom  and  necessity  of  the  Sabbath.  I 
have  never  watered  my  plants  on  Sunday,  but 
did  not  have  this  reason  for  it.  You,  1  sup- 
pose, also  leave  your  greenhouses  to  rest  on 
Sunday  }'  Mr.  W.  was  not  a  Christian,  and 
he  looked  rather  disconcerted  ;  but  he  franklv 
acknowledged  that  he  had  never  thought  of  it 
in  that  way,  and  that  in  fact  he  .spent  more  time 
among  his  plants  on  Sunday  than  upon  other 
days.  He  promised  me  in  future  to  change 
his  custom.  Here  is  a  testimony  to  the  wis- 
dom and  love  of  the  Lord  of  the  Sabbath,  by 
one  utterly  unprejudiced.  He  had  never  given 
a  thought  to  the  keeping  holy  the  Sabbath  day» 
but  he  had  learned  by  experience  its  neces- 
sity." 

72  "  Light  in  Thy  Light:'  H.  M. 

O  ZiON  !  tune  thy  voice, 

And  raise  thy  hands  on  high; 
Tell  all  the  earth  thy  joys, 

And  boast  salvation  nigh ; 
Cheerful  in  God,  arise  an<l  shine. 
While  rays  divine  stream  all  abroa«l. 

2  He  gilds  thy  morning  face 
With  beams  that  cannot  fade  ; 

His  all-resplendent  grace 

He  pours  around  thv  bead  ; 
The  nations  round  th\  form  shall  x  iew, 
With  luster  new,  divinely  crowmd. 

3  In  honor  to  his  name 
Reflect  that  sacred  liRht ; 

And  loud  that  grace  pr<  claim 

Which  makes  thy  darkness  bright ; 
Pursue  his  praise,  till  sovereign  love. 
In  worlds  aoov e,  the  glotx  raise. 

4  There,  on  his  holy  hill. 
A  brighter  sun  shall  rise, 

And  with  his  radiance  fill 

Those  fairer,  purer  skies  ; 
While,  round  his  throne,  ten  thousand  st  »rs. 
In  nobler  spheres,  his  influence  own. 

Dr.  Philip  Doddridge  has  included  this  in 
his  volume,  where  he  gave  it  the  title,  "  The 
Glorv  of  the  Church  in  the  Latter  Dav."  It 
is  odd  to  find  him  apparently  doubtful  about 
a  single  word  he  felt  it  necessar\'  to  use  in  the 
last  verse  in  order  to  complete  his  rhyme ;  it 
is  not  ver\'  pcrfcd  after  all :  "  ten  thousand 
stars,  in  nobler  spheres,*"  a  critic  would  say 


OPENING  OF  SERVICE. 


would  pass  belter  without  any  notice  taken 
of  it.  It  seems  quaintly  fastidious  tu  discover 
a  foot-note  referring  to  this  introduction  of  a 
new  word.  The  note  says  :  "  Spheres — orbs 
or  paths,  in  which  the  stars  move."  ft  has 
not  been  needful  to  continue  this  now.  But 
the  poem,  as  a  whole,  is  really  one  of  the  most 
brilliant  of  his. 

Once,  when  I  was  on  the  sea.  exactly  at 
noon  I  saw  a  common  sailor  approaching  the 
captain,  who  was  on  the  bridge  as  usual  at 
that  time.  I  watched  him  as  he  came  up, 
touched  his  Scotch  cap  in  salutation,  and  said 
with  gruff  respectfulness,  ■■  Eight  bells,  sir!" 
He  meant  by  the  announcement  to  report 
that  he  knew  by  the  stars  that  it  uas  just 
noon — that  is,  in  sailor  parlance,  eight  bells  by 
the  clock.  The  captahi  with  equal  gruffness 
replied.  "  Make  it  eight  bells !"  It  struck  me 
rather  as  an  odd  assumption  for  that  captain 
or  for  that  sailor  to  make  it  noon.  It  iva! 
noon  anyway,  no  matter  what  they  did  or 
what  they  thought  about  it.  But  1  kept  my 
eye  on  the  seaman  :  he  went  up  to  the  ship's 
bell  a  hundred  feet  away,  and  struck  it  with 
the  clapper  eight  times,  so  that  the  sound 
went  through  all  the  ship  from  engine-room 
to  topmast.  The  thing  was  new  to  me;  1 
thought  instantly  of  Cod's  glory — his  inhe- 
rent glory  and  his  declarative  glory.  He  says 
to  every  man,  "  Glorify  me !"  That  means, 
'■  Make  me  glorious  !"  But  he  is  glorious  in 
despite  of  men.  We  can  neither  add  to  nor 
take  from  his  glory.  Thtn  say  so.  That  old 
sailor  could  not  make  it  noon  ;  it  was  noon. 
But  he  could  make  it  noon  in  the  ship;  he 
could  go  and  strike  the  eight  bells,  and  then 
even  the  cook  would  know  it  and  own  it  and 
live  as  if  he  felt  it  was  noon  overhead  and  all 
around  him.  Men  cannot  touch  God's  inhe- 
rent glory ;  they  can  proclaim  his  declarative 
glorj',  however.  Zion  cannot  make  "  rays  di- 
vine stream  abroad ;"  but  Zion  can  tune  her 
voice,  and  raise  her  hands  on  high,  tell  all  the 
earth  her  joys,  and  boast  salvation  nigh  1 
73  /•"/-.  43.  H.  M. 

Nnw  lo  (hy  lacrcd  bouu 
WilhJQyUur..  m.  f«t. 

Where  ninti,  uilh  morntnK  vo»>, 
iDfulluKinblyiiicri: 

Thy  pouter  divine  iliall  there  be  *hown. 

And  Irom  Ihy  throne  thy  mercy  ihine. 

1    Oh,  lend  Iby  liEhl  ihroad ; 
Thy  iruth  with  heavenly  i>y 

Sbdl  leid  my  Knil  lo  Cad. 


I    Now  in  Ihy  holy  hi 
Before  thine  dtar.  1 


Re\  Timothy  Dwight  D  D  LL  D.,  wa» 
bom  in  Northampton  Mass  in  1752,  May 
14  and  died  in  1817  Januarv  11  In  1785  he 
published  his  hrst  poem.  The  Conquest  0/ 
Canaan,  a  copy  of  which  Dr.  Belcher  tells  us 
he  once  saw  sold  in  England  for  more  than 
five  dollars.  This,  it  is  likely,  was  bought  as 
a  curiosity  or  an  antique ;  for  the  poem,  al- 
though it  was  the  most  ambitious  literary 
effort  of  his  life,  never  reached  any  great  pop- 
ularity or  fame.  There  was  comparatively 
little  of  exploration  or  travel  in  the  Holy  Land 
in  those  days,  and  some  of  the  oriental  im- 
agery was  at  fault,  and  critics  noted  it  unchar- 
itably. 

ft  is  in  such  a  psalm  as  this  that  we  seem 
to  see  the  venerable  Dr.  Timothy  Dwight  at 
his  characteristically  best  in  looit  and  mien, 
A  pardonable  enthusiasm  makes  Mr.  Samuel 
W.  Duffield  say  of  him;  "  hlis  stalely  progress 
to  the  house  of  God  might  well  serve  as  a 
commentary  upon  his  own  hymn."  In  his 
collection  Dr.  Dwight  has  called  this  his  \a- 
sion  of  I'salm  43;  it  commences  with  the  line, 
"  My  God,  defend  my  cause,"  and  the  present 
compilation  of  verses  begins  with  the  third. 

We  are  to  remember,  in  all  attempts  to  es- 
timate the  greatness  of  {'resident  Dwight's 
life,  that  he  was  a  sufferer  from  a  terrible 
malady  nearly  all  the  effective  years  of  his 
career.  According  to  the  custom  of  those 
slowly  learning  generations  he  was  deliber- 
ately inoculated,  nut  vaccinated,  as  is  the 
Rractice  now,  so  easy  and  so  safe,  but  actual- 
■  Ki\'en  the  disease  so  as  to  prevent  his  hav- 
ing it  when  he  might  fare  worse  by  taking  it 
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the  natural  way !  The  result  was  favorable 
in  one  respect — he  never  had  it  again.  But 
his  sight  became  affected,  and  ever  afterward, 
during  forty  years  of  hindrance  and  inability, 
he  could  read  consecutively  only  for  fifteen 
minutes  at  a  time ;  sometimes  for  weeks  his 
eyes  were  useless.  He  lived  by  the  help  of 
an  amanuensis  in  all  his  literary  undertakings. 
The  pain  behind  the  eyeballs  and  in  the  fron- 
tal re^on  of  the  brain  was  constant,  and 
agonizing  whenever  his  zeal  or  enthusiasm  led 
him  beyond  the  narrowest  limits  of  work. 


74 


Type  of  Heaven. 


H*  M* 


AwAKK,  ve  saioU,  awake  I 

All  hail  this  lacred  day : 
In  loftiest  sonn  of  praise 

Your  Joyful  homage  pav  I 
Come  Mess  the  day  that  &od  hath  blest, 
The  type  of  heaven's  eternal  rest. 

a    On  this  anspidous  morn 

The  Lord  of  life  arose  - 
He  burst  the  bars  of  death. 

And  vanquished  all  our  foes ; 
And  now  he  pleads  our  cause  above. 
And  reaps  the  fruit  of  all  his  love. 

3  All  bail,  triumphant  Lord  I 
Heaven  with  hosannas  rings, 

And  earik  in  hjiimbler  strains 
Thy  praise  ruTOnsive  sings: 

Worthy  the  Lmd  that  once  was  slain, 

Through  endless  years  to  live  and  reign ! 

Rev.  Thomas  Cotterill  was  a  clergympn  of 
the  Church  of  England,  perpetual  curate  of 
St.  Paul's,  in  Sheffield.  He  was  bom  at  Can- 
nock, Staiffordshire,  December  4,  1779.  He 
was  graduated  from  St.  John's  College,  Cam- 
brid^.  in  1801.  Four  or  five  years  aiterward 
he  entered  upon  his  parochial  and  ministerial 
duties  at  Tutbury.  In  1 8 1 7  he  became  curate 
in  Shefiield,  where  he  passed  the  rest  of  his 
life.  This  brought  him  into  companionship 
with  James  Montgomery.  They  made  a  hymn- 
book  together,  and  so  were  very  affectionate 
and  familiar.  Cotterill  composed  at  least 
thirty-two  pieces,  some  of  them  excellent  for 
that  dav.  He  died  December  29,  1823.  It 
was  of  nim  that  Montgomery  spoke  when  he 
wrote  the  hymn  we  all  remember,  "  Friend 
after  friend  departs."  The  hymn,  as  it  stands 
in  Laudes  Domini,  is  made  up  of  two  stanzas 
of  this  poet,  and  one,  the  last,  bv  Miss  Eliza- 
beth Scott.  The  compiler  of  that  collection 
took  the  hymn  as  he  found  it ;  the  changes 
and  combinations  were  made  long  before  his 
fashioning  of  books  began. 


75  WeUome  Worship. 

WsLxroMB,  delightful  mom, 
Tbon  day  of  sacred  rest ; 

I  hail  thy  kind  return  t 
Lord,  make  these  moments  blest: 

Prom  tne  low  train  of  mortal  toys 

I  9omx  to  fcach  immortal  joys. 


H.  M. 


3     Now  may  the  King  descend, 

And  fill  his  throne  of  grace ; 
Thy  scepter.  Lord,  extend, 

VVhile  saints  address  thy  face: 
Let  sinners  feel  thy  quickening  word. 
And  learn  to  know  and  fear  the  Lora. 

3    Descend,  celestial  Dove, 
With  all  tny  quickening  powers ; 

Disclose  a  Saviour's  love. 
And  bless  these  sacred  hours: 

Then  shall  my  soul  new  life  obtain, 

Nor  Sabbaths  be  enjoyed  in  vain. 

For  many  years  the  inquiry  has  been  pressed 
concerning  the  almost  mythical  "  Hayward," 
whose  name  appears  in  connection  with  this 
familiar  and  favorite  hymn.  It  has  been 
traced  back  to  Dobell's  New  Selection,  pub- 
lished 1 806,  and  there  the  trail  ends.  No  one 
seems  to  know  any  more  about  the  piece  or 
its  author. 
76  Psc^m  122.  s.  P.  M. 

How  pleased  and  blest  was  I 

To  hear  the  people  cry, 
"  Come,  let  ns  seek  our  God  to-day !" 

Yes,  with  a  cheerful  zeal 

We  haste  to  Zion's  hill. 
And  there  our  vows  and  honors  pay. 

2  Zion — thrice  happy  place — 
Adorned  with  wondrous  grace. 

While  walls  of  strength  embrace  thee  round: 
In  thee  our  tribes  appear. 
To  pray,  and  praise,  and  hear 

The  sacred  gospel's  joyful  sound. 

3  May  peace  attend  thy  gate, 
And  joy  within  thee  wait 

To  bless  the  soul  of  ever>'  guest : 
The  man  who  seeks  thy  peace, 
And  wishes  thine  increase, 

A  thousand  blessings  on  him  rest  I 

4  My  tongue  repeats  her  vows, 
*'  Peace  to  this  sacred  house !" 

For  here  my  friends  and  kindred  dwell ; 

And  since  my  glorious  God 

Makes  thee  his  blest  abo<le, 
My  soul  shall  ever  love  thee  well. 

This  is  given  as  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  version 
of  Psalm  122.  P.  M.  It  is  not  better  than 
some  of  his  other  translations,  but  it  is  spright- 
lier  for  singing  by  reason  of  the  felicitous 
choice  of  a  new  meter  in  the  musical  adapta- 
tion. The  tune  to  which  it  is  commonly  sung 
appears  to  have  been  constructed  from  the 
ancient  *'  Crusaders'  Hymn." 


77  Cant.  1:7. 

Tell  me,  whom  my  soul  doth  love. 
Where  thy  flock  are  feeding ; 

Where  the  pastures  which  they  rove- 
Thou  their  footsteps  leading? 

2  Tell  me,  sheltered  from  the  heat. 
Where  at  noon  they  rest  them  ; 

Where  at  night  their  safe  retreat — 
Fold,  where  none  molest  them? 

3  Strong  in  thy  protecting  arm  ; 
Richly  thou  providest ; 

Feeding,  resting— kept  from  harm — 
Blest  the  flock  thou  guide«it. 

4  Noon  and  night  be  my  defence ; 
Let  no  foe  ensnare  ine  : 

Bring  me  to  the  Shepherd's  tents — 
In  thy  bosom  hear  me. 


P.  M 
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This  poem  was  written  by  Rev.  Samuel 
Wolcott,  D.  D.  February  6,  1870;  he  says 
that  he  designed  it  simply  as  a  paraphrase  of 
Solomon's  Song  i  :  7,  8,  and  so  gave  it  the 
title  of  "  Shulamith."  Dr.  Wolcott  was  bom, 
a  son  of  Elihu  and  Rachel  M.  (McClure) 
Wolcott — a  lineal  descendant  of  Henry  Wol- 
cott, who  settled  at  Windsor.  Ct.,  in  1630, 
and  was  one  of  the  first  magistrates  of  that 
colony — at  South  Windsor,  July  2,  181 3,  and 
died  in  his  new  home  in  Longmeadow,  Mass., 
Februar)'  24,  1886.  He  fitted  for  college, 
under  the  late  Chief-Justice  Strong,  in  the 
academy  at  East  Windsor  Hill ;  graduated 
from  Yale  in  the  class  of  1833,  and  at  An- 
dover  in  the  class  of  1837.  He  was  ordained 
in  the  the  Bowdoin  St.  Church,  Nov.  13,  1839, 
Dr.  Kirk  preaching  the  sermon,  and  went  as 
missionar)'  to  Syria,  reaching  Beirut  in  April, 
1840.  He  began  missionary  work  in  Abieh, 
a  village  in  Mt.  Lebanon,  but  the  rising  of 
the  mountaineers  against  the  pasha  compelled 
him  to  retire  to  Beirut.  His  next  move  was 
in  the  spring  of  1841  to  Damascus,  where  he 
opened  a  school  for  the  Druses  of  Mt.  Leba- 
non in  Deir  el  Khamr,  from  which  he  was 
soon  again  dislodged  by  civil  war.  The  next 
winter  he  went  to  Jerusalem,  and  there  and 
elsewhere  made  those  exceedingly  valuable 
topographical  explorations  afterwards  pub- 
lished in  the  Biblical  Repository  and  else- 
where, and  embodied  in  the  American  revis- 
ion of  Dr.  Smith's  Dictionar>'  of  the  Bible. 
His  attempts  to  resume  missionary  labor  at 
Mt.  Lebanon  being  still  further  prevented  by 
the  hostilities  of  the  times,  and  his  family 
broken  up  by  sickness  and  death,  he  em- 
barked at  Beirut,  Januar\'  2,  1843.  for  his 
native  land  by  way  of  England  in  the  spring 
of  1 843,  arriving  at  Boston  April  21, 1843,  and 
was  settled  at  Longmeadow,  August  30  fol- 
lowing. After  a  short  but  successful  pastor- 
ate there,  he  was  settled,  October  3,  1849,  i"^ 
Belchertown,  whence  he  went  to  the  High 
Street  Church  in  Providence,  R.  I..  April  3, 
1853;  to  the  New  England  Church  in  Chica- 
go, 111.,  September  27,  1859,  and  the  Plymouth 
Church  in  Cleveland  O.,  Februar)-  5,  1862. 
From  this  pastorate  he  was  dismissed,  Feb- 
ruar)' 17,  1874,  to  accept  the  district  secre- 
tarN'ship  of  the  Home  Missionary  Society  of 
Ohio  and  parts  adjacent,  which  position  he 
held  with  distinguished  usefulness  during 
seven  years.  Residing  for  a  time,  without 
charge,  in  Cleveland,  in  literar)'  and  other 
labor,  he  then  came  back  to  Longmeadow. 
where,  in  a  beautiful  home  erected  for  his 
comfort  by  his  children,  the  closing  months 
of  his  life  were  spent. 


78  W^fils  of  Salvation.  P.  M. 

Come,  pure  hearts,  in  sweettrst  measures 
Sing  of  those  who  spread  the  treasures 

In  the  holy  Gospels  shrined ; 
Blessed  tidings  01  salvation, 
Peace  on  earth  their  proclamation, 

Love  from  God  to  lost  mankind. 

2  See  the  rivers  four  that  gladden 
With  their  streams  the  better  Bden 

Planted  by  our  Lord  most  dear ; 
Christ  the  fountain,  these  the  wal  rs; 
Drink,  O  Zion's  sons  and  daughters. 

Drink  and  find  salvation  here. 

3  Oh,  that  we.  thy  truth  confessing. 
And  thy. holy  word  possessing, 

Jesus,  may  thy  love  adore  ; 
Unto  thee  our  voices  raising. 
Thee  with  all  thy  ransomed  praising. 

Ever  and  for  evermore. 

Robert  Campbell,  a  Scotch  advocate,  the 
translator  of  this  poem,  was  bom  at  Troch- 
raig  in  Ayrshire,  Scotland,  December  19, 1814. 
While  living  in  Edinburgh,  in  1850,  he  pre- 
pared some  versions  of  Latin  hymns  to  be 
used  in  a  ser\'ice-book  for  the  diocese  of  St. 
Andrews,  among  which  this  one  appears. 
Late  in  life  he  left  the  Protestant  Establish- 
ment and  joined  the  Church  of  Rome,  in 
the  communion  of  which  he  died,  December 
29,  1868.  This  piece  is  somewhat  freely  ren- 
dered from  a  hymn  written  for  the  festival  of 
the  Holy  Evangelists  by  Adam  of  St.  Vic- 
tor— Jucundare  plebs  fidelis. 

79  ••  Deliver  Us  From  Evil''  P.  M. 

Fathbr.  in  high  heaven  dwelling, 
May  our  evening  song  be  telling 

Of  thy  mercy  large  and  free: 
Through  the  day  thy  love  hath  fed  us, 
Through  the  day  thy  care  hath  led  us, 

With  divinest  charity. 

2  This  day's  sins,  oh,  pnrdon.  Saviour! 
Evil  thoughts,  perverse  behavior, 

Envy,  pride,  and  vanity; 
From  all  evil  us  deliver ; 
Save  us  now,  and  save  us  ever, 

O  thou  Lamb  of  Calvary  I 

3  Whilst  the  night-Hews  are  distilling, 
Holv  Ghost,  each  heart  be  filling 

VVith  ihine  own  serenity ; 
Softly  let  our  eyes  be  closing, 
Loving  souls  on  thee  reposnig, 

Ever-blcss^'d  Trinity. 

George  Rawson,  the  author  of  this  hymn, 
preferred  for  a  lou'^  period  to  be  known  only 
as  **  A  Leeds  Layman."  He  contributed  fif- 
teen acceptable  pieces  to  the  Leeds  Hymn^ 
book,  1853,  and  twenty-seven  to  the  Psalms 
and  Hymns  of  the  Baptist  Denomination, 
1858.  In  1876  he  gave  a  large  volume  of  his 
compositions  to  the  public  with  his  own  name. 
His  home  was  for  many  years  at  Clifton,  near 
Hristol.  in  England.  Born  June  5,  1807,  he 
lived  to  reach  an  honored  old  age,  and  died 
March  25.  1889,  writing  new  hymns  and  re- 
vising old,  not  always  for  the  better,  clear 
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down  to  the  lime  of  his  decease.  He  was 
a  solicitor  by  profession,  and  a  Congrega- 
tionalist  in  church  connection.  His  hymns 
aiways  awaited  much  curiosity,  while  he  con- 
cealed hinisclf  under  his  pseudonym,  and 
ihey  have  always  been  welcome  for  the  spirit 
they  breathed  and  the  good  they  have  done. 
They  appear  in  the  hymnals  of  many  of  the 
churches  in  America. 

BO  Bvtniitg  Sang.  P,  M, 

Ufwaud  whtre  Ihc  stin  irc  burning, 
SiUM,  liknl  in  their  luming, 

Bound  (be  never  chmiitinE  pal: : 
Upmaril  wlwre  Ihe  >kv  ia  brizhtcsi. 
Upward  where  Ihe  bliie  is  liElilesI— 

I4ft  I  nov  my  longing  aauT. 
J    Far  beyond  thenrch  of  gladness, 
Fit  beyond  IhcK  cinuds  ofsadneu. 

Ale  the  many  maniions  fair: 
Far  from  pain  and  (in  and  folly, 

"l  would  find  my  ^mi'on  Ihtre. 
]    Where  the  Lamb  an  high  i>  seated. 
By  ten  tbouund  voices  gri'clrd: 

Sooof  man.  Ihey  crowo,  Ihcv  rrown  him. 
Son  of  God,  Ihey  own.  tliey  oun  liim. 
With  his  name  Ihe  palace  lingB. 

Heavenly  ticbe*.  earthly  treasure. 

Lay  we  at  hi*  blessed  feel ; 
Poor  the  praise  that  now  we  render. 
Loud  shall  Iw  our  voices  yondtr. 

When  before  his  thrnnt  uc  meet. 

This  will  be  recognized  as  one  of  Dr.  Ho- 
rUius  Bonar's  best  and  most  p()pular  hymns. 
It  wa«  published  In  1867.  It  will  find  its  ex- 
^uiiite  illustration  in  a  fragment  of  one  of 


41 


those  simple,  strong  sermons  with  which  the 
lamented  llishop  Simpson  used  to  counsel 
and  comfort  (lod's  people  in  his  later  years. 
He  says :  ■■  I  was  visiting  a  friend  some  years 
ago  who  had  lately  built  a  new  house.  It 
was  just  finished.  It  was  beautiful,  useful. 
He  look  me  up  stairs.  It  had  wardrobes. 
toilet-glasses,  books  and  paintings.  It  was 
furnished  grandly.  And  the  father  turned  to 
me  and  said. '  This  room  is  for  our  daughter. 
She  is  in  Europe.  She  does  not  know  we  are 
arranging  it.  Her  mother  and  1  have  fixed 
up  everything  we  could  think  of  for  her,  and 
as  soon  as  ihe  house  is  fully  finished  we  are 
going  to  Europe  to  bring  her  back,  and  we 
are  going  to  bring  her  up  stairs  and  open  the 
door  and  say.  Daughter,  this  is  all  yours.' 
And  I  thought  of  the  joy  it  would  give  her, 
and  I  thougnt.  ■  How  kind  these  parents  are !' 
Just  then  I  turned  awav  and  thought, '  That 
is  what  Jesus  is  doing  lor  me.'  He  says,  ■  1 
am  going  away.  I  will  come  again.  In  my 
Father's  house  are  many  mansions.  If  it 
were  noi  so  I  would  have  told  you.  1  !;o  to 
prepare  a  place  for  you.  And  if  I  go  and 
prepare  a  place  for  you,  I  will  come  again  and 
receive  you  unto  myself,  that  where  I  am  vlicre 
ye  may  be  also.'  Then  I  said,  •  This  father 
and  mother  are  rich,  but  they  have  not  all 
treasures ;  there  are  a  great  many  things  they 
do  n't  knoiv  how  to  get.  But  Jesus,  who  is 
furnishing  my  mansion  in  glor>',  has  every- 
thing. He  has  undertaken  lo  furnish  a  place 
for  me.  and  i  shall  be  with  him  for  ever.'  " 


1    While  we  seek  supiilie 
Tl>rKu|[li  Ihe  dear  Rc<1t 


This  lamiliar  and  favorite  hymn  comes 
from  Rev.  John  Newton's  O/.-i.v  //»■""". 
Book  II..  No,  40.  It  cimsists  ilu-re  of  five 
stanzas,  and  Ix'ars  tlit  title.  'Saturday  Eve- 
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ning."  It  was  designed  as  a  meditation  and 
suggestion  for  the  close  of  the  week,  rather 
than  a  lyric  for  public  service  on  the  Lord's 
day ;  and  certain  changes  have  been  notice- 
ably made  in  order  to  adapt  it  to  its  new  use. 
It  has  always  been  welcome  to  Christian  peo- 
ple because  of  its  bright  and  brave  putting 
aside  of  the  weights  and  its  putting  on  of  the 
wings  of  true  devotion,  and  so  its  coming  up 
into  God's  presence  with  a  joyous  heart. 
Long  ago  it  was  said  of  Sir  William  Cecil, 
some  time  Lord  Treasurer  of  England,  that, 
when  he  went  to  bed,  he  would  throw  off  his 
professional  gown  and  say :  "  Lie  there.  Lord 
Treasurer,"  as  if  bidding  adieu  to  all  State 
affairs  in  order  that  he  might  the  more  quietly 
repose  himself.  The  quaint  old  Spencer 
quotes  this  exclamation,  and  then  homilizes 
upon  it  concerning  one's  going  to  any  reli- 
gious duty,  whether  hearing  or  praying,  com- 
ing to  the  Lord's  table,  entering  the  sanctu- 
ary, or  even  engaging  in  private  devotions ;  he 
thinks  one  might  say :  **  Lie  by,  world ;  lie 
by,  all  secular  cares,  all  household  affairs,  all 
pleasures,  all  traffic,  all  thought  of  gain ;  lie 
by,  all !  adieu,  all !" 


71,  D. 


The  Holy  Day  of  Rest. 

Welcome,  sacred  day  of  rest ! 

Sweet  repose  from  worMly  care : 
Dav  above  -aW  days  the  best, 

When  our  souls  for  heaven  prepare  ; 
Day  when  our  Redeemer  rose, 

Victor  o'er  the  hosts  of  hell 
Thus  he  vanquished  all  our  foes ; 

Let  our  li|>s  his  glory  tell. 

a    Gracious  Lord  !  we  love  this  day. 

When  we  hear  thy  holv  word, 
When  we  sing  thy  praise  and  pray  ; 

Earth  can  no  such  joys  afford : 
But  a  better  rest  remaiiis. 

Heavenly  Sabbaths,  happier  days, 
Rest  from  sin  and  rest  from  pains, 

Endless  joys  and  endless  praise. 


This  hymn  ap[>eared  anonymously  in  Con- 
ders  Collect  ion  y  in  1836.  It  might  be  marked 
with  a  star  as  well  as  in  any  other  way,  so  far 
as  any  trustworthy  information  can  be  ob- 
tained as  to  its  author.  The  simple  name 
**  William  Brown  "  is  found  annexed  to  it  in 
Thomas  Russell's  book,  A  Collection  of 
Hymns,  designed  as  an  appendix  to  Dr. 
IVatts*  Psalms  and  Hymns,  1 839 ;  that  is,  it 
was  not  in  the  tenth  edition  of  that  volume, 
1826,  but  it  was  in  the  twentieth  edition  in 
1843.  No  one  seems  to  know  who  the  au- 
thor was. 


Invocation. 

Light  of  life,  seraphic  Fire. 

Love  divine,  thyself  impart ; 
Evcr>'  faintini^  soul  inspire  ; 

Enter  every  drooping  heart ; 


Every  muufnful  sinner  cheer  ; 

Scatter  all  our  guilty  gloom  ; 
Father !  in  thy  grace  api>ear, 

To  thy  human  temples  come. 

2    Come,  in  this  accepted  hour. 

Bring  thy  heavenly  Kingdom  in ; 
Fill  us  with  thy  glorious  power, 

Set  utf  free-lrofti  all  our  sin: 
Nothing;  more  can  we  reouire. 

We  will  covet  nothing  less  ; 
Be  thou  all  our  heart's  desire, 

All  our  joy,  and  all  our  {leace. 

This  is  selected  from  Rev.  Charles  Wes- 
ley's "  Hymns  for  those  who  wait  for  full 
Redemption,"  included  in  his  Hymns  and  Sa- 
cred  Poems,  It  is  found  complete  in  his  pub- 
lished volume,  issued  in  1749,  where  it  has 
an  additional  stanza,  there  omitted.  From  the 
frequency  with  which  this  hymn  appears  in 
our  modem  collections,  we  easily  mfer  that 
the  compilers  have  recognized  its  unusual  fit- 
ness as  an  invocation  to  be  used  at  the  open- 
ing of  public  service.  It  sings  its  praise  with 
the  same  breath  with  which  it  presses  its 
prayer.  It  is  a  genuine  cry  of  the  soul  for  the 
aid  of  God's  Spirit. 


84  Psalm  84.  7S.  D. 

Pleasant  are  thy  courts  above, 
In  the  land  of  light  and  love ; 
Pleasant  are  thy  courts  below, 
In  this  land  of  sin  and  woe. 
Oh,  my  spirit  longs  and  faints 
For  the  converse  of  thv  saints. 
For  the  brightness  of  thy  face, 
King  of  glory,  God  of  grace! 

2  Happy  birds  that  sing  and  flv 
Round  thy  altars,  O  Most  High! 
Happier  souls  that  find  a  rest 
In  their  Heavenly  Father's  breast ! 
Like  the  wandenng  dove  that  found 
No  repose  on  earth  around, 
They  can  to  their  ark  repair. 
And  enjoy  it  ever  there. 

3  Happy  souls,  their  praises  flow 
Elver  in  this  vale  of  woe  ; 
Waters  in  the  desert  rise, 
MauHa  feeds  them  from  the  skies ; 
On  they  go  from  strength  to  strength, 
Till  they  reach  thy  throne  at  length, 
At  thy  ieet  adoring  fall 
Who  hast  led  them  safe  through  all. 

4  Lord,  be  mine  this  priie  to  win ; 
Guide  me  through  this  world  of  sin; 
Keep  me  by  thy  saving  grace. 
Give  me  at  thy  side  a  place : 
Sun  and  shield  alike  tnou  art, 
Guide  and  guard  my  erring  heart; 
Grace  and  glor>'  flow  from  thee. 
Shower,  oh,  shower  them.  Lord,  on  mc 

Rev.  Henry  F.  Lyte  is  one  of  the  most 
graceful  of  all  our  poets  in  the  management 
of  words  and  phrases,  and  so  is  unusually 
successful  in  his  rendering  and  paraphrasing 
of  Scripture.  This  is  his  version  of  Psalm  84, 
published  1 834,  in  his  Spirit  of  the  Psaims, 
^*'  ^'  He  was  born  at  Ednam,  near  Kelso,  in  Scot- 
land, June  9,  1793,  and  was  graduated  at 
Trinity  College,  Dublin,  18 14.  He  was  an 
excellent  scholar,  and  a  poet  of  no  mean  order 
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from  the  beginning  of  his  studies;  he  took 
the  prize  three  limes  in  the  competition  for  ex- 
cellence as  the  composer  of  an  English  poem. 
He  entered  the  ministry  of  the  Church  of 
England  in  tSi;.  being  made  the  curate  of  a 
small  charge  near  Wexford.  Two  years  later 
he  removal  to  Marazlon,  in  Cornwall.  In 
1823  he  was  appointed  Perpetual  Curate  of 
Lower  Brixham.  in  Devon.  There  he  died, 
November  20,  1847. 

as  "  lltit  and  Lour."  1*.  D. 
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That  tbv  people  liei  t  below 
SoBietblng  of  the  Uiu  may  kr 
Somtthincoftheresl  and  lov< 
Id  the  Siblnth-hamc  ibove. 

Of  tiiy  perfect  richleouBneu ; 
Then  gball  enter  to  the^aaf 


Luther,  is  a  series  of  translations  of  the  best 
of  the  German  songs  ol  devotion,  many  of 
these  being  the  oM  lyrics  of  reformation 
times,  the  grand  anthems  of  the  ages.  Two 
sisters  conducted  this  work  jointly,  and  seem 
,to  have  had  the  persistent  desire  to  keep  each 
other's  secrets  in  relation  to  the  share  eacli 
one  of  them  took  in  the  literary  drudgery. 
Miss  Jane  Borthwick  is  assumed  to  have  had 
the  prominence  in  composition,  and  Mrs. 
Eric  John  Findlater  to  have  in  the  larger 
measure  supervised  translation.  The  pieces 
were  at  first  published  in  The  Famify  Treas- 
ury, and  the  signature,  "  H.  L.  L."  grew  fa- 
mous as  a  hieroglyphic  that  no  one  could  in- 
terpret. The  poetry  is  of  the  highest  order, 
and  the  choice  of  hymns  rendered  is  excellent. 
The  present  one  is  from  the  Zetgt  dich  uns 
ohn£  Hiille  of  Friedrich  Gottlieb  Klopslock. 
He  was  bom  at  Quedlinberg,  July  2,  1724, 
and  died  at  Hamburg,  March  14,  1803.  The 
translations  were  published  in  1854-1862. 
Of  these  sixty-one  are  to  be  credited  to  Miss 
Borthwick  and  tiftv-three  to  her  sister.  Mrs. 
Findlater  was  bom  at  Edinburgh,  November 
26,  1823;  her  husband  was  a  Presbyterian 
clergyman  at  Lochearnhead.  in  Perthshire. 
and  died  May  2,  t886. 

80  Morning  Song.  P.  M. 


All  thy  feeble  slrencth  a 
2  Gladly  hail  ihe  aun  ntu 
Ready  burninB 

Forllienighl  i«  safely  end. 
Cod  hath  ter.ded 


The   little  book  which    has  attracted   so 
tmch  attention,  Hymm  from  Ihe  Land  of 


3    Pny  that  he  m 


4    Only  Cod-s  free  giflj  abuse 
f-ightrefuiKnot. 

Thou  H'ilh  Mm  ahall  dwell,  he 
Light  enfoldinit 


This  rendering  of  a  hymn  by  liaron  von 
Canltz  has  been  ascribed  to  I>r.  Thom.is  Ar- 
nold most  likely  because.  app*'aring  anony- 
mously in  the  Rrilish  .'if,i!;:i~i:ie  for  Julv. 
1838,  of  which  he  was  the  editor,  it  seemeil 
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to  belong  to  him.  But  since  then  it  has  been 
given  on  the  best  authonty  to  the  Rev.  Henry 
James  Buckoll,  an  assistant  master  of  the 
Rug^by  School,  who  translated  it  from  the 
German  hymn.  A  claim  is  made  still  that 
Dr.  Amolcl  did  the  same  at  an  earlier  date, 
and  that  expressions  in  his  composition  are 
found  in  this  piece.  One  is  piqued  at  being 
so  mystified  and  balked  in  his  conclusion; 
but  as  yet  information  is  too  scant  for  any 
settled  decision.  Friedrich  Rudolph  Ludv/ig, 
Baron  von  Canitz,  was  born  at  Berlin,  No- 
vember 27,  1654,  and  died  August  11,  1699. 
He  wrote  the  original  See/e  du  Musst  mu titer 
luerden.  The  author  of  this  translation  was 
the  son  of  Rev.  James  Buckoll,  rector  of  Sid- 
dington,  near  Gloucester,  England.  He  was 
born  September  9,  1803.  He  was  educated 
at  O.xford,  took  holy  orders  in  the  Established 
Church  in  1827,  and  died  at  Rugby,  June  6, 
1871. 

37  Morning  Hymn.  8s,  7s,  7. 

Hallklujah  !  fairest  morning  ! 

Fairer  than  our  words  can  say  1 
Down  we  lay  the  heavy  burden 

Of  our  toil  and  care  to-day: 
While  this  moni  ofjoy  and  love 
Brings  fresh  vigor  from  above. 

a    Sun-day,  full  of  holy  glory! 

Sweetest  rest-day  of  the  soul ! 
Light  upon  a  world  of  darkness 

From  thy  blessed  moment*-,  roll ! 
Holy,  happy,  heavenly  day. 
Thou  canst  ch.nrm  our  grief  away. 

3  III  the  ;;laclness  of  God's  worship 
We  will  seek  our  joy  to-day: 

It  is  then  we  karn  the  fullness 

Of  the  grace  for  which  wc  pray: 
When  tlic  word  of  life  is  giv«n. 
Like  the  Saviour's  voice  from  heaven. 

4  Let  the  day  with  thee  be  ended, 
As  with  thee  it  has  begun  : 

And  thy  blessing,  Lord,  be  granted 

Till  earth's  days  and  weeks  are  done ; 
That  at  last  thy  servants  may 
Keep  eternal  Sabbath  day. 

Another  hymn  taken  from  the  collection 
made  by  the  two  sisters,  Mrs.  Findlater  and 
Miss  Borthwick,  Hymns  from  the  Laftd  of 
Luther.  Miss  Jane  Borthwick  rendered  this 
from  that  of  Rev.  Jonathan  Krause,  who  pub- 
lished it  in  1739;  he  was  a  native  of  Silesia, 
born  in  1701,  and  in  Inter  life  pastor  in  Lieg- 
nitz.  The  German  piece  begins :  Alieiuja ! 
shoncr  Mor^^ett.  Miss  Borthwick  was  born, 
April  9,  1 81 3,  in  Edinburgh,  where  .she  still 
resides.  She  is  also  the  author  of  many 
original  pieces  of  religious  poetry  of  rare 
merit,  gathered  in  a  volume  called  Thoitt^hts 
for   Thoughtful  Hours,  \)ub\\<\\c(\'\v\  1859. 

Thr  Gatf's  of  Zion.  8s,  7s,  7. 

Opkn  now  thy  gales  of  beauty, 

Zion,  let  me  enter  thrre. 
Where  mv  m»»»I  in  joyful  <lutv 

Waits  for  him  who  answers  prayer: 


Ob.  how  blessM  is  this  place, 
Filled  with  solace,  light,  and  grace. 

a    Yes,  my  God,  I  come  before  thee. 

Come  thou  also  down  to  me ; 
Where  we  find  thee  and  adore  thee, 

There  a  heaven  on  earth  must  be 
-<    To  ihy  heart,  oh,  enter  thou, 
Let  it  be  thy  temple  now. 

3  Thou  my  faith  increase  and  quicken. 
Let  me  keep  thy  ^ft  divine, 

Howsoe'er  temptations  thicken  ; 

May  thy  word  still  o'er  me  shine, 
As  my  pole-star  through  my  life, 
As  my  comfort  in  my  strife. 

4  Speak,  O  God,  and  I  will  hear  thee. 
Let  thy  will  be  done  indeed  ; 

May  I  undisturbed  draw  near  thee 
VVhilst  thou  dost  thjr  people  feed. 
Here  of  life  the  fountain  flows. 
Here  is  balm  for  all  our  woes. 

Miss  Catharine  Winkworth  was  bom  in 
London.  September  13,  1829,  and  -died  in 
1 878.  She  was  the  daughter  of  Henry  Wink- 
worth  of  Alderley  Edge,  near  Manchester, 
England.  She  published  an  excellent  book 
in  1 869,  called  Christian  Singers  of  Germany^ 
and  was  also  helpful  in  all  the  work  which 
has  rendered  Lyra  Germanica  so  jxjpular 
among  English  readers  and  lovers  of  sonj^. 
The  hymn  now  before  us  was  composed  by 
Rev.  Benjamin  Schmolke.  It  was  first  print- 
ed in  1732,  has  seven  stanzas,  and  begins, 
*'  Thut  mir  auf  die  sehone  Pforte ;"  it  was 
intended  for  a  communion  hymn. 


HaJlelujah  I  8«,  7«,  7. 

Unto  thee  be  glory  given, 
Word  incarnate!  eveniiore; 

Thee  the  spirits  blest  in  heaven, 
Thee  the  angel  choirs  adore ; 

Still  their  hallelujahs  rise 

Mid.st  the  anthems  of  the  skies. 

3    We  too,  bending  low  before  thee, 

Lord  of  all,  blest  Trinity  ! 
Of  thy  mercy  now  implore  thee. 

That  throughout  eternity 
In  thy  kingdom  we  may  raise 
Hallelujahs  to  thy  praise. 

These  two  stanzas  are  evidently  compiled 
from  a  hymn  beginning,  "  Heaven  with  alle- 
luias ringmg,"  which  is  found  with  six  stanzas 
in  Barnby^s  Hymnary,  where  it  is  numbered 
401,  and  is  given  without  any  clew  to  its  au- 
thorship except  an  allusion  in  the  general 
preface.  The  author  is  thanked,  with  speci- 
fication of  the  initials  **  H.  M.  C."  in  the  in- 
dex, for  having  furnished  **  most  valuable  aid 
in  translation,"  and  having  permitted  to  the 
compiler  of  that  collection  the  **  use  of  many 
hymns."  It  was  needed,  just  as  it  is,  for  an 
invocation,  or  opening  doxology,  in  a  peculiar 
meter,  and  is  excellent  for  such  a  purpose. 
But  the  previous  stanzas  were  not  appropriate 
for  singing  in  a  promiscuous  assembly  like 
that  for  which  Laudcs  Domini  was  prepared, 
and  so  only  a  part  was  chosen.     The  full 
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name  of  the  writer  is  Mrs.  Harriet  M.  Ches- 
ter. She  is  the  widow  of  Harry  Chester,  at 
one  time  an  assistant  secretary  of  the  Com- 
mittee of  Council  of  Education ;  he  died  in 
1868.  She  has  translated  many  German  and 
Latin  hymns  for  the  public  prints  and  Hym- 
nals. 

90  '' Departing  Dayy  88,4 

The  radiant  mom  hath  passed  away, 
And  sp«ut  too  soon  her  golden  store ; 

The  shadows  of  departing  day 
Creep  on  once  more. 

2  Our  life  is  but  a  fading  dawn  ; 

Its  glorious  noon  how  quickly  past ! 
Lead  us,  O  Christ,  when  all  is  gone, 
Safe  home  at  last 

3  Oh,  by  thv  sou  I -inspiring  grace 
Upliit  our  hearts  to  realms  on  high  ; 

Help  us  to  look  to  that  bright  place 
Beyond  the  sky  ;— 

4  Where  light  and  life  and  joy  and  peace 
In  undivided  empire  reign. 

And  thronging  angels  never  cease 
Their  deathTess  strain  ;— 

5  Where  saints  are  clothed  in  spotless  white, 
And  evening  shadows  never  fall : 

Where  thou,  eternal  Light  of  light, 
Art  Lord  of  all ! 

Rev.  Godfrey  Thring,  the  author  of  this 
hymn,  was  bom  at  Alford  in  England,  March 
25,  1823.  He  was  educated  at  Shrewsbury 
School,  and  was  graduated  at  Balliol  College, 
Oxford,  in  1845.  In  1858  he  succeeded  his 
father  as  the  rector  of  Alford,  Somersetshire, 
and  became  the  prebendary  of  Wells.  Forty 
of  his  hymns  were  issued  in  a  volume,  1 860. 
He  also  compiled  the  Church  of  England 
Hymn-book  in  1880.  This  hymn  was  found 
in  Hymns ^  Ancient  and  Modern^  in  the  edi- 
tion of  1868.  It  is  certainly  very  beautiful  in 
sentiment  and  rhythm. 


91 


"  We  FoUow  Thee." 

Through  good  report  and  evil.  Lord, 
Still  guided  by  thv  faithful  word- 
Cur  staff,  our  bttcicler.  and  our  sword — 
We  follow  thee. 

2  With  enemies  on  every  side. 
We  lean  on  thee,  the  Crucified  ; 
Forsaking  all  on  earth  beside, 

We  follow  thee. 

3  O  Master,  point  thou  out  the  way, 
Nor  snffer  thou  our  steps  to  stray  ; 
Then  in  that  path  thai  leads  to  day 

We  follow  thee. 

4  Thou  hast  passe<l  on  before  our  face ; 
Thy  footsteps  on  the  way  we  trace : 
Oh,  keep  us.  aid  us  by  thy  grace: 

We  follow  thee. 

5  Whom  have  we  in  the  heaven  above, 
Whom  on  this  earth,  save  ihee.  to  love? 
Still  ill  thy  light  we  onwrtrd  move  : 


08,  4. 


Te 


follow  thee. 


The  compiler  of  Laudes  Domini  has  been 
heard  to  say  that  this  hymn  of  Dr.  Horatius 
Bonar  was  introduced  to  his  notice  in  the 
ordinary    service    at    the    Regent's    Square 


Church,  in  London,  in  a  period  of  his  long- 
continued  illness  and  depression ;  it  was  sung 
to  the  tune  as  here  set,  **  Sarum,"  and  filled 
the  whole  room  of  worship  with  glorious 
sound  of  human  voices  and  hearts :  **  And  no 
one  knew  of  the  stranger  there,  nor  ever 
thought  how  such  a  song  lifted  him  as  never 
song  lifted  him  before." 

92  Sabbath  Rest.  Ss,  4. 

Hail,  sacred  day  of  earthly  rest, 
From  toil  Hccure  and  trouble  free ; 

Hail,  quiet  spirit,  bringing  peace 
And  joy  to  me. 

2  A  holy  stillness,  breathinr  calm  / 
And  peace  on  all  the  world  around, 

Uplifts  my  soul,  O  God,  to  thee. 
Where  rest  is  found. 

3  No  sound  of  jarring  strife  is  heard, 
As  now  the  weekly  Tabors  cease ; 

No  voice  but  those  that  sweetly  sing 
Sweet  songs  of  peace. 

4  Accept,  O  God,  mv  hymn  of  praise 
ThaLthou  this  restful  dav  hast  given, 

Sweet  foretaste  of  that  endless  day 
Of  rest  in  htaven. 

Another  of  Rev.  Godfrey  Thring's  pieces 
of  poetry,  composed  evidently  under  the  full 
inspiration  of  a  Sabbath  evening  rest.  The 
compiler  of  Laudes  Domini  found  this  piece 
in  a  small  fugitive  collection  of  religious 
poems;  no  names  were  affixed  to  any  of 
them,  and  no  clew  to  the  sources  from  which 
they  were  obtained  was  given.  He  chose 
this  as  one  of  the  most  attractive  hymns  he 
had  gained  for  a  long  time ;  it  appeared  fairly 
necessary  to  the  place  and  adaptation  he  could 
assign  to  it.  But  one  line  in  each  stanza  was 
too  long  by  a  word  for  the  music ;  it  was 
necessary  to  find  now  and  then  an  expletive, 
and  then  the  gain  was  secured.  Afterward 
he  found  out,  by  what  is  sometimes  called  a 
happy  accident,  that  the  poem  was  composed 
by  the  author  whose  name  it  now  bears.  The 
date  of  this  writer's  earliest  hymns  is  1862. 

93  The  Hour  of  Prayer.  8h,  4. 

Mv  God,  is  any  hour  so  sweet. 

From  blush  of  morn  to  evening  star, 
As  that  which  calls  me  to  thy  feet— 

The  hour  of  prayer  ? 

2  Then  is  my  strength  bv  thee  renewed  ; 
Then  are  niy  sins  bv  thee  forgiven  ; 

Then  dost  thou  cheer  my  solitude 
With  hopes  of  heaven 

3  No  words  can  tell  what  sweet  relief 
Here  for  my  every  want  1  find  : 

What  strength  for  warfare,  balm  for  grief. 
What  peace  of  mind ! 

4  Hushed  is  each  doubt,  gone  every  fear  ; 
My  spirit  seems  in  heaven  to  stay  ; 

And  ev'n  the  penitential  tear 
Is  wiped  away. 

5  Lord,  till  1  resch  yon  blissful  shore. 
No  privilege  so  dear  shall  be 

As  thus  mv  inm«>sl  soul  to  pour 
In  prayer  to  thee. 


PRAYER  AND   INVOCATION. 


Miss  Charlotte  Elliott  was  bom  near  Bright- 
on, in  England.  March  i8.  1789;  she  was  the 
granddaughter  of  the  Rev.  Henrj-  Venn,  of 
Hudderslield.  Her  early  life  w-as  spent  at 
Clapham.but  in  1823  she  removed  to  Brighton 
permanently.  She  was  ne\-er  robust,  and 
often  was  feeble,  but  her  mind  was  clear  and 
her  imaginatiiin  vivid.  She  loved  poelr\-,  and 
music  was  her  delight.  This  seems  to  have 
given  to  her  piicms  th;tt  sense  of  exquisite 
finish  in  rhuhm.  She  offered  only  about  one 
hundred  and  fifty  hymns  to  the  pubhi- :  but 
almost  all  of  these  arc  now  in  wide  and  I'om- 
mon  use.  Sometime  in  iSy  she  published 
the  /fr.u-.n  Hymii.fl.-,'t.  to  which  she  oon- 
tributeil  from  tier  own  pen  }  1 5  piet-es.  in- 
cluding this  .i!;i!  the  other  by  which  she  is 
most  widely  kn.'An.  ■Just  .is  1  am,  without 
one  plea."  '  .\iicr  the  \\vMh  of  her  father 


Ruler  of  the  earth  und  Ka. 
Hear  us.  while  wc  lift  to  - 

Hoi]'  chant  and  |»i 
1  LuEht  of  liEbn.  with  ti 
Liftoiiuslbylishtdivin 
And  let  charily  biniicn 

Bnuhe an  tahrr  t 
1  Light  oriiRhu,  whrn  : 
Let  it  chjte  aa  liii  forf[ivi 

t    Thre 
Dark  Jim 

Hoi"io  heaVole  p»uS. 

Rev.  Gilbert  Rorison,  LL.  D.,  made  a  col- 
lection of  hymns  in  i8jl  for  the  use  of  his 
own  congregation,  in  which  this  one  appeare. 
The  a\ithor  was  bom  in  Glasgow,  Scotland. 
Februarj-  7. 1821.  His  life  was  spent  in  Scot- 
land ;  educated  at  Glasgow  University,  he 
commenced  an  excellent  and  useful  ministry 
in  Aberdeenshire,  as  the  incumfient  of  St. 
Peter's  Episcopal  Church  in  Peterhead.  He 
died  at  Bridge  of  Allan.  October  11.  1869. 
This  hvmn  is  a  sufficient  monument  for  any 
man ;  it  is  full  of  reverent  devotion,  so  sim- 
ple, so  orthodox,  so  gentle  and  unaffected, 
that  it  commends  itself  directly  to  our  sym- 
pathies and  needs. 

09                         J"",  /fm^  Mrrni.  It,  J. 
icy  and  oi  DiJKhl, 
Ihe  life  and  I^M. 
___cher.  Infiniie— 


nd  of  hf, 


;.>th<T 


1S43.  their  hi 

ing.  they  sci:;f-i  -it  Torqu.iy.  .ir.»i  ;i\eil  there 
in  peace  for  sourtetn  years :  bv-.-»nd-bv  thev 
went  to  Bnght-'n  .»i;.vn.  where  k  List,  at  the 
great  ai^e  of  f;,;hty-t«o  ye.irs.  Mi>s  Llliott 
pas.'«d  away.  S^4>te:t'.;vr  ;;,  iS-|.  in  the  lull 
hope  and  mumph  I'i  t::c  S''*;*'^'  ^l*^  had  sun^ 
so  long. 


ankind  Ihe  I 


I  Strona  Creilor 
Humbled  to  a  nioT 
CaptitT.  beaten,  bi 


Rev,  Reginald  Heber.  D.  D.,  was  bom  at 
Malpas.  in  Cheshire,  England.  April  21, 1783. 
His  father  was  a  clergyman  of  the  Church  of 
England,  in  charge  of  the  parish  in  which  this 
child,  called  by  his  nsmc.  first  saw  the  light. 
The  bi>y  h.id  line  chances  for  education  in 
mmd  as  well  as  improvement  in  taste,  and 
early  displayed  niiirked  abilities  for  composi- 
tion. He  is  said  to  have  rendered  PJitrdrus 
into  verse  before  he  w.is  seven  \-ears  of  age. 
In  iSoo he  entered  Rr.-izenose  uolle^  Oifoni; 
there  he  tiyik  ptS^e  after  priie  during  a  most 
brilliant  career  of  !ite-ary  success.  Taking 
or.lers  in  the  ministri-  .is  his  calling  in  life,  he 
S-i;,m  prMching  .«  H.>.lnet  in  1807.  InlSiS 
he  vv.is  invited  to  the  im;vrtant  aoA    booor- 
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}    Oh  [  lei  my  haii.)  forgrt  licr  ni 
My  longuc  be  sllcnl,  cold,  and  sti 


ikm, 
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able  pulpit  of  Lincoln's  Inn,  London.  But 
the  next  year  he  was  appointed  Bishop  of  Cal- 
cutta, and  sailed  at  onCe  for  his  work  as  a 
missionarj-.  But  his  labor  was  brief ;  he  died 
April  3,  i8z6.  His  was  an  intense  life:  it 
has  moved  the  world :  but  it  was  only  a  few 
j-ears  in  length.  He  died  very  suddeuly ;  he 
hMl  been  busy  in  a  confirmation  service,  be- 
came heated  in  that  inhospitable  climate. 
and  was  found  dead  in  an  apoplectic  tit  in 
the  bath  to  which  he  had  gone.  This  hymn 
first  appeared  in  the  C/iri's/ian  Oisi-nu-r  in 
i8t  I.  It  was  usually  sung  on  Quinquagesima 
Sunday,  when  the  gospel  for  the  day  has  the 
account  of  Christ's  healing  of  the  blind  man 
Banimeus.  Certain  allusions  in  the  phrase- 
ology are  easily  traced  to  that  source. 

B6  ne  Mrrcy-Stal.  L.  H. 


brurt  Ibc  f 

Rev.  Hugh  Stowell,  the  author  of  this 
hymn,  afterward  known  as  Canon  Stowell,  of 
Chester  Cathedral,  was  for  awhile  the  popu- 
lar and  beloved  minister  of  Christ  Church. 
Salford.  He  was  the  son  of  a  clergyman, 
and  was  born  at  Douglas,  on  the  Isle  of^  Man, 
December  3,  1799.  A  volume  of  religious 
poetry  was  compiled  by  him  and  published  at 
Manchester,  in  England.  1831.  and  in  this 
appeared  the  familiar  hymn  which  has  made 
his  name  dear  all  round  the  world,  with  a 
few  others  of  his.  The  title  of  this  one  was 
■■  Peace  ai  the  Mercy-Heat."  It  had  been 
contributed  earliest  to  a  periodical,  The  Wht' 
lers  iVrea/h.  in  1827.  The  author  seems  to 
have  enjoyed  much  favor  and  success  in  his 
career.  In  1818  he  entered  St.  Edmund's 
Hall,  Oxford,  graduated  in  1822,  and  took 
orders  in  1823.  Kirst  as  a  curate  in  York- 
shire, then  as  Incumbent  of  St.  Stephen's 
Church,  Salford,  he  gathered  such  crowds  to 
hear  the  plain  truths  of  the  gospel  that  the 
people  cheerfully  gave  their  money  to  erect 
the  large  and  elegant  structure  of  Christ 
Church,  Salford.  in  which  delighted  thou- 
sands attended  his  ministry.  In  1845  he  was 
made  an  Honorary  Canon  of  Chester,  and 
afterward  Rural  Dean  of  Salford.  He  v.as 
an  enemy  to  Tractarianism,  and  a  sound 
Evangelical  Churchman.  He  also  wrote  the 
Jubilee  Hymn  for  the  British  and  Fori-ign 
Bible  Society,  He  died  at  Salford,  on  the 
Sabbath  day.'  October  8,  1865.  To  the  ques- 
tion put  to  him  in  his  verj'  last  moments.  "  Is 
Jesus  with  you  and  precious  to  you.'"  he 
answered  calmlv,  and  wiihoiit  anv  hesitation, 
■•  Yes ;  so  that  he  is  all  in  all  to  me." 
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Michael    Kruie,  the  author   of  this   hym 
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was  unfortunate  in  choosing  his  friends,  or 
else  he  was  betrayed  by  Rev.  John  Logan,  a 
minister  in  the  Scotch  Presbyterian  Church  of 
Leith,  who  had  been  his  intimate  in  college. 
This  plagiarist  seems  to  have  deliberately  set 
hb  name  to  some  of  Bruce 's  best  composi- 
tions, and  so  claimed  them  as  his  own.  A 
justification  of  the  matter  has  been  effected 
among  literary  people  in  these  late  years,  and 
it  is  now  admitted  everywhere  that  this,  which 
is  found  in  the  Paraphrases  of  Scripture  per- 
mitted to  be  used  in  connection  with  Rous' 
version  of  the  Psalms,  was  the  production  of 
Bruce  while  he  was  studying  for  the  ministry. 
He  was  born  at  KinnesswcKHJ,  in  the  county 
of  Kinross,  Scotland.  March  27,  1746.  In 
early  life  he  herded  cattle,  and  learned  his 
lessons  of  poetry  from  nature  directly.  He 
entered  colleEe,  a  very  poor  boy,  at  the.  age  of 
fifteen,  and  soon  was  on  the  regular  course  of 
He  hi 

...        ;  but 

salaries  were  small  in  the  rural  neighbor- 
hoods, living  was  rough  and  meager.  The 
young  man's  constitution  was  slender,  his 
health  suffered ;  rooms  were  damp  and  com- 
rades were  few,  He  broke  down  in  spirits 
and  in  strength.  His  chest  failed  him;  con- 
sumption did  its  work  speedily  and  relent- 
lessly. July  5,  1767,  he  died  at  Kinnesswood 
little  more  than  twenty-three  vears  old.  His 
life  was  sad,  his  heart  was  heavy ;  but  his 
faith  was  strong  and  his  hope  unfaltering. 
Under  the  piilow  he  died  upon  his  Bible  was 
found,  and  the  words  were  marked  in  Jer, 
12:10:  •■  Weep  ye  not  tor  the  dead,  neither 
bemoan  him;  but  weep  sore  for  him  that 
goeth  away  ;  for  he  shall  return  no  more,  nor 
see  his  native  country." 

98  Thr  Mrrcy-Sral.  L.  M. 

TherVlhcy  behold  Ihy  mcre)-»a'l ; 
Wlx^rc'er  ll»y  »ck  llwc  thou  ail  round. 


Lord's  presence  with  even  a  few  worsiiipers. 
As  we  sing  it,  our  minds  are  arrested  bv  the  su- 
preme ihoueht  of  the  wonderful  preciousness 
and  availableness  of  prayer  as  an  instrument 
of  communication  with  God.  What  could 
we  poor  mortals  do  without  it  here  on  the 
earth.*  In  one  of  the  public  gatherings  not 
many  months  ago  an  old  sailor  rose  to  make 
some  remarks.  He  said  :  "  One  of  our  boats 
was  dashed  to  pieces  at  sea ;  six  of  the  men 
clung  to  the  fragments ;  three  days  they  wete 
without  help  ;  for  we  in  the  distant  ship  could 
not  find  them.  They  told  us  afterward  that 
the  most  awful  and  lonely  thought  they  had 
in  those  dreadful  hours  was  that  they  could 
do  nothing  to  make  us  hear  them ;  and  that 
made  me  think  of  our  prayers  to  God:  what 
if  a  man  was  just  so  cut  off  that  he  could  not 
pray:  what  if,  when  we  were  floating  around 
on  this  mighty  oaean  of  peril,  we  had  no  voice 
that  could  be  sent  over  in  any  way  to  heaven  f 


O'l  RoiiiK,  inkv  thcE  to  Iheir  honi< 
C.ical  Shepherd  of  ihy  chosrn  fe 
kre  to  OUT  wnltinR  Imirt*  pniclaii 


When  the  prayer- meeting  at  (llney  was  re- 
moved to  a  larger  room,  William  Cowper 
wrote  this  hymn  to  be  sung  in  the  oi>ening 
service.  The  piece  was  afterward  published 
in  the  volume  of  Olney  Hymns.  1779.  It  is 
founded  upon  the  familiar  promise  of  the 


There  are  three  portraits  of  Cowper.  b)' 
three  distinguished  painters  i  Abbot.  Rom- 
ney.  and  SirThomas  Lawrence.  These  were 
all  taken  within  a  short  time.  That  by  Ab- 
bot, an  oil  painting,  was  taken  in  July,  1791, 
at  Weston:  that  by  Romney,  in  crayons<in 
August  and  September  of  the  same  year. 
when  the  poet  was  on  a  visit  to  Hpyl^.  at 
Eartham ;  and  that  by  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence, 
at  Weston,  in  October.  1793.  The  portrait 
which  is  most  familiarly  known,  having  been 
often  engrax'ed.  and  appearing  in  various  edi- 
tions of  the  poems,  was  painted  after  his 
death,  from  the  portraits  of  Abbot  and  L.aw- 
rence.  by  Jackson,  R,  A.,  and  is  now  in  the 
possession  of  Earl  Cowper,  at  p--"- 
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Hertfordshire.  The  artist  has  very  success- 
fully combined  the  characteristic  points  of  the 
portraits  taken  from  life,  and  ^ves  an  excel- 
fent  idea  of  the  poet  when  a  little  over  sixty 
years  of  age. 

Mr.  Jackson,  in  his  picture,  retained  the 
well-known  cap,  which  the  poet  was  accus- 
tomed to  wear  in  the  morning,  when  at  work, 
either  in  parlor  or  garden.  When  in  consul- 
tation with  Dean  Stanley  as  to  the  portrait  to 
be  chosen  for  the  stained  glass  memorial  win- 
dow in  Westminster  Abbsy  (the  gift  of  Mr. 
G.  W.  Childs,  of  Philadelphia),  the  Dean  said, 
**We  must  have  the  cap  at  all  events,  for 
everyone  knows  him  in  that  better  than  in  the 
wig. '  It  is  is  a  curious  head-dress,  but  it 
was  comfortable,  not  unbecoming,  and  it  was 
not  the  poet's  own  choosing ;  it  was  the  gift 
of  his  cousin.  Lady  Hesketh.  The  fact  is  im- 
mortalized in  the  lines  entitled  "  Gratitude  ": 

**  The  cap  that  50  stately  appeafs,  with  ribbon-bound 

tassel  on  high. 
Which  seems,  by  the  crest  that  it  rears,  ambitious  of 

brushing  the  sky ; 
This  cap  to  my  cousin  I  owe — she  gave  it,  and  gave 

me  beside. 
Wreathed  in  an  elegant  bow,  the  ribbon  with  which 

it  is  tied." 

So  we  see  that  CoN^'per,  along  with  his 
grateful  feeling  for  the  comfortable  head-dress, 
was  quite  aware  of  the  odd  appearance  of 
what  ne  thus  himiorously  describes.  Rom- 
ney  and  Lawrence  both  painted  him  in  this 
cap,  and  Jackson  very  wisely  adopted  it  in 
the  posthtunous  portrait. 

Over  almost  the  whole  life  of  W^illiam  Cow- 
per  hangs,  as  it  were,  a  deep  cloud  of  melan- 
choly. At  the  rare  intervals  when  the  black- 
ness of  darkness  departed,  he  wrote  with  sin- 
gular facility,  quite  voluminously  also,  and 
with  an  originality  and  naturalness  which 
opened  up  a  new  era  in  English  literature. 

This  distinguished  poet  was  bom,  Novem- 
ber 26,  1 73 1, at  Berkhampstead,  Hertfordshire. 
He  was  the  son  of  a  clergyman  of  good  fam- 
ily, his  granduncle  being  Lord  Chancellor 
Cowper.  Unfortunately  for  the  happiness  of 
his  future  youth  and  manhood,  the  timid  child 
lost  his  mother  at  the  age  of  six.  At  an  early 
age  he  was  removed  from  a  countr>'  school 
and  sent  to  Westminster  School,  where  he  was 
goaded  almost  to  madness  by  the  usage  he 
received  from  the  rougher  and  less  sensitive 
boys.  This  is  well  reflected  in  the  tone  of 
the  Tirocinium.  Speaking  of  this  period,  he 
says  himself :  "  Day  and  night  I  was  upon  the 
rack ;  lying  down  m  horror  and  rising  up  in 
despair."  After  he  left  school  he  was  articled 
to  an  attorney  and  spent  three  years  in  his 
office :  after  which  he  entered  himself  of  the 
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Middle  Temple.  An  appointment  received 
by  him  through  the  influence  of  his  uncle,  as 
clerk  of  the  Journals  of  the  House  of  Lords, 
so  wrought  upon  him  from  first  to  last  as  to 
drive  him  actually  insane.  In  the  well-man- 
aged asylum  of  Dr.  Cotton  he  recovered  his 
health.  Returning  to  Huntingdon,  he  became 
acquainted  with  the  family  of  the  Unwins, 
who  devoted  a  great  deal  of  care  to  make  his 
lot  tolerable.  Regular  in  all  his  habits,  de- 
vout, honest,  pure,  with  a  conscience  void  of 
offence  both  toward  God  and  man,  he  had 
the  impression  that  he  was  one  of  those  who 
could  not  be  saved — a  morbid  belief  which 
never  quite  forsook  him. 

When  Unwin  died  Cowper  removed  with 
Mrs.  Unwin  to  Olney.  Here  he  formed  two 
lasting  friendships — one  with  the  Rev.  John 
Newton  and  the  other  with  Lady  Austen.  He 
died  at  East  Dereham,  Norfolk,  April  25, 1800. 

99  "  What  Thou  IViU:'  L.  M. 

And  dost  thou  say,  "  Ask  what  thou  wilt "? 
Lord.  I  would  seize  the  golden  hour: 

1  pray  to  be  released  from  guilt, 

And  freed  from  sin  and  Satan's  power. 

2  More  of  thy  presence,  Lord,  impart ; 
More  of  thine  image  let  me  bear: 

Erect  thy  throne  within  my  heart, 
And  reign  without  a  rival  there. 

3  Give  me  to  read  my  pardon  sealed, 
And  from  Ihy  jov  to  draw  my  strength: 

Oh !  be  thy  boundless  love  revealed 
In  all  its  height  and  breadth  and  length. 

4  Grant  these  requests — I  axk  no  more, 
But  to  thy  care  the  rest  resign; 

Sick,  or  in  nealth,  or  rich,  or  poor, 
All  shall  be  well  if  thou  art  mine. 

It  would  seem  ver\'  easy  to  find  any  one  of 
John  Newton's  poetical  pieces,  and  especially 
any  one  of  the  hymns  he  gave  to  the  worship 
of  the  churches.  But  this  one  went  for  many 
years  without  credit  to  anybody;  and  yet 
there  it  was  all  the  time  in  the  Olnev  Hymns, 
Book  I.,  No.  32.  It  appears  with  eight  stan- 
zas, from  which  those  in  use  at  present  are 
selected.  It  has  a  text  from  i  Kings  3 : 5 
annexed  to  it. 

100  Rftirrmrnt.  C.  M. 

I  LovK  to  steal  awhile  away 

From  every  cumbering  care. 
And  spend  the  hours  of  setting  day 

In  humble,  giateful  prayer. 

3    I  love  in  solitude  to  shed 

The  penitential  tear. 
And  all  his  promises  to  plead. 

Where  none  but  God  can  hear. 

3  I  love  to  tliiiik  on  mercies  past, 
And  future  good  implore, 

And  all  my  cares  and  sorrows  cast 
On  him  whom  I  adore. 

4  I  love  by  faith  to  take  a  view 
Of  brighter  scenes  in  heaven  ; 

The  prospect  doth  my  strcnjph  renew, 
While  here  by  temjK*sts  driven. 
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and  so  it  came  lo  Mr.  Nettleton,  who  after- 
ward applied  to  her  for  some  few  more  tif  the 
same  sort.  She  furnished  two  or  three,  tut 
they  were  less  valuable  than  the  first  one,  and 
needed  modification.  She  once  wrote  that 
when  her  spot  among  the  trees  was  broken 
up  she  often  "  thouifht  Satan  had  tried  his 
prevent  |herj  from  prayer  bydepriiing 
if  a  place  to  pray."  Whether  this  was 
true  or  not.  her  later  poetry  did  not  fullill  the 
promise  of  this  hymn  by  which  she  is  best 
known.  She  lived  at  Monson.  Mass.,  sybse- 
quently.  where  Nettleton  says  he  formerly 
foimd  her  "  in  a  verj-  humble  cottage  ;"  then 
removed  to  Henty.  III.,  and  there  she  died, 
October  lo,  1861.  and  was  buried  at  Monson 
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Mrs.  Phabe  Hinsdale  Brown  was  the  daugh- 
ter of  George  Hinsdale,  and  was  born  at 
Canaan,  N.  V.,  May  1,  [783.  In  reply  to  a 
question  addressed  to  her  by  Rev.  Elias  Na- 
son,  she  answered  :  "  As  to  my  history,  it 
is  soon  told :  a  sinner  saved  by  grace  and 
sanctified  by  trials."  An  orphan  at  two  years 
of  ajte.  she  came  upon  the  world  in  a  some- 
what poverty-stricken  plight,  and  had  to  meet 
its  rough  ways  as  best  she  could.  She  did 
not  learn  to  read  until  she  was  eighteen  years 
old,  and  it  is  rec()rded  that  she  never  had 
more  than  three  months'  schooling  in  the 
whole  of  her  life.  Timothy  H.  Brown,  a 
houst-painter.  married  the  affectionate  and 
faithful  creature,  and  she  went  to  live  in  El- 
linKt<)n,  'r()lland  County.  Conn.  She  was  po- 
etic by  temperament,  dreamy,  a  lover  of  na- 
ture, and  deeplyreligious.  Her  life  was  hard. 
her  children  were  fretful,  neighbors  could  not 
understand  her  when  she  went  away  into  an 
adjacent  grove  lo  l>e  by  herself  and  pray. 
(iossips  gave  other  reasons.  Then  she  some- 
how comprised  a  poem  in  nine  simple  stan- 
zas, entitling  it  ■■  An  Apology  for  my  Twilight 
Rambles.  Addressed  to  a  Ladv."  This  bears 
date  of  Ellington,  August,  181^."  This  hymn, 
as  it  now  generally  appears,  was  published  in 
Village  Hymns,  compiled  by  Nettleton. 

She  afterward  told  a  friend  that  the  piece 
was  kept  in  a  portfolio  for  a  long  time,  and 
probably  Rev.  Lavius  Hyde  got  hold  ol  it. 


Prayn  Hai  Pourr. 

Itimtt  an  far*thBt  De>«  shuti 
»'hen  sink  the  bclDH  oriiEhl. 

Whrn  human  strenRlh  Kivrs  wi 


i9  nilcd  wilh  aiisel  long 
v«  is  throned  oo  liij[h. 


Rev.  James  Cowden  Wallace  was  a  Uni- 
tarian minister,  born  at  Dudley,  in  England. 
about  the  year  1793.  He  was  settled  in  the 
pastorate  hrsc  In  Totnes  in  1824.  and  after- 
wards at  Wareham.  where  he  died  in  1841. 
He  wrote  manv  poems  and  other  pieces  for 
the  Monthly  Reposilory.  The  name  of  this 
author  has  in  several  critical  volumes  been 
given  as  John  Aikman  Wallace,  and  he  has 
been  announced  as  a  clergyman  of  the  Pres- 
byterian Free  Church  in  Scotland ;  both  of 
these  statements  are  mistaken. 

This  hymn  is  suggested  by  the  inspired 
\-erse :  "  Behold,  he  that  keepeth  Israel  shall 
neither  slumber  nor  sleep."  It  is  worth  while 
to  give  a  thought  like  that  fixed  lodgment  in 
our  hearts :  it  is  very  wonderful.  Sleep  is  a 
concession  to  human  weakness  and  frailty.  It 
is  of  necessity  that  things  which  wear  out 
should  have  lime  to  recuperate.  But  a  frigfit- 
ful  part  of  our  lives  is  lost  in  such  a  waste  of 
the  hours  of  night  after  night  for  three-score 
years  and  ten.  Sleep  is  of  the  earth,  earthy. 
It  is  nut  needed  in  heaven :  it  is  ntH  pcnnit- 
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ted  in  hell ;  we  shall  g^ow  happier  when  we 
are  rid  of  it.  God  never  has  needed  anything 
of  that  kind ;  the  inspired  singer  has  told  us 
that  twice  in  one  psalm  of  only  eight  verses. 
Jiving  two  of  them  to  the  reiteration  of  the 
sentiment.  "  The  Lord  is  thy  keeper :  the 
Lord  is  thy  shade  upon  thy  right  hand.  The 
sun  shall  not  smite  thee  by  day.  nor  the  moon 
by  night.  The  Lord  shall  preserve  thee  from 
all  evil :  he  shall  preserve  thy  soul.  He  will 
not  suffer  thy  foot  to  be  moved  :  he  that  keep- 
cth  thee  will  not  slumber." 

1 02  "  Two  or  Three.*'  C.  M. 

Wherever  two  or  three  may  meet 

To  worship  in  thy  name, 
Bending  beneath  thy  mercy-seat, 

This  promise  they  may  claim  : — 

2  Jesus  in  love  will  condescend 
To  bless  the  hallowed  place  ; 

The  Saviour  will  himselt  attend, 
And  show  his  smiling  face. 

3  How  bright  the  assurance !  gracious  Lord, 
Fountain  of  peace  and  love, 

Fulfill  to  us  thy  precious  word, 
Thy  loving-kindness  prove. 

Thomas  Hastings,  Mus,  Doc.,  gave  this 
hymn  in  manuscript  to  the  compiler  of  Songs 
far  ike  Sanctuary,  in  which  it  was  first  pub- 
lished in  1865.  It  chose  its  theme  from  Matt. 
18 :  20.  Half  a  score  of  the  sacred  poets  have 
taken  the  same  text  for  their  inspiration; 
Cowper  and  Wesley,  Fawcett  and  Kelly, 
Watts  and  Carlyle,  Newton  and  Anne  Steele, 
have  in  turn  clung  to  the  verse  and  pressed 
the  argument  contained  in  it.  Matthew  Hen- 
ry once  j^ve  the  counsel  that  always  ought  to 
be  kept  m  remembrance  by  devout  and  affec- 
tionate souls.  "  Whatever  God  gives  you  in  a 
promise,"  said  he,  "  be  sure  to  send  back  to 
him  in  a  prayer." 

103  Thf  Mercy-Seat.  C.  M. 

Dear  Father,  to  thy  mercy-seat 

My  soul  for  shelter  flies ; 
'T  is  here  I  And  a  safe  retreat 

When  storms  and  tempests  rise. 

a    My  cheerful  hope  can  never  die, 

If  thou,  my  God,  art  near ; 
Thy  firace  can  raise  my  comforts  high. 

And  banish  every  fear. 

3  ^*y  Rr^at  Protector  and  my  Lord, 
Thy  constant  aid  impart : 

Oh,  let  thy  kind,  thy  gracious  word 
Sustain  my  trembling  heart ! 

4  Oh,  never  let  my  soul  remove 
From  this  divine  retreat ! 

Still  let  me  trust  thy  power  and  love, 
And  dwell  beneath  thy  feet. 

This  hymn,  written  by  Miss  Anne  Steele, 
and  included  in  the  volume  she  published  un- 
der the  name  of  "Theodosia,  1760,  is  re- 
markable for  the  power  it  wields  over  our 
deepest  sympathies ;  its  very  simplicity  is  its 
charm.      Cyprian,  the  ancient  father  in  the 


Church,  whose  name  has  been  held  reverently 
in  the  memory  of  Christendom  since  the  day 
when  first  he  made  Africa  illustrious  nearly 
sixteen  centuries  ago,  has  beautifully  de- 
scribed the  benefit  and  delight  which  he  found 
in  retired  prayer  and  meditation :  **  That  no 
profane  listener  may  hinder  my  musings,  and 
no  domestic  clamor  drown  them,  I  withdraw 
to  a  recess  in  the  neighboring  solitude,  where 
the  creeping  tendrils  of  the  young  vines  form 
a  shady  arbor,  liehold  !  there  I  obtain  a  feel- 
ing of  truth  which  learning  could  not  give, 
and  drink  in,  from  the  quick  impartings  of 
divine  grace,  stores  of  heavenly  thought  which 
long  years  of  study  could  never  supply." 

104  "  iVeary,  Heavy  LacUn  "  C.  M. 

Approach,  my  soul!  the  mercy-seat 

Where  Jesus  answers  prayer ; 
There  humbly  fall  before  his  feet, 

For  none  can  perish  there. 

2  Thv  promise  is  my  only  plea. 
With  this  I  venture  nigh: 

Thou  callest  burdened  souls  to  thee, 
And  such,  O  Lord  I  am  I. 

3  Bowed  down  beneath  a  load  of  sin, 
By  Satan  sorely  pressed  : 

By  war  without  and  fears  within, 
I  come  to  thee  for  rest. 

4  Be  thou  my  shield  and  hiding-place. 
That,  sheltered  near  thy  side, 

I  may  my  fierce  accuser  lace. 
And  tell  him— thou  hast  died. 

5  Oh,  wondrous  Love — to  bleed  and  die. 
To  bear  the  cross  and  shame. 

That  guilty  sinners,  such  as  I, 
Might  plead  thy  gracious  name  I 

This  is  by  Rev.  John  Newton,  and  in  the 
Olney  Hymns  it  is  No.  12  of  Book  III.  The 
hymn  just  previous  to  this  in  that  collection  is 
entitled,  "  The  Effort,"  and  begins  with  the 
line,  "  Cheer  up,  my  soul,  there  is  a  mercy- 
seat."  This  is  entitled  **  The  Effort ;  in  anoth- 
er measure."     It  consists  of  six  stanzas. 

Some  commentators  have  seemed  to  find 
here  the  evidence  of  George  Herbert's  influ- 
ence upon  Newton's  composition.  It  is  true 
that  Herbert  was  a  great  favorite  with  both 
of  the  Olney  poets;  but  I  cannot  connect 
such  a  strain  of  deep  penitence  and  humble 
pleading  for  pardon  with  so  quiet  and  medi- 
tative a  model.  To  me  it  appears  like  one  of 
those  cries  of  this  man's  soul  out  of  the  depths 
in  which  it  lay  during  the  early  years  of  his 
exf)erience.  There  are  other  hymns,  evident- 
ly composed  in  much  more  assured  and  joy- 
ful periods  of  his  history.  When  the  stor>'  of 
his  association  with  William  Cowper  opened, 
and  those  dear  intimacies  began  in  the  Olney 
parsonage,  his  song  rose  to  the  heights  of 
serene  confidence  and  joy.  Most  of  us  who 
take  these  matchless  lyrics  on  our  lips  find  we 
have  use  for  them  all  in  our  penitence  and  in 
our  pardon. 
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105  G^^'  33:26. 

Lord  I  I  cannot  let  thee  go 
Till  a  blessing  thou  bestow  ; 
Do  not  turn  away  thy  face, 
Mine 's  an  urgent,  pressing  case. 

2  Once  a  sinner,  near  despair, 
Sought  thy  mercy-seal  by  prayer ; 
Mercy  heard  ana  set  him  free — 
Lord !  that  mercy  came  to  me. 

3  Many  days  have  passed  since  then, 
Many  changes  I  have  seen  ; 

Yet  have  been  upheld  till  now  ; 
Who  could  hold  me  up  but  thou  ? 

4  Thou  hast  helped  in  every  need— 
This  emboldens  me  to  plead  ; 
After  so  much  mercy  past. 

Canst  thou  let  me  sink  at  last  ? 

K    No — I  must  maintain  my  hold  ; 
'T  is  thy  goodness  makes  me  bold ; 
I  can  no  denial  take, 
Since  1  plead  for  Jesus'  sake. 

This  hymn  by  Rev.  John  Newton  may  prof- 
itably be  compared  with  the  magnificent  poem 
of  Charles  Wesley  known  as  "Wrestling 
Jacob."  Both  are  founded  upon  the  experi- 
ence of  the  patriarch  at  Penuel  {Gtn.  32  :  26). 
This  one  in  particular  pictures  to  us  the 
matchless  mercy  of  God.  We  can  talk  to 
him  in  our  own  plain,  artless,  unconstrained 
way,  and  he  takes  pleasure  in  listening  to  us. 
Here,  in  the  inspired  history,  a  poor  mortal  of 
no  higher  fame  or  name  than  a  herdsman 
had  power  to  prevail  in  a  contest  for  a  bless- 
ing with  the  omnipotent  God,  and  received  a 
new  name  as  a  princely  prevailer  with  the 
Highest. 

There  is  no  hope  of  advantage  in  any  at- 
tempt to  follow  up  this  mere  historic  incident 
as  a  fact.  When  the  wrestle  ends  that  ends 
its  instruction.  But  this  was  no  ordinary 
part  of  Jacob's  biography.  It  is  evident  that 
It  was  so  truly  intended  to  be  an  emblem  of 
wistful  and  importunate  supplication  that  the 
prophet  Hosea  was  inspired,  full  a  thousand 
years  afterward,  to  suggest  its  interpretation. 
The  Christian  Church  has  taken  it  up  at  once ; 
and  now  the  expression,  "  wrestling  with  the 
angel  of  the  covenant,"  is  as  familiar  as  any 
of  our  household  words  the  world  over. 
*'  Yea,  he  had  power  over  the  angel,  and  pre- 
vailed ;  he  wept,  and  made  supplication  unto 
him ;  he  found  him  in  Bethel,  and  there  he 
spake  with  us ;  even  the  Lord  God  of  hosts ; 
the  Lord  is  his  memorial." 


3  When  our  earthly  comforts  &il. 
When  the  foes  oHife  prevail, 

*T  is  the  time  for  earnest  prayer ; 
God  is  present  everywhere. 

4  Then,  my  soul,  in  every  strait, 
To  th^  Father  come,  and  wait ; 
He  will  answer  every  prayer: 
Gk>d  is  present  everywhere. 

Oliver  H olden,  to  whom  this  hymn  is  now 
credited,  was  known  more  widely  by  his  mu- 
sic than  by  his  poetry.  He  was  a  carpenter 
by  trade,  but,  fond  of  music,  he  became  a 
composer  and  at  last  a  teacher.  With  us  he 
has  his  immortality  in  the  tune  Coronation. 
He  issued  at  least  six  collections  of  tunes, 
and  it  is  claimed  that  he  published  a  volume 
of  poetry  containing  some  of  his  own  hymns ; 
but  the  book  cannot  now  be  found.  Some 
writers  who  are  to  be  trusted  declare  that  this 
piece  has  been  altered  from  a  long  meter  hav- 
mg  six  stanzas,  commencing :  "  All  those  who 
seek  a  throne  of  g^ace,"  and  marked  there,  as 
are  a  few  others,  with  the  initial  "  H."  Oliycr 
H olden  was  born  at  Shirley,  Mass..  Septem- 
ber 18,  1765,  and  died  at  Charlestown,  Mass., 
September  4,  1844.  The  hymn  suggests  a 
season  of  quiet  and  grateful  devotion  after 
trouble,  when  a  believer  longs  to  tell  his  love 
and  gratitude  away  from  all  public  demon- 
stration, it  makes  us  think  of  the  incident 
related  long  ago  of  Grant  Thorbum.  His 
building  had  been  saved  from  absolute  confla- 
gration by  miracles  of  daring  and  patience  in 
fighting  with  fire.  One  of  the  bystanders 
told  that  modest  man :  '*  Why,  my  dear  sir, 
you  now  ought  to  kneel  down  here  on  the 
pavement  and  thank  God  for  your  deliver- 
ance !"  But  with  his  usual  diffidence  he  re- 
plied, almost  in  a  whisper :  **  Tut,  tut !  neigh- 
bor ;  such  things  would  be  better  done  after- 
ward in  ones  private  chamber,  and  with  the 
door  shut !" 


106  God  Evfrywherf. 

They  who  seek  the  throne  of  grace 
Find  that  throne  in  every  place  ; 
If  we  live  a  life  of  prayer, 
God  is  present  ever>-where. 

2    In  our  sickness  and  our  health. 
In  our  want,  or  in  our  wealth. 
If  we  look  to  God  in  prayer, 
God  is  present  ever>where. 


f07  Quiet  Communion.  7s. 

Stealing  from  the  world  away, 
We  are  come  to  seek  thy  face  ; 

Kindly  meet  us,  Lord,  we'pray, 
Grant  us  thy  reviving  grace. 

2  Yonder  stars  that  gild  the  skv 
Shine  but  with  a  borrowed  light ; 

We,  unless  thy  light  be  nigh. 
Wander,  wrapt  in  gloomy  night. 

3  Sun  of  Righteousness !  dispel 
All  our  darkness,  doubts,  and  fears : 

May  thy  light  within  us  dwell, 
Till  eternal  day  appears. 

7s.  4    Warm  our  hearts  in  prayer  and  praise, 

Lift  our  every  thought  above ; 
Hear  the  grateful  songs  we  raise, 
Fill  us  with  thy  perfect  love. 

From  the  date  of  its  first  publication  this 
hymn  of  Dr.  Ray  Palmer  has  been  popular 
and  useful.  It  was  written  in  New  Haven,  in 
1834,  and  the  text  of  Scripture  annexed  to  it 
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is  Psalm  36  -.9.  It  resembles  in  its  sentiment, 
though  it  scarcely  equals  it  in  its  strength, 
another  hymn  by  the  same  author,  **  Away 
from  earth  my  spirit  turns."  When  a  New 
England  man,  bom  in  a  village,  and  trained 
by  religious  parents  as  a  true  son  of  the  soil, 
reads  such  a  poem  as  this,  the  picture  is  sim- 
ple and  suggestive.  Reminiscences  of  early 
days  render  the  stanzas  in  turn  as  pathetic  as 
they  are  picturesque.  There  is  in  the  hymn 
the  indescribable  quietness  and  humility  of  a 
prayer-meeting,  gathering,  according  to  the 
ordinary  appointment,  **  in  the  vestry  at  early 
candle-light,"  as  it  used  to  be  announcea. 
Then  the  fathers  and  mothers  and  children, 
one  by  one,  would  '*  steal "  forth  with  their 
candles  and  their  Village  Hymns.  Those 
were  grand  old  days!  Such  customs  made 
g[reat  men  and  noble  women.  That  training 
told  in  the  after  years.  Some  of  that  genera- 
tion love  to  look  back  for  encouragement  and 
strength  now. 

108  A  Prayer  in  Need.  71. 

CoMK.  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare, 
Jesus  loves  to  answer  prayer ; 
He  himself  has  bid  thee  pray, 
Therefore  will  not  say  thee  nay. 

2  With  my  burden  I  begin! 
Lord  I  remove;  this  load  of  sin  ; 
Let  thy  blood,  for  sinners  spilt, 
Set  my  conscience  free  from  guilt. 

3  Lord  !  I  come  to  thee  for  rest ; 
Take  possession  of  my  breast ; 

There  thv  blood-bought  right  maintain, 
And,  without  a  rival,  reign. 

4  While  I  am  a  pilgritn  here, 
Let  thy  love  my  spirit  cheer  ; 

As  my  Guide,  my  Guard,  my  Friend, 
Lead  me  to  my  journey's  end. 

5  Show  me  what  1  have  to  do, 
Every  hour  my  strength  renew ; 
Let  me  live  a  life  of  faith, 

Let  me  die  thy  people's  death. 

This  is  another  of  Rev.  John  Newton's  con- 
tributions to  the  Olney  Hymns,     It  is  No.  31 
of  Book  I.     There  it  has  seven  stanzas,  and  is 
founded  upon  i  Kings  3:5.     It  owes  some- 
thing of  the  modem  revival  of  its  popularity 
from  the  use  Rev.  C.  H.  Spurgeon  was  wont 
to  make  of  it  in  divine  service.     It  is  said  he 
was  long  accustomed  to  have  one  or   more 
stanzas  of  it  softly  chanted  just  before  the 
principal  prayer.      In  this  way  many  addi- 
tional thousands  of  people  became  familiar 
with  its  words,  and  so  learned  to  love  it.     It 
is  peculiar  in  that  it  fastens  a  devout  man's 
attention  upon  preparation  for  an  approach  to 
the  mercy-seat,  as  well  as  upon  the  petitions 
he  proposes  to  offer  there.     The  exercises  of 
one's  soul  preliminary  to  prayer  are  important, 
and  in  a  great  measure  essential  to  the  rever- 
ence of  the  devotion.    One  of  the  finest  inci- 


dental revelations  of  character  found  in  all 
the  Bible  history  is  that  which  is  discovered 
in  the  narrative  of  Joseph  while  in  Kgypt. 
Pharaoh  suddenly  sent  for  him ;  and  tiiough 
this  young  man  must  have  known  now  that 
his  fortune  was  made,  and  though  he  longed 
inexpressibly  to  get  out  of  the  filthy  dungeon, 
he  was  of  too  decent  a  turn  of  mind  to  rush 
into  the  king's  presence  without  care.  He 
made  all  the  retinue  wait  for  him  outside, 
though  they  came  **  hastily  ";  he  would  not  be 
hurried  into  indecorousness  of  behavior;  he 
"  shaved  himself,  and  changed  his  raiment, 
and  came  in  unto  Pharaoh."  We  need  to 
pray  for  better  gift  at  prayer. 

**  It  is  harder,"  so  remarked  the  pious  Gur- 
nall,  '*  to  get  the  great  bell  up  than  to  ring  it 
when  raised."  Ejaculatory  prayer  is  useful ; 
but  there  is  need  of  set  seasons  likewise.  **  A 
large  part  of  my  time,"  wrote  McCheyne,  *'  is 
spent  just  in  getting  my  heart  in  tune  to 
pray."  The  stringing  of  the  bow  and  the 
notching  of  the  arrow  have  much  to  do  with 
the  success  of  the  archer's  shot ;  and  it  is  not 
wise  to  be  headlong. 

109  Redeeming  Love.  7s. 

SwBBT  the  time,  exceeding  sweet ! 
When  the  saints  together  meet, 
When  the  Saviour  is  the  theme, 
When  they  joy  to  sing  of  him. 

3    Sing  we  then  eternal  love, 
Such  as  did  the  Father  move: 
He  beheld  the  world  undone. 
Loved  the  world,  and  gave  his  Son. 

3  Sing  the  Son's  amazing  love — 
How  he  left  the  realms  above, 
Took  our  nature  and  our  place, 
Lived  and  died  to  save  our  race. 

4  Sing  we,  too,  the  Spirit's  love ; 
With  our  stubborn  hearts  he  strove, 
Filled  our  minds  with  grief  and  fear, 
Brought  the  precious  Savi«»ur  near. 

5  Sweet  the  place,  exceeding  sweet. 
Where  the  saints  in  glorv  meet ; 
Where  the  Saviour  's  still  the  theme, 
Where  they  see  and  sing  of  him. 

Most  ministers,  even  of  modern  times,  have 
in  their  libraries  the  V^illage  Sermons  of  Rev. 
George  Burder.  The  volume  was  published 
in  1 794,  and  has  continued  to  have  a  prosper- 
ous sale  down  to  the  present  day.  The  au- 
thor was  born  in  London,  June  5,  1752.  The 
early  tastes  of  the  child  were  imaginative  and 
poetic,  and  he  showed  skill  in  drawing;  in- 
deed, he  studied  for  a  while  at  the  Royal 
Academy,  and  planned  to  be  an  artist.  He 
gave  up  this  ambition,  however,  at  the  age  of 
twenty-three,  having  been  converted  under 
the  preaching  of  WhitefieUi.and  became  con- 
nected with  the  Tabernacle  Church.  He  soon 
began  to  preach,  and  was  ordained  to  the 
ministry  of  the  Congregational  body  in  1778. 
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He  was  an  Independent  pastor  at  first  at  Lan- 
caster, then  at  Coventrj-  (or  twenty  years,  and 
ultimately  at  Fetter  Lane  in  London,  where 
he  died.  May  29,  1832.  He  was  busy  with 
his  |>en  all  his  life,  contributing  to  the  religious 
periodicals  and  issuing  volumes  of  his  own. 
In  [799  he  was  with  others  instrumental  in 
founding  the  Religious  Tract  Society.  While 
he  was  preaching  at  Fetter  Lane  he  became 
the  secretary  of  the  London  Missionary  So- 
ciety, and  shortly  after  this  he  aided  in  the 
establishment  of  the  British  and  Foreign  Bi- 
ble Society.  In  1784  he  published  a  SuppU- 
meiil  to  Walls,  which  collection  «ent  through 
fifty  editions :  this  contained  four  hymns  of 
his  composition.  He  was  an  excellent,  indus- 
trious, and  devoted  Christian,  preaching,  half 
blind  and  infirm,  until  three  months  before 
his  death  at  eighty  years  of  age. 

110  ■■  Th,  Sactfd  Fire."  CM. 


longer,  but  all  needing  to  be  tuned  o 
ally  and  struck  in  their  appropriate  turn. 
Those  old  rabbinical  writers  also  reported 
that  Uavid  when  at  the  height  of  hb  success 
as  a  sweet  singer  of  Israel  l^d  an  seolian  harp 
placed  in  his  palace  in  such  a  way  that  it 
might  be  moved  to  music  by  the  wind  which 
in  the  night  came  to  its  strings.  Then,  as  he 
heard  its  mysterious  strains,  he  would  arise 
from  his  couch  and  compose  a  psalm  of  praise 
to  Jehovah.  We  need  not  try  to  be  respon- 
sible for  the  facts  stated  and  assumed  in  thcfe 
ancient  comments  on  the  \\'ord  of  God ;  but 
the  ngure  is  quaintly  apt  as  a  description  of 
inspiration. 

Rev.  Benjamin  Beddome  was  an  English 
Baptist  clergyman,  born  at  Henley-in-Arden, 
in  Warwickshire,  January  23.  1717.  In  early 
life  he  was  apprenticed  to  a  surgeon ;  but  he 
removed  with  his  parents  to  Bristol,  where  his 
father  was  pastor  of  Pithay  Church,  and  after- 
ward he  became  a  preacher,  went  to  London 
for  a  while,  and  then  was  chosen  to  be  the 
pastor  of  the  church  at  Bourlon-on-the- Wa- 
ter in  Gloucestershire,  at  which  work  he  con- 
tinued until  his  death,  September  3,  1795. 
He  wrote  830  hymns,  but  only  a  few  of  them 
have  survived.  This  one  is  a  fair  example  of 
his  style ;  it  is  plain,  didactic,  often  as  com- 
monplace as  a  definition  in  the  dictionary ;  he 
is  said  to  have  written  it  in  1749,  after  an  ill- 
ness. James  Montgomery,  in  his  introduc- 
tion to  the  Ckrislian  PsalmisI,  did  all  that 
could  be  done  as  a  commendation  when  he 
said  he  found  Beddome 's  verses  "  very  agree- 
able as  well  as  impressive,  being,  for  tne  most 
pan.  brief  and  fitting."  and  when  he  declared 
that  some  had  "  the  terseness  and  simplicity 
of  the  Greek  epigram." 

I  (  I  Rrl.vrmrnL  C.  U. 


I    II  Elves  the  hi 
Yields  comron  in 


And  bcautv  In  ■  tar. 

Toluve  hb  wnmssunpNe'l. 

Since  he  lor  linticrs  intt'r.-cilirs 

Wlm  once  for  Bmiiei^<lir<l. 

We  are  told  in  the  Tri-asur.-x  of  the  Tal- 
■nuil  that  the  hean  of  devout  believers  is  like 
t  harp  of  many  strings,  some  shorter,  some 


The  biogra|>hy  of  William  Cowper  has  for 
its  frontispiece  a  picture  c()nsisting  of  sei-en 
small  views.  descril>ing  his  life  to  one's  e)-e  as 
it  must  have  appeared  during  the  period  in 
which  this  hymn  was  wrAien.     His  health  was 
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measurably  restored.  He  took  a  short  jour- 
ney out  of  his  habit ;  he  was  in  an  intelligent 
and  almost  a  happy  frame  of  mind.  In  the 
village  of  Huntingdon  he  found  congenial 
rest.  His  life  was  distinctly  associated  with 
thai  of  John  Newton,  his  dear  friend  in  whose 
parish  he  had  spent  so  much  time  that  the 
church  and  the  parsonage  at  Olney  seemed 
almost  like  his  own.  He  had  his  hares  and 
his  devoted  comrades  and  his  writing  friends. 
His  correspondence  was  singularly  full ;  and 
his  spirits  were  so  cheerful  that  the  letters 
have  entered  into  English  literature.  And 
while  resting  he  waited  upon  God.  He  at- 
tended church  for  the  first  time  in  two  years. 
Before  service  he  found  a  quiet  nook  among 
the  trees,  and  praved  with  all  the  fervor  of  a 
joyous  heart.  After  he  came  home  he  went 
out  to  it  again.  He  artlessly  relates  the  story 
of  his  experience :  "  How  shall  I  express  what 
the  Lord  did  for  me,  except  by  saying  that  he 
made  all  his  goodness  to  pass  before  me !" 
This  was  the  hymn  that  William  Wilberforce 
used  frequently  to  repeat  to  himself  in  his 
most  exciting  histories  as  a  public  man,  calm- 
ing himself  with  the  thought  of  the  true 
**  peace  of  God." 

112  *•  Behold  He  Prays:'  C.  M. 

Pravrr  is  the  soul's  sincere  desire, 

Uttered  or  unexpressed ; 
The  motion  of  a  hidden  fire 

That  trembles  in  the  breast. 

a    Prayer  is  the  burden  of  a  sigh, 

The  falling  of  a  tear, 
The  upwarcTglancing  of  an  eye, 

When  none  but  (>od  is  near. 

3  Prayer  is  the  simplest  form  of  speech 
That  infant  lips  can  try ; 

Prayer  the  sublimest  strains  that  reach 
The  Majesty  on  high. 

4  Prayer  is  the  Christian's  vital  breath, 
The  Christian's  native  air: 

His  watchword  at  the  gates  of  death- 
He  enters  heaven  with  prayer. 

5  Prayer  is  the  contrite  sinner's  voice, 
Returning  from  his  ways ; 

While  angels  in  their  songs  rejoice. 
And  cry—'*  Behold  he  prays  !" 

6  O  thon,  by  whom  we  come  to  God — 
The  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way— 

The  path  of  prayer  thyself  hast  trod  ; 
Lord  !  teach  us  how  to  pray. 

James  Montgomery  told  his  friends,  with 
whom  he  was  sometimes  in  rare  moments  of 
intimacy  wont  to  speak  of  his  own  literary 
productions  frankly,  that  he  had  received  a 
great  many  testimonials  of  approval  in  respect 
to  this  piece  of  poetry.  This  fact  is  the  more 
interesting  to  us  just  now,  because  the  cry  is 
raised  that  the  verses  are  not  to  be  reckoned 
at  all  as  constituting  a  l\Tic  song  to  be  sung, 
but  a  poetic  definition  to  be  read  in  one's  soli- 
tude as  an  encouragement  to  prayer.    \'et  the 


author  included  it  among  his  hymns  in  the 
volume  bearing  the  name ;  he  added,  how- 
ever, the  Hnal  stanza  in  order  to  give  it  a  for- 
mal address  to  God,  and  so  fit  it  to  the  exi- 
gencies of  public  service.  It  has  been  ac- 
cepted without  hesitation  as  not  only  a  valu- 
able aid  to  devotion,  but  as  a  classic  among 
the  treasures  of  the  Church  at  large.  Atten- 
tion has  been  often  called  to  the  peculiar  cir- 
cumstances of  Montgomery's  death,  as  illus- 
trating the  sentiment  he  expressed  when  to 
the  utterance  of  prayer  he  gave  the  name  of 
the  Christian's  *'  watchword  at  the  gates  of 
death."  When  the  poet  was  more  than  four- 
score years  of  age.  in  1854,  he  still  kept  up 
his  practice  of  family  worship,  and  in  person 
officiated  in  the  supplication.  This  he  did 
one  evening  as  usual,  and  it  was  observed 
that  he  was  especially  fer\*ent  in  his  form  of 
address  and  directness  of  expression.  It  was 
his  last  audible  prayer;  he  went  at  once  to 
his  chamber  for  sleep.. and  in  the  morning 
was  found  unconscious  upon  the  floor  of  the 
room.  He  never  spoke  again ;  so  this  good 
man  passed  away ;  thus  he  entered  heaven 
**  with  prayer." 

I  13  The  Evening  Hour.  ^%,  lol. 

Father,  by  thy  love  and  power 
Comes  again  the  evening  hour: 
Light  has  vanished,  labors  cease, 
Wear>-  creatures  rest  in  peace ; 
Thou,  whose  genial  dews  distill 

On  the  lowliest  weed  that  grows, 
Father,  guard  our  coiich  from  ill. 

Grant  ihy  children  sweet  repose: 
We  to  thee  ourselves  resign. 
Let  our  latest  thoughts  be  thine. 

a    Saviour,  to  thy  Father  bear 
This  our  feeble  evening  praver: 
Thou  hast  seen  liow  oU  lo-aay 
We  like  sheep  have  gone  astray  ; 
Worldly  thoughts  and  thoughts  of  pride, 

Wishes  to  thy  cross  untrue, 
Secret  faults  and  undescried. 

Meet  thy  spirit-piercing  view; 
Blessed  Saviour,  >el  through  thee 
Pray  that  we  may  pardoned  be. 

3  Holy  Spirit,  breath  of  b.dm, 
Fall  on  us  in  evening's  calm  ; 
Vet  awhile,  before  we  sleep, 
We  N\  iih  ihee  will  vigils  keep. 
Lead  us  on  our  sins  to  mu^e. 

Give  us  truest  penitence  : 
Then  the  love  of  God  infuse. 

Breathing  humble  confidence: 
Melt  our  spirits,  mould  our  will. 
Soften,  strengthen,  comfort  still. 

4  Blessed  Trinity,  be  near 
Through  the  hours  of  darkness  drear; 
Then,  when  shrinks  the  lonely  heart, 
Thou.  O  (iod,  most  present  art. 
Father.  Son,  antl  Holy  (ihost, 

Watch  o'er  our  defenceless  head  ; 
Let  thy  angels'  t;uar<lian  host 

Keep  all  evil  from  our  bed  ; 
Till  the  flo<»d  of  morning  rays 
Wake  us  to  a  song  of  praise. 

Joseph  .Ansticc  was  an  English  Episcopalian, 
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Professor  of  Classical  Literature  at  King's 
College  in  London,  to  which  high  literary  po- 
sition he  was  appointed  when  only  twenty- 
two  years  old.  He  was  bom  at  Madeley 
Wood,  in  Shropshire,  in  1 808 ;  educated  at 
Westminster  School  and  at  Christ  Church 
College,  Oxford,  where  he  was  graduated  with 
great  distinction.  He  did  good  work  in  his 
classroom,  but  his  health  became  precarious 
in  1835,  ^"^  ^^^^  began  soon  to  fail.  Fifty- 
four  hymns  of  his  composition,  published 
posthumously,  have  been  read  by  many  with 
a  certain  sense  of  commiseration  when  they 
learned  that  most  of  them  had  their  origin 
within  the  walls  of  a  sick  chamber  and  at  a 
period  when  death  was  close  at  hand.  He 
was  often  too  feeble  to  write,  and  could  only 
dictate  the  lines  to  his  faithful  wife :  and  it  is 
on  her  testimony  also  that  we  learn  that  he 
continued  to  teach  his  students  clear  up  to 
the  last  morning  of  his  life.  This  is  what 
gives  such  pathos  to  a  melancholy  which  per- 
vades some  of  the  verses,  and  such  attractive- 
ness to  the  unalterable  trust  which  gives  cheer 
and  hope  to  them  all.  After  much  patient 
suffering  this  good  man  died  at  Torquay, 
February  29,  1836. 

I  14  Hfar,  O  Lord!  P.  M. 

VVhkn  the  weary,  seeking  rest, 

To  ihv  goodness  flee ; 
When  the  heavy-laden  cast 

All  their  load  on  thee ; 
When  the  troubled,  seeking  peace, 

On  thy  name  shall  call : 
When  the  sinner,  seeking  life, 

At  thy  feet  shall  fall ; 
Hear  then  in  love,  O  Lord,  the  cry. 
In  heaven,  thy  dwelling-place  on  high. 

2  When  the  worldling,  sick  at  heart, 
Lifts  his  soul  above  ; 

When  the  prodigal  looks  back 

To  his  Father^  love  ; 
When  the  proud  man  from  his  pride 

Sloops  to  seek  thy  face  ; 
When  the  burdened  brings  his  guilt 

To  thy  throne  of  grace  ; 
Hear  then  in  love,  O  Lord,  the  cry, 
In  heaven,  thy  dwelling-place  on  high. 

3  When  the  stranger  asks  a  home. 
All  his  toils  to  end  ; 

When  the  hungry  cravcth  food, 

And  the  poor  a  friend  : 
When  the  sailor  on  the  wave 

Bows  the  fervent  knee  ; 
When  the  soldier  on  the  field 

Lifts  his  heart  to  thee  ; 
Hear  then  in  love,  O  Lord,  the  cr\', 
In  heaven,  thy  dwelling-place  on  nigh. 

4  When  the  man  of  toil  and  care. 
In  the  city  crowd, 

When  the  shepherd  on  the  moor, 

Names  the  name  of  God  ; 
When  the  learned  and  the  high, 

Tired  of  earthly  fame, 
Upon  higher  joys  intent, 

Name  the  blessed  Name ; 
Hear  then  in  love.  O  Lord,  the  cry. 
In  heaven,  thy  dwelling-place  on  high. 

This  hymn  is  in  the  best  spirit  of  Dr.  Ho- 


ratius  Bonar,  and  well  represents  his  thorough 
appreciation  of  Scripture  incident  and  princi- 
ple. He  has  caught  the  entire  meaning  and 
spirit  of  Solomon's  prayer  at  the  dedication  of 
the  Temple,  given  in  the  sixth  chapter  of  Sec- 
ond Chronicles,  and  has  made  the  sentiment 
serviceable  for  one  of  the  grandest  hymns  of 
New  Testament  supplication.  One  peculiari- 
ty in  the  music  usually  sung  with  this  piece  is 
found  in  the  strain  attached  to  each  verse  as 
a  refrain.  It  has  a  wonderful  effect  when  the 
brisk  and  spirited  movement  of  the  first  eight 
lines  is  suddenly  succeeded  by  the  slower  and 
march-like  advance  of  the  quotation  from 
Mendelssohn,  coming  on  with  its  suggestion 
of  impassioned  imploration  and  entreaty. 
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The  Throne  of  Grace. 


108,4. 


There  is  a  spot  of  consecrated  ground 
Where  brightest  hopes  and  holiest  joys  are  found  ; 
'T  is  named,  and  Christians  love  the  well-known  sound. 
The  "  throne  of  grace." 

a    'T  is  here  a  calm  retreat  is  always  found ; 
Perpetual  sunshine  gilds  the  sacrecf  ground  : 
Pure  airs  and  heavenly  odors  breathe  around 
The  "throne  of  grace." 

1    While  on  this  vantage-ground  the  Christian  stands. 
His  quickened  eye  a  boundless  view  commands; 
Discovers  fair  abodes  not  made  with  hands- 
Abodes  of  peace. 

4  This  is  the  mount  where  Christ's  disciples  see 
The  glor>'  of  the  incarnate  Deity  : 

'T  is  here  they  find  it  ^ood  iudeea  to  be. 
And  view  his  face. 

5  Here  may  the  comfortless  and  wear>'  find 
One  who  can  cure  the  sickness  of  the  mind, 
One  who  delights  the  broken  heart  to  bind — 

The  Prince  of  Peace. 

6  Saviour !  the  sinner's  Friend,  our  hope,  our  all ! 
Here  teach  us  humbly  at  thy  feet  to  fall ; 

Here  on  thy  name,  with  love  and  f^iih,  to  call 
For  pardoning  grace. 

7  Ne'er  let  the  glory  from  this  spot  remove. 
Till,  numbered  with  thy  ransomed  flock  above, 
We  cease  to  want,  but  never  cease  to  love, 

The  "  throne  of  grace !" 

This  hymn  seems  to  have  given  perplexity 
to  some  of  the  hymnologists.  In  Songs  of 
Grace  and  Glory,  compiled  by  Miss  Frances 
Ridley  Havergal,  and  published  in  London, 
1876,  the  poem  is  found  in  full,  from  the  parts 
of  which  this  hymn  is  made.  It  is  ascribed 
to  Miss  Charlotte  Elliott,  and  consists  of  ten 
stanzas.  This  is  a  correct  crediting  of  the 
authorship,  for  the  whole  three  parts  of  the 
long  composition  are  found  in  \\tv  Hymns  for 
a  llWi\  1839.  It  is  designed  to  suggest  the 
localization  of  our  thoughts  and  wishes  and 
experiences  around  some  favorite  spot.  The 
expression  *'  throne  of  grace  "  is  in  Hebrews 
4:16:  "Seeing  then  that  we  have  a  great 
high  priest,  that  is  passed  into  the  heavens^ 
Jesus  the  Son  of  God,  let  us  hold  fast  our 
profession.  For  we  have  not  a  high  priest 
which  cannot  be  touched  with  the  ^hng  of 
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our  infirmities ;  but  was  in  all  points  tempted 
like  as  we  are,  yet  without  sin.  Let  us  there- 
fore come  boldly  unto  the  throne  of  grace, 
that  we  may  obtain  mercy,  and  tind  grace  to 
help  in  time  of  need."  It  is  indeed  a  great 
thing  to  have  had  admission  to  the  presence 
of  a  king  like  Jehovah,  and  to  have  received  a 
token  tl^t  showed  our  words  had  been  heard 
and  heeded  by  the  majesty  of  heaven.  The 
success  of  just  one  real  prayer  of  ours  ought 
to  be  the  memory  of  a  lifetime.  We  might 
keep  saying :  I  am  the  man,  dust  and  ashes 
myself,  who  once,  on  such  a  day  and  such  an 
hour,  asked — and  Jehovah  answered  me  !  Nay 
more,  he  told  me  to  come  again  !  Think  now 
of  a  human  being  who  can  honestly  say,  "  I 
have  daily  audience  for  my  petitions  in  heaven!" 

*'  I  wonder  not  the  eye  of  man  cows  lions  hi  their  den. 
Or  that  a  son  of  genius  can  sway  the  minds  of  men  * 
1  wondvr  not  ttte  conqueror  moves  nations  with  his  rod: 
But  rather  that  a  httle  child  can  move  the  hand  of 
God!' 
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"  Forsake  Me  Not.'' 


xos.  4. 


FoRSAKK  me  not !  O  thou,  my  Lord,  my  Light  I 
I  lift  mine  eyes  unto  thv  holy  height, 
And  trust  thee  with  a  cnild's  sweet  trust — untaught: 
Forsake  me  not ! 

a    Forsake  me  not  I    By  sorrow  oft  depressed, 
On  thee  alone.  Almighty  Power,  I  rest ! 
Strength  faileth  me ;  be  thou  my  strength — Christ- 
bought  : 

Forsake  me  not  I 

L  Forsake  me  not !    Help  me  to  know  thy  way 
t  me  at  last,  at  closing  of  my  day, 
Into  the  light  of  thy  dear  face  be  brought ! 
Forsake  me  not ! 

This  exquisite  piece  of  poetr>'  appeared  in 
the  Christian  Union  in  1803.  The  name  ap- 
pended to  it  was  that  of  Mrs.  John  P.  Mor- 
gan ;  she  was  then  residing  in  New  York,  but 
every  effort  to  procure  other  information  has 
failed.  The  translation  is  probably  from  some 
German  hymn.  The  spirit  of  the  petition  it 
presses  is  almost  passionate  in  its  expression 
of  both  need  and  trust. 

These  covenant-engagements  of  God — how 
slight  they  seem,  but  what  a  resident  omnipo- 
tence they  possess  I  They  may  not  impress 
the  imagination  much,  but  they  will  wrestle 
beyond  measure !  There  they  lie  in  the  clear 
stream  of  Scripture  like  the  hve  little  stones 
in  the  brook  of  David ;  but  each  one  is  good 
for  a  giant.  There  they  wait  in  the  store- 
house of  God  like  the  five  loaves  and  the  two 
fishes  of  the  unnamed  lad  of  Bethsaida ;  they 
hardly  filled  his  wallet,  but  they  proved  quite 
enough  to  feed  the  five  thousand.  The  sim- 
ple fact  is  that  in  all  the  engagements  God 
makes  he  puts  his  own  truth  at  stake.  **  All 
the  promises  of  God  in  Christ  are  yea,  and  in 
him  amen,  unto  the  glorv  of  (jod  by  us." 
Hence  when  human  wrestling  lays  hold  of  a 


text  of  Scripture,  it  is  all  that  a  maxim  of 
Plato  or  Confucius  would  be,  and  in  addition 
it  is  God  himself.  There  was  no  irreverence 
— nothing,  indeed,  but  clearest  intelligence 
and  firmest  faith — in  the  reply  made  by  a 
harassed  believer  to  the  ribald  skeptic  who 
told  her  that  God's  covenant  might  fail  at  the 
last,  for  she  had  no  hold  upon  him.  '*  Ah,  no 
fear  of  that,"  she  answered ;  *'  he  has  more  to 
lose  in  it  than  1  have !" 
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"  God  Pities:' 


S.  M. 


Our  heavenly  Falhei  calls. 

And  Christ  invites  us  near  ; 
With  both  our  friendship  shall  be  sweet. 

And  our  communion  dear. 

a    God  pities  all  our  griefs: 

He  pardons  every  day  ! 
Almighty  to  protect  our  souls, 

And  wise  to  guide  our  way. 

3  How  large  his  bounties  are  I 
What  various  stores  of  good. 

Diffused  from  our  Redeemer's  hand 
And  purchased  with  his  blood  I 

4  Jesus,  our  living  Head, 
We  bless  thy  laithful  care ; 

Our  Advocate  before  the  thron*, 
And  our  Forerunner  there. 

5  Here  fix,  my  roving  heart ! 
Here  wait,  my  warmest  love ! 

Till  the  communion  be  complete 
In  nobler  scenes  above. 

Here  we  have  another  of  Dr.  Philip  Dod- 
dridge's hymns,  numbered  346  in  his  collec- 
tion. It  is  founded  upon  i  John  1:3:  **  Truly 
our  fellowship  is  with  the  Father,  and  witn 
his  Son  Jesus  Christ."  It  has  the  same  five 
stanzas,  and  is  entitled,  "  Communion  with 
God  and  Christ."  One  of  our  modern  pastors 
has  related  an  incident  in  his  own  experience ; 
it  ser\'es  as  an  illustration,  and  we  give  it  in 
his  exact  words : 

•*  An  inquiring  friend  once  asked  me,  after 
a  public  service.  When  you  close  your  eyes 
for  prayer,  and  commence  as  you  did  this 
morning — *  Infinitely  high  and  holy  God  ' — 
what  do  you  see.  or  what  do  you  seem  to 
see  ?  What  he  meant  was,  what  sort  of 
mental  conception  does  any  Christian  have 
in  his  ordinary  devotions  ?  What  is  the 
image  which  rises  before  him  when  he  ad- 
dresses what  he  terms  in  common  conference 
the  throne  of  grace  ? 

"  Since  then  1  have  passed  the  question  on 
and  around,  especially  among  those  of  largest 
experience  and  rarest  gift  in  public  prayer. 
Various  answers  are  given.  One  s«'iid  he 
seemed  to  see  a  vast  audience-room,  vague 
angels  ranged  through  it.  a  throne  in  the 
midst — and  he  never  found  himself  going 
further ;  but  toward  the  ineffable  center  of 
Royalty  he  sent  his  petition.  Another  said 
that  on  the  instant  of  closing  the  world  out 
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nation  was  published  in  1850.  The  date 
d  to  this  hymn  by  Sir  Roundell  Palmer 
34-1841.  Whoever  is  familiar  with  St. 
ird,  Paul  Gerhardt.  Caswall,  or  Faber, 
ye  pleased  to  find  the  same  devout  and 
iijeous  spirit  in  Lyte  which  in  those  poets 
their  distinguishing  charm.  There  is  a 
of  military  ardor  in  these  verses,  a  sense 
■rift  marching  with  front  full  in  air,  as  if 
nger  snuffed  the  battle  afar  off  and  was 
fraid  in  the  least  to  meet  the  shock  of  it, 
ing  that  he  had  supreme  help.  "  The 
;  is  not  yours,  but  God's."  This  was  the 
ite  text  of  Sir  Fowell  Buxton.  He  once 
t  to  his  daughter  that  she  would  find  his 
opening  of  itself  to  the  place  where  this 
.ge  occurs.  This  text  it  was  which  gave 
courage  to  move  in  the  British  Parlia- 
for  the  emancipation  of  slaves  through- 
le  British  Empire.  When  he  entered  on 
:onflict  he  stood  almost  alone ;  when  this 
/as  first  read  in  Parliament  it  was  re- 
el with  shouts  of  derisive  laughter.  But 
thought  him  of  this  text,  and  he  began 

riech,  saying :  "  .Mr.  Speaker,  the  read- 
this  bill  is  the  beginning  of  a  move- 
which  will  surely  end  in  the  abolition  of 
ry  throughout  the  British  dominions." 
M  Hebrew  prophet  never  said  a  truer 
.  Sir  Fowell  knew  it,  for  the  battle  was 
is,  but  God's. 

"B/^ss  thf  Lordr 

Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord, 

Ye  people  of  his  choice ; 
Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord  your  God 

With  neart  and  soul  and  voice. 

a    Though  high  Hbove  all  praise, 

Above  all  blessing  high, 
Who  would  not  fear  his  holy  name, 

And  laud,  and  magnify? 

3  Oh,  for  the  living  flame 
From  his  own  altar  brought, 

To  touch  our  lips,  our  souls  inspire. 
And  wing  to  heaven  our  thought  f 

4  God  is  our  strength  and  song, 
And  his  salvation  ours: 

Then  be  his  love  in  Christ  proclaimed, 
With  all  our  ransomed  powers. 

5  Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord  ; 
The  Lora  your  God  adore ; 

Stand  up,  and  bless  his  glorious  name. 
Henceforth,  for  evermore. 

:er  Louis  XIII.  of  France  had  besieged 
of  the  Huguenots,  the  citizens  assem- 
in  the  evening  on  the  wall  and  there  sang 
sweetness  and  solemnity  one  of  their 
Ite  psalms.  The  king  was  so  impressed 
e  scene  that  he  turned  to  .Mazarin,  who 
It  his  side,  and  exclaimed  :  *'  We  can  do 
ng  with  this  people !"  The  siege  was 
litiously  raised,  and  the  persecuted  fol- 
s  of  God  triumphed  over  their  foe.  The 
nt  hymn,  of  which  this  little  stor)*  forms 


so  fitting  an  illustration,  is  taken  from  James 
Montgomery's  Original  Hymns,  in  which  it 
is  reckoned  as  No.  86.  with  the  title  affixed : 
**  Exhortation  to  Praise  and  Thanksgiving." 

1 22  PsaJm  95.  s.  M. 

Come,  sound  his  praise  abroad, 

And  hymns  of  glory  sing: 
Jehovah  is  the  sovereign  God, 

The  universal  King. 

3    He  formed  the  deeps  unknown  ; 

He  gave  the  seas  their  bound  ; 
The  watery  worlds  are  all  his  own, 

And  all  the  solid  ground. 

3  Come,  worship  at  his  throne, 
Come,  bow  before  the  Lord : 

We  are  his  work;  and  not  our  own. 
He  formed  us  by  his  word. 

4  To-day  attend  his  voice, 
Nor  dare  provoke  his  rod  ; 

Come,  like  the  people  of  his  choice. 
And  own  our  gracious  God. 

The  title  given  to  this  piece  is,  **  A  Psalm 
before  Sermon ;"  it  is  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  ver- 
sion of  Psalm  95,  S.  M..  and  it  has  in  all  sLx 
stanzas.  Perhaps  no  one  of  this  writer's  fre- 
quent calls  to  praise  has  become  more  famil- 
iar than  this  through  the  various  churches 
across  the  whole  world.  There  is  something 
in  every  true  Christian's  heart  that  answers  to 
such  a  challenge.  It  is  the  singing  of  praises 
which  prepares  the  soul  for  its  daily  expo- 
sures. ••  Is  any  among  you  afflicted  ?  let  him 
pray.  Is  any  merry  ?  let  him  sing  psalms." 
Just  before  Jesus  our  Lord  went  forth  **  over 
the  brook  Kidron,"  into  Gethsemane  trials, 
he  *•  sang  a  hymn."  Men  called  Cromwell's 
Ironsides  **  psalm-singers,"  but  they  dreaded 
the  men  who  came  with  nasal  music  on  the 
field  of  Naseby.  The  battle-hymn  helped 
Gustavus  Adolphus,  and  the  Covenanters  of 
Scotland  forgot  the  roughness  of  their  ver- 
sions in  the  inspiration  of  the  psalms  of  David. 
Our  hearts  ought  to  grow  valiant  whenever 
this  lyric  is  given  from  the  pulpit  and  old 
Silver  Street  follows  from  the  choir. 

123  Psalm  100.  L.  M. 

Bbforr  Jehovah's  awful  throne. 

Ye  nations  !  bow  with  sacred  joy: 
Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone: 

He  can  create,  and  he  destroy. 

2  His  sovereign  power  without  our  aid. 
Made  us  of  clay,  and  formed  us  men  ; 

And  when,  like  wandering  sheep,  we  strayed, 
He  brought  us  to  his  foul  agam. 

3  We  are  his  people,  we  his  care, 
Our  souls,  and  all  our  mortal  frame: 

What  lasting  honors  shall  wc  rear. 
Almighty  Maker !  to  thy  name  ? 

4  We  '11  crowd  thy  gates  with  thankful  songs. 
High  as  the  he.'wens  our  voicfs  raise ; 

And  earth,  with  her  ten  thousand  tongues. 
Shall  fin  thy  courts  with  sounding  praise. 

5  Wide  as  the  world  is  thy  command, 
Vast  as  eternity  Ihy  love  ; 

Firm  as  a  rock  thy  truth  miist  stind. 
When  rolling  years  shall  cease  to  move. 
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This  hymn  appeared  in  17 19,  and  was 
reckoned  by  Dr.  Isaac  Watts,  at  first,  as  No. 
43  in  book  I.  But  in  the  edition  of  his  works 
printed  in  1 810  it  is  transferred  to  the  place  it 
has  since  occupied,  as  the  Second  Part,  L.  M., 
of  Psalm  100.  Originally  it  began  with  this 
stanza : 

"Sing  to  the  Lord  with  joyful  voice; 
Let  every  land  his  name  adore ; 
The  British  isles  shall  send  the  noise 
Across  the  ocean  to  the  shore," 

Assuredly,  all  right-minded  Christians  arc 
glad  enough  to  know  that  the  opening  never 
has  been  the  beginning  of  this  grand  old  song 
of  the  ages.  This  weak  and  local  verse  has 
wisely  been  dropf)ed,  and  one  pauses  a  mo- 
ment to  ask  whether  people  are  in  earnest 
when  they  have  such  a  world  of  talk  to  make 
about  the  iniquity  and  impertinence  of  muti- 
lating the  hymns  of  the  ancient  poets.  Does 
anybody  want  that  stanza  to  come  back  again, 
and  head  the  psalm  precisely  as  Watts  wrote 
it? 

Moreover  the  first  two  lines  of  the  second 
stanza  were  given  up  for  the  same  sufficient 
reason ;  these  lines  are  simply  unendurable : 

"  Nations,  attend  before  his  throne, 
With  solemn  fear,  with  sacred  joy." 

For  these  John  Wesley  in  1741  substituted 
the  noble  couplet  we  now  use : 

"  Before  Jehovah's  awful  throne, 

Ye  nations,  bow  with  sacred  joy." 

No  instance  that  can  be  adduced  shows 
better  the  mistaken  zeal  of  some  critics  who 
are  apparently  disturbed  by  aherations  made 
in  these  modern  versions  of  old  poems,  and 


who  clamor  for  "  restorations "  to  the  origi- 
nal words  of  the  authors.  Does  any  one 
really  want  these  lines  to  reappear  in  the  place 
of  the  changes?  Christophers  says:  "The 
Christian  Church  will  never  cease  to  enjoy 
the  grand  swell  of  Psalm  100,  as  given  by 
Watts :  but  thanks  will  ever  be  due  Wesley 
for  making  these  first  verses  worthy  of  the 
last."  And  Stevenson  adds  to  this  :  *'  Never 
was  a  transformation  more  complete  than  the 
one  made  by  this  alteration.  Frcm  bein^  a 
hymn  comparatively  unnoticed  and  un notice- 
able, it  has  been  rendered  one  cf  solemnity, 
power,  and  sublimity." 

1 24  Psalm  100.  L.  M. 

All  people  that  on  earth  do  dwell. 
Sing  to  the  Lord  with  cheerful  voice: 

Him  serve  with  mirth,  his  praise  forth  tell, 
Come  ye  before  him  and  rejoice. 

3    Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  indeed  ; 

Without  our  aid  he  did  us  make : 
We  are  his  flock,  he  doth  us  feed, 

And  for  his  sheep  he  doth  us  take. 

3  Oh,  enter  then  his  gates  with  ptaise, 
Approach  with  joy  his  courts  unto: 

Praise,  laud,  and  bless  his  name  always. 
For  It  is  seemly  so  to  do. 

4  For  why  ?    The  Lord  our  God  is  good, 
His  mercy  is  for  ever  sure : 

His  truth  at  all  times  firmly  stood. 
And  shall  from  age  to  age  endure. 

From  the  ancient  copy  of  Sternhold  and 
Hopkins'  version  of  the  Psalms,  set  to  music, 
the  date  of  which  is  1605,  I  have  caused  to 
be  photographed  and  engraved  the  original 
tune,  with  words  inserted  in  the  staff,  as  it 
first  appeared  to  the  English-speaking  public 
Here,  then,  is  the  beginning  of  our  "  Old 
Hundred."     The  quaint  black  type,  the  aJ- 
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most  unintelligible  contractions  in  the  words, 
the  funny  and  inconsistent  spelling,  the  rough 
phrasing  of  the  poetry,  the  rugged  strength  of 
expression  combined  with  some  small  touches 
of  wonderful  majesty  and  grace,  and,  above 
everything  else,  the  matchless  devotion  and 
awful  reverence  for  the  majesty  and  holiness 
of  God — these  are  the  elements  of  that  force 
which  kept  the  old  psalm,  with  its  strain  of 
melody  clinging  to  it,  in  the  hearts  of  the  peo- 
ple through  the  centuries  past. 

Rev.  William  Kethe  has  been  reputed  as 
the  author  of  this  composition.  He  was  an 
exile  with  Knox  at  Geneva  in  1555 ;  chaplain 
of  the  English  soldiers  at  Havre  in  1 563 ;  and 
subsequently  we  find  him  acting  as  pastor  of 
a  congregation — that  of  Okeford,  in  Dorset- 
shire. Much  discussion  has  been  wasted 
upon  this  question,  and  still  it  remains  unset- 
tled :  meanwhile  the  traditional  credit  is  given 
to  him  as  the  author. 

A  group  of  tourists  left  our  shores  lately  for 
a  trip  through  Europe  and  Asia.  They  trav- 
eled by  way  of  Egypt.  Reaching  that  coun- 
tr>',  they  determined  to  see  the  pyramids.  The 
massive  piles  of  masonry  seem  familiar  enough 
to  those  who  have  never  been  within  thou- 
sands of  miles  of  them.  But  to  the  observer 
they  appear  magnificent  beyond  description. 
The  party  was  laurgely  composed  of  ministers 
of  the  gospel.  These  gathered  around  the 
base  of  the  great  pyramid.  They  looked 
toward  the  summit.  The  stone  terraces  tow- 
ered row  above  row  up  to  a  dizzy  height. 
They  be^an  the  ascent.  Their  agility,  com- 
bined with  much  help,  brought  them  to  the 
top-stone.  There  they  sat  in  amazement 
and  gazed  upon  the  flat  country  of  deserts. 
Then  they  drew  out  their  pocket  Bibles.  The 
one  hundredth  Psalm,  in  long  meter,  was  an- 
nounced. To  the  0/d  Hundred  tune  it  was 
sung.  Upon  the  winds  of  the  wilderness  the 
sacred  melody  floated.  From  this  eminent 
station  these  singers  sang  the  song  of  the  He- 
brews, and  their  strains  melted  away  above  the 
graves  of  their  fathers,  where  they  had  lived 
and  died  in  bondage.  A  song  of  praise  from 
the  great  pyramid  T  May  it  be  a  prophecy  of 
the  good  time  coming,  when  Afnca  shall  be 
filled  with  the  music  of  worship,  and  the 
si^eet  psahns  of  Israel  shall  be  heard  in  all 
her  plains  and  mountains.  Those  who  help 
the  missions  are  hastening  the  day  when  the  in- 
habitants of  that  great  continent  shall  be  a  gos- 
pel choir  singing  the  high  praises  of  their  God. 


This  verse,  which  is  found  at  the  close  of 
both  the  morning  and  the  evening  hymn  of 
Bishop  Ken,  has  become  the  accepted  "  Te 
Deum  "  of  the  American  people.  Whenever 
spontaneous  praise  rises  in  a  vast  body  of 
citizens,  it  is  sure  to  choose  this  as  a  venicle 
of  swift  and  satisfactory  expression.  At 
camp-meetings,  at  stately  Sabbath  services,  in 
times  of  political  exultation,  in  cathedrals, 
churches,  and  schoolhouses,  out  on  the  steps 
of  the  Custom  House  in  Wall  Street,  in  deep- 
est shadows  of  war  lit  by  sudden  news  of 
victory — always  the  popular  resort  is  to  these 
four  lines  of  ascription  of  praise  to  the  Triune 
Maker  of  the  universe.  With  uncovered 
heads  the  throngs  of  living  men  and  women 
send  it  aloft  to  the  strains  of  the  Old  Hun- 
dredth Psalm. 


1 29  Doxology. 

PiAJSE  God,  from  whom  all  blcMing^  flow, 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below ; 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heavenly  host ; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 


1 26  Doxology. 

To  God  Hic  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Spirit,  Three  in  Ooe, 
Be  honor,  praise,  and  jclory  given, 
By  all  on  earth,  and  all  in  heaven. 

In  many  portions  of  New  England  it  has 
from  time  immemorial  been  the  custom  to 
use  this  stanza,  which  is  Dr.  Isaac  Watts' 
Third  Doxology,  L.  M.,  instead  of  Bishop 
Ken's  verse  now  sung  in  the  Middle  States. 
It  is  found  in  his  Hymns,  Book  III.,  where  it 
is  No.  32.  Like  the  other  familiar  stanza,  it 
has  always  been  married  to  the  same  old  tune. 
And  there  is  not  in  musical  literature  a  wider 
grouping  of  anecdotes  of  deepest  interest  than 
those  which  are  on  everybody's  lips,  and  in 
everybody's  heart,  about  this  admirable  piece 
of  composition,  originally  set  to  the  Hun- 
dredth Psalm  and  taking  its  name  from  it. 
It  has  gone  all  around  the  world,  and  will  live 
while  any  human  voice  is  left  to  sing  it  on 
this  side  of  heaven. 

Here  is  an  excellent  chance  to  quote  some 
wise,  calm  sentences  once  written  by  old  An- 
drew Fuller.  He  savs :  **  The  criterion  of  a 
good  tune  is  not  its  pleasing  a  scientific  ear, 
but  its  being  quickly  caught  by  a  congrega- 
tion. It  is.  I  think,  by  singing  as  it  is  by 
preaching :  a  fine  judge  of  composition  will 
admire  a  sermon  whicn  yet  makes  no  manner 
of  impression  upon  the  public  mind,  and  there- 
fore cannot  be  a  good  one.  That  is  the  best 
sermon  which  is  adapted  to  produce  the  best 
effects :  and  the  same  may  be  said  of  a  tune. 
If  it  corresponds  with  the  feelings  of  a  pious 
heart,  and  aids  him  in  realizing  the  scnti- 
L.  M.  ments,  it  will  be  quickly  learnt,  and  be  sung 
with  avidity.  Where  this  effert  is  not  pro- 
duced, were  I  a  composer  I  would  throw- 
away  my  performance  and  try  again." 
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127  Psalm  117. 

From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies 
Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise: 
Let  the  Redeemer's  name  be  suiij? 
Through  every  land,  by  ever>'  tongue. 

a    Eternal  are  thy  mercies,  Lord  ! 
Eternal  truth  attends  thy  word: 
Thv  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 

This  is  the  version  of  the  shortest  chapter 
in  the  Bible — which,  by  the  by,  is  an  anony- 
mous poem — given  in  the  collection  of  Dr. 
Isaac  Watts  as  his  rendering  of  Psalm  117, 
L.  M.  The  power  of  association  is  very  in- 
teresting to  ever>'  one  who  studies  the  work- 
ings of  his  own  mind  and  heart.  Here  now. 
as  this  small  song  of  two  stanzas  is  offered 
for  singing,  how  instinctive  is  the  gathering 
together  of  one's  forces  for  a  speedy  depart- 
ure at  the  close  of  worship !  For  years  the 
custom  held  place  in  most  of  our  grand  re- 
ligious assemblies  of  rising  without  much  for- 
mality of  announcement,  the  leader  merely 
saying  over  solemnly  that  one  line  at  the  be- 
ginning, which  meant  so  much,  **  From  all 
that  dwell  below  the  skies,"  and  the  organist 
striking  only  one  note  of  what  everybody  in 
the  audience  knew  was  "  Old  Hundred,"  and 
then  the  praises  of  a  mighty  chorus  went  up 
to  God  !  How  some  of  us  seem  to  hear  this 
chorus  now!  How  the  faces  of  dear  old 
friends  long  gone  come  up  into  view  as  we 
start  the  familiar  strains !  May  the  lime 
never  come  when  the  sound  of  this  short 
sweet  hymn  as  the  dismissal  will  weary  upon 
our  tongues ! 

I  28  Psalm  65  L.  M. 

Praise,  Lord,  for  thee  in  Zion  waits; 
Prayer  shall  besiege  thy  temple  gates ; 
All  flesh  shall  to  thy  throne  repair. 
And  find,  through  Christ,  salvation  there. 

2  How  blest  thy  snints !  how  safely  led  I 
How  surely  kept !  how  richly  fed  ! 
Saviour  of  all  in  earth  and  sea. 

How  happy  they  who  rest  in  thee ! 

3  Thy  hand  sets  fast  the  mighty  hills, 
Thy  voice  the  troubled  ocean  stills ; 
Evening  and  morning  hymn  thy  praise, 
And  earth  thy  bounty  wide  displays. 

4  The  year  is  with  thy  goodness  crowned ; 
Thy  clouds  drop  wealth  the  world  around; 
Through  thee  the  deserts  laugh  and  sing. 
And  nature  smiles  and  owns  her  King. 

5  Lord,  on  our  souls  thy  Spirit  pour ; 
The  moral  waste  within  restore  : 

Oh,  let  thy  love  our  spring-tide  be. 
And  make  us  all  bear  fruit  to  thee. 

We  have  here  Rev.  Henry  Francis  Lyte's 
version  of  Psalm  65.  It  reminds  one  at  once 
of  Dr.  Watts'  somewhat  similar  commence- 
ment ;  but  it  differs  from  the  whole  structure 
of  his  in  that  it  groups  together  other  verses 
of  the  sacred  poem,  and  so  leads  us  into  a 
line  and   high  contemplation  of   nature  as 


showing  forth  God's  praise  in  return  for  his 
bountv. 

The  same  hand  which  trimmed  the  husks 
of  green  buds  away  from  the  opening  blossom 
presides  over  all  the  fruitful  development,  and 
at  the  last  tinges  the  borders  of  the  leaves 
with  most  wonderful  pencilings  of  light.  His 
hand  shakes  the  boughs  in  the  autumn,  and 
by  the  same  law  that  brings  forth  Maz;r.rnth 
in  his  season,  that  guides  Arcturus  wiih  his 
sons,  conducts  the  trembling  things  to  their 
forest  grave  at  the  foot  of  the  trunk  they  had 
aided  to  foster.  God  buries  all  these  leaves 
unhelped  and  alone.  He  is  doing  this  all  the 
time,  far  up  in  sylvan  solitudes  where  never 
the  eyes  of  man  have  glanced,  where  the 
brook  from  the  mountains  *'  sings  on  and 
skips  on,  nor  knows  its  loneliness."  It  is 
when  a  Christian  contemplates  such  minute 
and  delicate  providences  as  the  covenant  of 
nature  discloses  that  he  understands  the  ex- 
traordinary personifications  of  the  ancient 
imagery.  The  whole  earth  seems  to  be  intel- 
ligently cheerful  in  the  companionship  of  its 
benefactor :  "  For  ye  shall  go  out  with  joy. 
and  be  led  forth  with  peace :  the  mountains 
and  the  hills  shall  break  forth  before  you  into 
sin^ng,  and  all  the  trees  of  the  field  shall  clap 
their  hands." 

129  Psalm  I  ^  L.P.  M. 

1  'll  praise  my  Maker  with  my  breath. 
And,  when  my  voice  is  lost  in  death. 

Praise  shall  employ  my  nobler  iiowerat 
My  days  of  praise  shall  ne'er  be  past 
Wtiile  life,  and  thought,  and  being  last, 

Or  immortality  endures. 

2  Happy  the  man  whose  hopes  rely 
On  Israel's  God— he  made  the  sky. 

And  earth,  and  seas,  with  all  tneir  train; 
His  truth  for  ever  stands  secure ; 
He  saves  the  oppressed,  he  feeds  the  poor; 

And  none  shall  fintt  his  promise  vain. 

iHe  loves  his  saints — he  knows  them  well, 
ut  turns  the  wicked  down  to  hell: 
Thy  God,  O  Zion  !  ever  reigns ; 
Let  every  tongue,  let  every  age. 
In  this  exalted  work  engage: 
Praise  him  in  everlasting  strains. 

4    I  'II  praise  him  while  he  lends  me  breath. 
And,  when  my  voice  is  lost  in  death. 

Praise  shall  employ  my  nobler  powers: 
My  days  of  praise  shall  ne'er  be  past 
While  life,  and  thought,  and  being  last. 

Or  immortality  endures. 

This  is  Dr.  Isaac  Watts*  version  of  Psalm 
146,  P.  M.  His  title  of  it  is  **  Praise  to  C/od 
for  his  Goodness  and  Truth."  John  Wesley, 
in  the  course  of  his  editing  of  it  for  his  Psalms 
and  Hymns,  1 741 ,  made  a  number  of  changes 
which  were  not  for  the  better,  and  have  only 
scr\'ed  to  confuse  the  forms  in  which  it  ap- 
pears in  various  modem  hymnals.  It  was  the 
strain,  however,  which  linjjered  longest  and 
latest  in  that  good  man's  mind  during  the  last 
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two  days  of  his  life  on  earth.  For  in  his  dy- 
ing moments,  so  his  biographer  says,  his  voice 
was  exhausted :  he  tried  a^^ain  and  a;5ain  to 
repeat  the  stanzas,  but  he  could  only  man- 
age to  speak  the  words :  **  1  '11  praise — I  *U 
praise — "  and  so  he  died. 


I30  God's  Glory.  L.  M. 

Comb,  O  my  soul !  in  s^crecj  lays 
AUempt  thy  great  Creator's  praise: 
But,  on,  what  tongue  can  &|)eak  liis  fame? 
What  mortal  verse  can  reach  the  theme  ? 

a    Enthroned  amid  the  radiant  spheres, 

He  glory  like  a  garment  wears ; 

To  form  a  robe  of  light  divine. 

Ten  thousand  suns  around  him  shine. 

3  In  all  our  Maker's  grand  designs 
Almighty  power  with  wisdom  shines; 
His  works  through  nil  this  wondrous  frame 
Declare  the  glory  of  his  name. 

4  Raised  on  devotion's  lofty  wing. 
Do  thou,  my  soul,  his  glories  sing ; 
And  let  his  praise  employ  thy  tongue. 
Till  listening  worlds  shall  jom  the  song ! 

The  author  of  this  hymn.  Rev.  Thomas 
Blacklock,  D.  D..  was  bom  in  Annan,  Scot- 
land, November  lo,  1721.  When  we  bear  in 
mind  that  this  poet  of  the  Church  lost  his  eye- 
sight by  smallpox  before  he  was  half  a  year 
old,  ana  so  was  absolutely  blind  for  the  three- 
score and  ten  years  he  lived,  we  can  better 
appreciate  the  wonderful  sentiment  of  an  as- 
cription like  this,  which  dwells  upon  the  glory 
of  God  in  the  stars  and  **  radiant  spheres  "  of 
the  heavens,  hidden  to  all  except  the  spiritual 
vision  of  his  imaginative  faith.  He  managed 
to  obtain  an  education  which  gave  him  full 
rank  with  some  of  the  best  scholars  of  the 
2^  in  which  he  lived  and  preached  and  wrote 
voluminously.  In  1760  he  became  pastor  of 
the  congregation  at  Dumfries  in  connection 
with  the  Established  Church  of  Scotland,  and 
was  regularly  ordained  to  the  ministry. 

But  he  had  trouble  in  his  parish,  and  after 
a  stormy  period  pf  ecclesiastical  litigation  he 
yielded  the  place  and  gave  up  the  work.  Then 
he  moved  into  Edinburgh  and  with  his  wife's 
help  set  up  a  boarding  and  day  school.  He 
also  wrote  books,  poetry,  and  prose.  To  the 
original  edition  of  the  EncyclofHidia  Britan- 
nica  he  contributed  his  celebrated  paper  on 
the  education  of  the  blind.  He  died  in  Edin-  132 
bur^,  of  a  nervous  fever,  July  7,  1791.  Fol- 
lowm^  his  rhyming  taste,  he  once  wrote  a 
description  of  himself — which  self  he  had 
never  seen: 

"Straight  is  my  peraon,  but  of  little  size ; 
Lean  are  mv  cheeks,  and  hollow  are  my  e^-es ; 
If y  3?oathfiiJ  down  is.  like  my  talent,  rare ; 
PMitdly  dtatant  stands  each  single  hair. 
My  voacej  too  rough  to  charm  a  lady's  ear, 
80  smootn  a  child  may  listen  without  fear  : 
Not  foraied  in  cadence,  soft  and  warbling  lays, 
To  soothe  the  fiur  through  pleasure's  wanton  ways. 


My  form  so  fine,  so  regular,  s.>  new, 
My  port  so  muiily,  liudso  ircsli  my  hue. 
Oft,  as  1  meet  the  crowd,  they  laughmg  say: 
•  See — see  Mrmento  Mori  cross  the  way  !'  " 

1 3 1  Psa/m  29.  ■•  I..  M. 

Give  to  the  Lord,  ye  sons  of  fame. 
Give  to  the  Lord  renowrf ^nd  ix)wer ; 

Ascribe  due  honors  to  his  name, 
And  his  eternal  might  adore. 

2  The  Lord  proclaims  his  power  aloud, 
O'er  all  the  ocean  and  the  land  : 

His  voice  divides  the  watery  cloud, 
And  lightnings  blaze  at  his  comman<l. 

3  The  Lord  sits  Sovereign  on  the  flood  ; 
The  Thunderer  reigns  tor  ever  King ; 

But  makes  his  church  his  blest  abode, 
Where  we  his  awful  glories  sing. 

4  In  gentler  language,  there  the  Lord 
The  counsels  of  his  grace  imparts ; 

Amid  the  raging  storm  his  word 
Speaks  peace  and  courage  to  our  hearts. 

In  his  rendering  of  old  temple  songs  Dr. 
Isaac  Watts  offered  only  this  version  in  long 
meter  of  Tsalm  29.  The  title  he  affixed  to  it 
well  describes  the  poetrj' :  "  Storm  and  Thun- 
der." It  consists  of  SIX  stanzas,  notable  for 
their  fine  versification  and  for  the  majesty  of 
the  sentiment  they  express.  The  psalm  is 
remarkable  as  a  description  of  the  oncoming, 
the  progress,  and  the  subsidence  of  a  tempest 
of  wind  and  rain,  with  lightning  rending  the 
forests  and  blind infj  one's  eyes  as  he  watches 
its  advance  and  retreat.  McChevne  and  An- 
drew  Bonar  vied  with  each  other  unconsciously 
in  sketching  the  method  of  the  poem  as  it  ap- 
p>ears  from  the  pen  of  David.  The  words  of 
the  latter  in  his  published  comment  arc  wortli 
quoting :  **  We  might,  no  doubt,  apply  ever>- 
clause  of  it  to  the  Lord's  display  of  his  maj- 
esty in  any  thunder-storm.  An  awestruck 
spectator  cries,  as  the  lightning  plays  and  the 
thunder  rolls :  *  The  God  of  glory  thunder- 
eth !'  (Verse  5).  *  The  voice  of  Jehovah  is 
breaking  the  cedars!'  And  as  the  crash  is 
heard,  *  The  Lord  has  broken  the  cedars  of 
Lebanon  !  Travelers  tell  us  of  the  solemnity 
and  terrific  force  of  storms  in  the  East.  But 
the  thunders  of  the  Great  Day  shall,  most 
of  all.  call  forth  these  strains  to  the  Lord 
the  king." 


"  God  is  Hfrer  L.  M. 

Lo,  God  is  here  !  let  us  adore ! 

And  own  how  dreadful  is  this  place  I 
Let  all  within  us  feel  his  power. 

And,  silent,  bow  before  his  face. 

a    Lo,  God  is  here !  him  day  and  night 

United  choirs  of  angels  sing: 
To  him,  enthroned  above  all  heiijhl, 

Let  saints  their  humble  worship  bring. 

3    Lord  God  of  hosts !  oh,  may  ourpraise 
Thy  courts  with  grateful  incense  fill  f 

Still  may  we  stand  belore  ihy  face. 
Still  hear  and  do  thy  sovereign  will. 
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was  his  last  sermon.  6t[y  founded  upon  the 
text.  ■'  Seek  ye  the  Lord  while  he  may  be 
found  ■"  he  died  shortly  after.  March  a.  1791. 

133  'f  yWW  Simt.  L.  M. 

'iM  So  jou  "eamjyou™  ™  niK : 
To  us  hTs  gmclous  gilit  beloni. 

To  him  our  »Dg9  of  love  and  piaiK. 
I    Fot  lift  and  lovr   for  ral  and  food, 

Fnr  datly  help  and  aightly  care. 
Sins  to  the  Lord,  for  be  is  good, 


Rev.  John  Wesley  is  knol^■n  to  us  in  the 
realm  of  hymnologisis  better  by  his  transla- 
tions than  by  his  original  compositions.  In 
appearance  he  was  below  the  medium  height, 
being  about  five  feet  four  inches  tall,  though 
admirably  proponioned  in  his  physical  make- 
up. In  his  well-moulded  countenance  a 
prominent  nose,  piercing  eye,  firm  and  neatly- 
cut  lips  formed  striking  features,  while  his 
energy  yet  dignity  of  action,  his  scholarly 
ability  and  remarkable  culture,  overspread  as 
they  were  by  a  light  of  benignant  piety,  ren- 
dered liim  a  conspicuous  figure  wherever  he 

He  has  recorded  concerning  this  piece  that 
he  chose  it  from  the  hymns  of  Gerhard  Ters- 
leegen,  the  Weslphalian  poet,  author  of  many 
of  the  finest  of  the  German  songs  for  worship. 
It  is  the  one  known  as  "Colt  iU  gegenwar- 
iig"  found  in  The  Spiritual  Flo^er'Garden. 
published  in  1731.  and  finds  its  suggestion,  of 
course,  in  Jacob  s  words,  (Genesis  28  :  16,  17. 
The  translation  was  made  during  the  voyage 
of  the  two  Wesley  brothers  to  Georgia.  The 
history  of  John  Wesley  is  too  familiar  to  all 
readers  of  religious  literature  to  require  any 
rehearsal  in  such  annotations  as  these.  He 
was  born  at  Kpworth  parsonage,  Lincoln- 
shire. P^ngland.  as  the  founh  son  of  nineteen 
children,  June  17.  1703.  He  is  always  reck- 
oned as  the  founder  of  the  Methodist  denom- 
ination ;  he  preached  40.000  sermons  and 
traveled  a  quarter  of  a  million  of  miles.  After 
holding  a  service  in  a  private  house  in  London 
one  day.  he  returned  to  his  home  feeling  very 
ill.    He  was  then  eighty-eight  years  old ;  it 


>  untold  tbal  daily  move 


Slog  10  our  God.  for  ii 

Exalt  hia  name,  for 

S    For  life  below,  wii 


id  high. 


The  facts  concerning  the  Rev.  John  Sam- 
uel Bewley  Monsell,  LL.  D.,  are  easily  ascer- 
tained from  any  one  of  the  manuals  of  hym- 
nology ;  for  his  work  is  of  such  excellent 
merit  that  he  has  found  a  place  at  once  in  all 
the  collections  of  sacred  songs.  He  was  the 
son  of  Archdeacon  Monsell,  bom  at  St.  Co- 
lumb's,  Londonderry,  in  Ireland,  March  2. 
1811,  educated  at  Trinity  College,  Dublin, 
graduating  in  [832.  He  entered  the  Episco- 
pal ministry  in  1S34.  and.  after  several  fields 
of  working,  at  last  in  1870  he  became  rector 
of  St.  Nicholas.  Guildfoi^,  Surrey,  where  he 
died  in  consequence  of  injuries  received  from 
a  fall  off  from  the  roof  of  his  church,  April  g, 
1875.  This  hymn  was  published  in  his  vol- 
ume entitled  Hymns  of  Lmie  and  Praise. 
The  text  annexed  to  it  is  Psalm  145:1, 1.  and 
it  consists  of  five  double  stanzas. 


134 


isglorj- 


With  gold  of  obediei 

Kneel,  and  adore  bim  ;  the  Lord  is  his  namel 
1    Low  al  his  feet  lay  thv  Irarden  of  earefulneaa, 

Hieh  on  his  bean  he  will  bear  ii  for  ibee; 

Guiding  thy  steps  as  may  bc«t  for  tbee  be. 

3  Fear  not  to  entei  liis  courts  In  ibe  sleadeneB 
Of  Ihe  poor  wealth  thou  wouldil  reckoa  ai  thine : 

Truth  in  iis  beaulv-  and  love  in  its  teadernen, 

4  Tliese.  though  we  bring  them  ill  trembling  and  ftar- 

Hf  will  accept  [or  the  name  that  is  dear : 
Mornings  of  joy  give  foteveninis  of  teufnldeaa. 
Trust  for  our  trembling,  and  hope  for  oar  fear. 


the  church,  and  characterized  by  his  almost 
matchless  grace  of   versification  as  a  lyric 
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son^.  It  was  orij^nally  issued  in  his  Hymns 
of  Love  and  Praise,  1863,  where  it  appears 
with  the  exclamation  **  Oh  "  at  the  be^nning  of 
its  first  line.  The  exigencies  of  musical  adap- 
tation render  it  almost  a  necessity  that  this 
should  be  dropped,  precisely  as  the  author 
did  drop  it  when  he  prepared  a  new  version 
of  the  poem  for  his  Parish  Hymnal,  issued 
ten  years  later. 

133  God's  Grace,  L.  M. 

Now  to  the  Lord  a  noble  song ! 
Awake,  my  soul,  awake,  my  tongue  1 
Hosanna  to  the  eternal  name, 
And  all  his  boundless  love  proclaim. 

3  See  where  it  shines  in  Jesus'  face. 
The  brightest  image  of  his  grace  1 
God,  in  the  person  of  his  Son, 

Hath  all  his  mightiest  works  outdone. 

Grace ! — 't  is  a  sweet,  a  charming  theme : 
y  thoughts  rejoice  at  Jesus'  name: 
Ye  angels!  dwell  upon  the  sound: 
Ye  heavens !  reflect  it  to  the  ground. 

4  Oh,  may  I  reach  that  happy  place 
Where  he  unvails  his  lovelv  face. 
Where  all  his  beauties  you  Dehold, 


\s 


And  sing  his  name  to  harps  of  gold. 

In  Book  II.  of  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  Hymns 
this  is  found  as  No.  47.  It  is  entitled  "  Glory 
and  Grace  in  the  Person  of  Christ,"  and  has 
six  stanzas.  It  has  been  remarked  of  this 
wonderful  man  by  his  candid  biographer  that 
he  sometimes  wandered  into  the  regions  of 
unauthorized  speculation,  and  grappled  with 
knowledge  "  too  wonderful "  for  a  finite  in- 
tellect to  embrace  in  all  its  height  and  length 
and  breadth  and  depth.  To  err  is  human,  and 
even-handed  justice  requires  the  admission 
that  Watts  shared  the  common  lot.  His 
^reat  intellectual  infirmity  was  undue  spir- 
itual curiosity,  though  it  was  indulged  from 
the  purest  motives  and  with  the  best  inten- 
tions. Thus  he  sought  to  explore  the  mys- 
tery of  the  incomprehensible  Jehovah,  and 
vainly  beat  the  bars  of  the  prison-house  which 
here  environs  every  mortal,  to  the  no  small 
disquietude  of  his  spirit.  His  "  solemn  ad- 
dress to  the  great  and  ever-blessed  God," 
written  wth  great  eloquence  and  feeling,  be- 
trays the  agony  of  his  soul,  and  his  sense  of 
the  vanity  and  danger  of  attempting  to  be 
wiser  than  what  is  wTitten.  **  Happy  had  it 
been  for  him,"  beautifully  remarks  Southey, 
**  if  he  who  humbled  his  mind  to  the  compo- 
sition of  songs  and  spelling-books  for  chil- 
dren had  applied  to  his  own  case  our  Sa- 
viour's words,  and  in  this  instance  become  as 
a  little  child  himself.  Happy  had  it  been, 
because,  during  the  whole  course  of  his  inno- 
cent and  otherwise  peaceful  life,  he  seems 
never  to  have  been  assailed  by  any  other 
temptation  than  this  of  the  intellect ;  never  to 
have  been  beset  with  any  other  troubles  than 

5 


those  in  which  his  own  subtlety  involved 
him."  He  would  have  avoided  thereby  much 
mental  disturbance  and  profitless  discussion, 
as  well  as  have  had  no  occasion  to  pen  the  self- 
condemning  though  thankful  acknowledg- 
ment, *•  Blessed  be  the  name  of  my  God,  that 
he  has  not  suffered  me  to  abandon  the  gospel 
of  his  Son  Jesus."  It  is  full  of  joy  and  cheer 
to  us,  to  whom  his  name  and  fame  are  dear, 
that  he  found  his  absolute  peace  of  mind  in 
the  contemplation  of  God's  grace  as  above 
every  other  attribute  he  possessed.  It  was  of 
that  Jesus'  face  became  **  the  brightest  image." 
In  his  later  life  he  was  wont  to  say  on  retir- 
ing to  rest,  as  if  the  thought  were  habitual  to 
him :  **  I  bless  God  I  can  lie  down  with  com- 
fort at  night,  not  being  solicitous  whether  I 
wake  in  this  world  or  another." 

136  '*  Te  Deumy  L.  M. 
Lord  God  of  Hosts,  by  all  adored  I 

Thy  name  we  praise  with  one  accord  ; 
The  earth  and  heavens  are  full  of  thee, 
Thy  light,  thy  love,  thy  majesty. 

2    Loud  hallelujahs  to  thy  name 
Angels  and  seraphim  proclaim ; 
Eternal  praise  to  thee  is  given 
By  all  the  powers  and  thrones  in  heaven. 

S    The  apostles  join  the  glorious  throng. 
The  pronhets  aid  to  swell  the  song, 
The  noble  and  triumphant  host 
Of  martyrs  make  of  tnee  their  boast. 

4    The  holy  church  in  ever>'  place 
Throughout  the  world  exalts  thy  praise ; 
Both  heaven  and  earth  do  worship  thee, 
Thou  Father  of  eternity ! 

s    From  <lay  to  day,  O  Lord,  do  we 
Highly  exalt  and  honor  thee; 
Thy  name  we  worship  an<l  adore 
World  without  end  for  evermore. 

This  piece  of  poetr)'.  continued  in  Laudes 
Domini  as  it  first  appeared  in  Songs  for  the 
Sanctuary,  1865,  compiled  by  the  same  hand, 
has  puzzled  a  great  many  of  the  critics  who 
exercise  themselves  in  looking  for  traces  of 
authorship.  The  simple  fact  is,  the  hymn,  as 
it  now  stands,  was  aggregated  from  a  half- 
dozen  versions  of  the  Te  Deum  by  as  many 
translators.  The  five  stanzas  grew  under  the 
hands  of  all  those  who  attempted  to  use  it. 
One  part  came  from  Plymouth  Collection,  and 
another  from  the  Mora^'ian  Hymn-Book. 
Each  compiler  seems  to  have  added  a  little 
touch  of  his  own.  And  the  tune  "  Ware," 
with  which  it  has  become  fixedly  associated 
during  the  thirty  years  of  use,  had  a  strong 
influence  in  shaping  the  cadences  of  the  lines. 
Josiah  Conder  is  in  it.  and  Bishop  Gambold, 
and  a  few  others  of  equal  fame.  But  it  might 
as  well  be  for  ever  marked  Anon, 

1 37  Psalm  36.  L.  M. 

High  in  the  heavens,  eternal  God  ! 

Thy  goodness  in  full  gU^ry  shines  ; 
Thv  truth  shall  break  throuRh  every  cloud 

That  vails  and  darkens  thy  designs. 
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2  For  ever  firm  thy  justice  stands, 

As  mountains  their  foundations  keep : 
Wise  are  the  wonders  of  thv  hands ; 
Thy  judgments  are  a  mighty  deep. 

3  From  the  provisions  of  thy  house 
We  shall  be  fed  with  sweet  repast ; 

There  mercy  like  a  river  flo\rs, 
And  brings  salvation  to  our  taste. 

4  Life,  like  a  fountain  rich  and  free. 
Springs  from  the  presence  of  my  Lord  ; 

And  in  thy  light  our  souls  shall  see 
The  glories  promised  in  thy  word. 

Dr.  Isaac  Watts  has  offered  this  as  his  ver- 
sion of  Psalm  36,  L.  M.  It  is  entitled  "  The 
Perfections  and  Providences  of  God ;  or,  Gen- 
eral Providence  and  Special  Grace."  It  is 
the  hymn  one  would  sing  on  the  way  to 
church ;  it  makes  one  think  as  he  reads  it  of 
a  summer  walk  over  the  hills,  with  mountains 
in  prospect  and  white  clouds  trailing  above 
his  head,  the  sea  perhaps  gleaming  in  the  dis- 
tance, and  the  spire  of  a  village  sanctuary 
lifting  its  slender  finger  to  point  the  way  to 
God. 


I 


Tiie  Triune  God. 


P.M. 


Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Almightv  f 
Early  in'lhe  morning  our  song  shall  rise  to  thee ; 

Holy,  holy,  holy,  merciful  and  mighty, 
God  in  three  persons,  blessed  Trinity. 

3    Holy,  holy,  holy  !  all  the  saints  adore  thee. 
Casting  down  their    golden  crowns   around    the 
glassy  sea ; 

Cherubim  and  seraphim  falling  down  before  thee, 
Which  wert  and  art  and  evermore  shalt  be. 

3  Holy,  holy,  holy !  though  the  darkness  hide  thee, 
Though  the  eye  of  sinful  man  thy  glory  may  not 

see  ; 
Only  thou  art  holy ;  there  is  none  beside  thee, 
Perfect  in  power,  in  love  and  purity. 

4  Holv,  holy,  holv !  Lord  God  Almighty  ! 

All  thv  works  shall  praise  thy  name,  m  earth  and 
skv  and  sea ; 
Holy,  holy,  holy,  merciful  and  mijjhty  ; 
G<>d  in  three  persons,  blessed  Trimly  ! 

In  the  "  Account  of  First  Rank  Hymns," 
issued  in  the  interest  of  Anglican  Hymnolo- 
g)',  this  one,  written  by  Bishop  Reginald  Heber 
in  1827,  is  registered  as  the  eleventh  upon  the 
list  in  point  of  merit  and  also  according  to 
use  in  the  collections.  It  appeared  tirst  in 
the  volume  called  Hymns  Written  and 
Adapted  to  the  Weekly  Seri'ice  of  the  Year. 
A  reference  is  made  to  the  portion  of  Scrip- 
ture appointed  for  the  Epistle  on  Trinity  Sun- 
day, especially  to  the  words  **  They  rest  not 
day  and  night,  saying,  Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord 
God  Almighty,  which  was,  and  is,  and  is  to 
come."  The  hymn  has  had  vast  popularity 
for  its  real  merit,  for  it  is  as  stately  and  beau- 
tiful as  an  anthem ;  but  the  tune  to  which  it 
is  now  invariably  sung,  "  Nica?a,"  by  Dr. 
I  )ykes,  has  given  it  a  matchless  glor>'  all  over 
the  world.  This  piece  of  music  was  made 
expressly  for  this  poem,  and  took  its  name 
from  the  fact  that  Nica?a,  in  Asia  Minor,  was 


the  city  in  which  the  chief  Christian  Ecumeni- 
cal Council  held  its  assemblies  in  A.  D.  325. 
It  was  on  this  occasion  that  the  doctrines  of 
Christ's  eternal  sonship  and  his  equality  with 
the  Father  were  settled  as  the  creed  of  the 
churches ;  then  also  the  doctrine  of  the  Holy 
Trinity,  which  the  Arians  had  attacked,  was 
established.  Hence  a  Trinity  hymn,  fine  as 
this,  became  associated  with  a  strain  of  music 
bearing  the  name  of  the  ancient  town  where 
the  Council  was  held. 

139  Psalm  hi.  CM. 

Praise  waits  in  Zion,  Lord!  for  thee; 

There  shall  our  vows  be  paid  ; 
Thou  hast  an  ear  when  sinners  pray ; 

All  flesh  shall  seek  thine  aid. 

2  O  Lord  !  our  guilt  and  fears  prevail, 
But  pardoning  grace  is  thine ; 

And  thou  wilt  grant  us  power  and  skill 
To  conquer  ever>'  sin. 

3  Blest  are  the  men  whom  thou  wilt  choose 
To  bring  them  near  thy  face ; 

Give  them  a  dwelling  in  thy  house. 
To  feast  upon  thy  grace. 

4  In  answering  what  thy  church  requests. 
Thy  truth  ana  terror  shine ; 

And  works  of  dreadful  righteousness 
Fulfill  thy  kind  design. 

5  Thus  shall  the  wondering  nations  see 
The  Lord  is  good  and  just ; 

The  distant  isles  shall  fly  to  thee. 
And  make  thy  name  their  trust. 

This  is  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  version  of  Psalm 
65,  First  Part,  C.  M.  It  has  six  stanzas,  and 
bears  the  inscription,  **  A  Prayer-hearing  God, 
and  the  Gentiles  called."  One  line  in  this 
first  verse  contains  the  whole  purpose  of  sing- 
ing in  church,  and  another  line  suggests  a 
modification  in  the  form.  Praise  waits  for 
God — that  is  the  purpose ;  God  has  an  ear — 
that  touches  a  delicate  but  wholesome  sug- 
gestion. We  quote  a  paragraph  from  one  of 
our  religious  periodicals  of  highest  standing, 
which  had  been  censuring  some  choirs  for 
careless  work : 

"  What  are  hymns  for,  in  any  church  }  We 
greatly  fear  that  other  churches  than  those 
which  we  have  named  are  occasional  sinners 
in  the  same  way  or  in  a  similar  way.  Ever>^ 
reader  of  these  words,  unless  we  are  happily 
mistaken,  can  remember  instances  in  which 
music  has  been  introduced  to  amuse  the  peo- 
ple, or  can  recall  hymns  which  the  majority 
of  the  choir,  or  of  the  congregation,  did  not 
seem  to  regard  as  a  part  of  Christian  wor- 
ship, expressing  the  sincerest  convictions  of 
the  religious  body  using  them.  Too  often,  in 
soundly  evangelical  and  orthodox  churches,  a 
well-paid  choir  sings  hj-mns  or  anthems  or 
sentences  in  which  the  congregation  can  take 
no  part,  for  the  very  sufficient  reason  that  the 
words    are   utterly    indistinguishable.      Too 


GENERAL  PRAISE. 


67 


often  a  random  choice  of  an  inappropriate  set 
of  verses  jars  discordantly  upon  the  fitness  of 
the  service  or  the  sanctity  of  the  place.  Too 
often  the  singers,  paid  and  unpaid,  regular 
and  volunteer,  give  utterance  to  words,  words, 
words,  with  never  a  thought  of  the  meaning. 
The  holiest  aspirations  of  the  great  Christian 
IjTists — Watts,  Wesley,  Montgomery,  Top- 
lady.  Faber,  and  the  rest — are  thus  made  vam 
repetitions.  The  outpourings  of  the  devout 
soul  are  turned  into  an  empty  mockery.  The 
words  of  Scripture  itself,  at  times,  are  *  ren- 
dered *  not  as  by  one  who  says  from  the  heart, 
•  Let  everything  that  hath  breath  praise  the 
Lord,*  but  as  one  who  addresses  a  divinity 
who,  having  ears,  hears  not." 

1 40  Psalm  27.  C.  M. 

Thk  Lord  of  glor\-  is  my  light, 

And  my  salvation  too ; 
God  is  my  strength — nor  will  I  fear 

What  all  my  foes  can  do. 

2  One  privilege  my  heart  desires — 
Oh,  grant  me  an  abode 

Among  the  churches  of  thy  saints, 
The  temples  of  my  God. 

3  There  shall  I  offer  my  requests, 
And  see  thy  beauty  still ; 

Shall  hear  ih^  messages  of  love. 
And  there  inquire  thy  will. 

4  When  troubles  rise  and  storms  appear. 
There  may  his  children  hide ; 

God  has  a  strong  pavilion,  where 
He  makes  my  soul  abide. 

5  Now  shall  my  head  be  lifted  high 
Above  my  foes  around  ; 

And  songs  of  joy  and  victory 
Within  thy  temple  sound. 

Dr.  Isaac  Watts  has  given  us  this  as  his 
version  of  Psalm  27,  C.  M.,  First  Part.  It 
has  five  stanzas,  and  is  entitled  **  The  Church 
is  our  I>elight  and  Safety." 
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Tke  Voice  of  Praise.'' 


CM. 


Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise, 
Whose  breath  our  souls  inspired  ; 

Loud  and  more  loud  the  anthem  raise, 
With  grateful  ardor  fired. 

2  Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise. 
Whose  goodness,  pissinc  thought, 

Loads  every  minute,  as  it  flies, 
With  benefits  unsought. 

3  Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise, 
From  whom  salvation  flows. 

Who  sent  his  Son  our  souls  to  save 
From  everlasting  woes. 

4  Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise 
For  hope's  transporting  ray. 

Which  lights,  through  darkest  shades  of  death. 
To  realms  of  endless  day. 

Rev.  Ralph  Wardlaw.  D.  D.,  was  a  Scotch 
Congregationalist ;  in  1803  he  was  ordained 
to  the  ministry  and  installed  as  pastor  of  a 
church  in  Glasgow.  He  must  have  been  pre- 
cocious in  intellect,  for  he  entered  on  his  col- 
legiate course  in  Glasgow  University  at  twelve 
years  of  age ;  he  was  born  at  Dalkeith,  Mid- 


lothian, December  22,  1779.  In  181 1  he  was 
made  Professor  of  Divinity  in  Glasgow  Theo- 
logical Academy,  in  which  office  he  remained 
until  his  death,  December  17,  1853.  He 
edited  a  volume  of  psalms  and  hymns  for  the 
use  of  Scottish  Congregational ists,  in  which 
he  included  several  original  pieces  of  his  own. 
This  hymn  has  in  it  a  fine  ring  of  challenge 
and  invitation  that  is  full  of  fervor  and  inspi- 
ration. It  calls  to  praise — praise  and  the  giv- 
ing of  thanks  from  grateful  hearts — as  the 
one  hope,  duty,  and  help  of  the  believer.  We 
all  remember  the  old  classic  stories  of  the 
dangerous  Sirens  which  infested  a  certain 
island,  seducing  the  pilots  as  they  approached 
and  so  destroying  the  ships.  Ulysses  tried 
force  in  resistance ;  he  filled  the  ears  of  his 
sailors  with  wax  so  that  they  could  not  hear 
the  song,  and  fastened  himself  to  the  mast  so 
that  he  could  not  yield  to  it.  But  the  Argo- 
nauts tried  cunning  instead;  they  took  Or- 
pheus on  board  with  a  lyre,  and  his  music  so 
transcended  that  of  the  sea-nymphs  that  they 
admitted  they  were  beaten  with  their  own  in- 
struments of  attack.  Let  the  children  of  God 
keep  on  singing  praises  to  him,  and  they  will 
be  safe. 
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Sahfation  to  God.*' 


lOS,  IIS. 


Yk  servants  of  God,  your  Master  proclaim. 
And  publish  abroad  his  wonderful  name; 
The  name  all-victorious  of  Jesus  extol ; 
His  kingdom  is  glorious,  he  rules  over  all. 

a    God  ruleth  on  high,  almighty  to  save  : 
And  still  he  is  nigh — his  presence  we  have; 
The  great  congregation  his  triumph  shall  sing, 
Ascribing  salvation  to  Jesus  our  King. 

I  Sal  vat  ion  to  God  who  sits  on  the  throne, 
et  all  cr>-  aloud  and  honor  the  Son  : 
The  praises  of  Jesus  the  angels  proclaim, 
Fall  down  on  their  faces  and  worship  the  Lamb. 

4    Then  let  us  adore  and  give  him  his  ri^ht, 
AH  glory,  and  power,  and  wisdom  and  might, 
AH  honor  and  messing,  with  angeU  above. 
And  thanks  never  ceasing,  and  infinite  love. 

This  hymn  is  also  from  the  pen  of  Rev. 
Charles  Wesley:  it  originally  received  six 
stanzas,  and  is  entitled  **  To  be  sung  in  a  tu- 
mult." Histor\'  tells  us  that  in  the  year  1744 
arose  a  spirit  of  fierce  persecution  against  the 
new  people  in  England  called  "  Methodists." 
At  that  time  the  political  aspects  of  the  na- 
tion were  confused ;  the  country  was  at  war 
with  France ;  the  house  of  Stuart  was  still 
seeking  full  restoration  ;  an  invasion  was  daily 
expected  for  the  purpose  of  bringing  back  the 
exiled  representative  of  that  proscribed  line, 
and  so  dethroning  King  George  11.  And, 
strangely  enough,  the  followers  of  these  evan- 
g^elical  leaders  were  accused  of  being  papists 
m  disguise,  actually  working  for  the  cause  of 
the  Pretender !  Their  meetings  were  broken 
up  by  riots,  and  many  of  their  preachers  were 
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impressed  into  the  army.  Even  John  and 
Ctjarles  Wesley  were  brought  before  the  mag- 
istrates for  a  strict  and  humiliating  examina- 
tion. In  the  midst  of  these  comfortless  dis- 
turbances from  men  they  sought  help  from 
God.  They  published  thai  pamphlet,  con- 
taining thirty-three  pieces,  which  has  come 
down  to  us  in  later  days,  bearing  the  name  of' 
"  Hymns  for  Times  of  Trouble  and  Persecu- 
tion." The  present  hymn  appeared  among 
those  in  that  collection. 
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Oh  wonhip  tht  King,  » 


ic  Kiiig." 


1    Oh.  II 


□fhii 


--- — , ..,  ,-.-  Agbt,  whose  canoiiy  space: 

His  ehariota  of  •ralii  Uie  deep  thundei-tloudu  Ibito, 

And  dark  is  hii  path  on  the  wings  of  the  slonn. 

}    Thy  bounliful  care  what  longue  can  r«it« } 

ll  brealhei  in  the  air,  il  shines  in  the  licht. 

II  streams  rrom  the  hills,  it  descends  to  the  plaio. 

And  sweetly  distills  in  the  dew  and  the  rain. 

4    Ptail  children  of  dusi.  and  feeble  as  frail, 

In  Ihee  do  we  trust,  nor  find  thee  to  (a<\ : 

Thy  mercies  how  lender  t  how  firm  lo  the  end  I 

Our  Maker,  llefender,  Kedeemer,  and  Friend. 

The  somewhat  fastidious  Anglican  Hym- 
nolcgy  numbers  among  those  "  first-rank " 
hymns  which  it  commends  as  the  best  in  the 
language,  three  o(  Sir  Robert  Grant's  produc- 
tions, of  which  this  is  one.  The  author  was 
bom  in  i^Sji:  having  studied  at  Magdalen 
College,  Cambridge,  where  he  was  graduated 
in  i8o6.  he  was  admitted  to  the  bar  the  fol- 
lowing year.  He  became  a  member  of  Par- 
liament for  Inverness,  and  continued  in  pub- 
lic life  till  1831,  when  he  was  sworn  a  privy- 
councillor,  and  so  put  in  the  way  of  promo- 
tion from  the  Crown.  Three  years  later,  in 
1 834,  he  was  appointed  Governor  of  Bombay. 
It  was  during  his  residence  in  India  that  he 
not  only  wrote  his  two  books  on  that  coun- 
try, but  also  several  others,  mostly  political 
and  literary.  He  is  best  known  upon  this 
side  of  the  sea  by  his  hymns ;  these  are  few 
in  number  but  excellent  in  spirit,  and  have  de- 
served the  high  popularity  they  have  enjoyed 
among  the  various  churches. 

They  were  written  at  diflercnt  periods  of  his 
life,  and  were  gathered  after  his  death  by  his 
iirother  Charles.  Lord  Glenelg,  and  published 
in  1839  in  a  volume  entitled  Sacred  Poems. 
Sir  Robert  Grant  died  in  the  land  which  he 
had  governed  onlv  four  years,  and  was  buried 
at  Dapoorie,  in  Western  India,  July  9,  1838. 
144         --n,^,. 
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s    Low  before  hii 

or  whom,  and  in  t 


Ofwl 


rings  joy  evermore  I 


n,  a™^?l"'S^  w'hom'are  1 


Through  whom,  the  Spirit,  with  iheni  ever  one. 

This  spirited  hymn  b  a  translation  of  Peter 
Abelard's  O  quanta  gualia  sunt  ilia  sabbala. 
written  in  Che  twelfth  century.  The  render- 
ing here  given  is  made  by  John  Mason  Neale, 
who  has  enriched  our  modem  hymnology 
with  versions  of  many  of  the  linest  treasures 
of  the  Greek  and  L.atin  Churches ;  it  has  been 
the  best  senice  of  his  life. 


;  endless  Sabhalhs 


God  shall  be  al 


Rev.  John  Mason  Neale,  D.  D..  was  bom 
in  Conduit  Street.  London,  January  24,  1818. 
In  1836  he  entered  Trinity  College  in  Cam- 
bridge, and,  taking  prizes  almost  at  once  in 
evidence  of  his  superiority  in  industry  and  in- 
tellectual force,  he  easily  won  the  distinction 
of  being  the  best  man  m  his  class.  In  1840 
he  entered  the  ministry  of  the  Church  of  Eng- 
land. Although  he  was  educated,  trained, 
and  powerfully  moulded  by  his  mother,  of 
whom  he  once  said  :  "  To  whom  I  owe  more 
than  1  can  express  ;*'  and  although  his  mother 
and  his  father  are  reputed  to  have  been  "very 
pronounced  evangelists."  this  son  became  at 
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once  one  of  the  most  advanced  of  the  Ritual- 
ists in  England.  He  started  sisterhoods,  he 
instituted  orders,  he  made  establishments ;  he 
accepted  alterations  of  the  ritual  in  the  inter- 
est of  nearer  approach  to  Rome.  He  went 
so  far  in  his  practices  that  at  last  his  bishop 
"  inhibited "  him  for  the  space  of  fourteen 
years ;  mobs  attacked  him,  and  some  of  his 
**  houses  "  were  given  up.  But  he  went  on 
his  way  even  down  to  the  time  of  his  death, 
which  occurred  August  6,  1866.  He  was 
then  in  charge  as  tne  Warden  of  Sackville 
College,  East  Grinstead.  His  tastes  were  bet- 
ter fitted  for  a  career  in  the  Middle  Ages.  He 
lo\xd  what  was  mystic,  poetic,  legendary ;  he 
luxuriated  in  readmg  and  relating  the  stories 
of  the  saints ;  the  visions  and  so-called  mira- 
cles of  the  past  touched  his  imagination  as  if 
they  had  been  real  and  actual.  Out  of  this 
came  the  incomparable  aptitude  he  possessed 
and  the  success  he  achieved  in  clothing  the 
old  songs  of  the  monks  with  a  rich  and  beau- 
tiful English  dress  for  these  days  of  light  and 
sensibility  in  religious  worship.  He  has  taken 
us  into  his  confidence  in  one  instance,  telling 
us  the  processes  of  his  mind  as  he  ranged  at 
w\[\  through  the  studies  he  made  in  mediaeval 
literature.  "It  is  a  magnificent  thing,"  he 
says, "  to  pass  along  the  far-stretching  vista 
of  hymns,  from  the  sublime  self-contained- 
ncss  of  St.  Ambrose  to  the  more  fervid  in- 
spiration of  St.  Gregory,  the  exquisite  typolo- 
gy of  Venantius  Fortunatus,  the  lovely  paint- 
ing of  St.  Peter  Damiani,  the  crystal-like  sim- 
plicity of  St.  Notker,  the  scriptural  calm  of 
Godescalcus,  the  subjective  loveliness  of  St. 
Bernard,  till  all  culminate  in  the  full  blaze  of 
glory  which  surrounds  Adam  of  St.  Victor, 
the  greatest  of  them  all." 

145  Glory  to  th£  Lamb.  los. 

Blbssing  and  honor  and  glory  and  power, 
Wtsdom  and  riches  and  strength  evermore, 
Give  ye  to  him  who  our  battle  haih  won, 
Wboae  are  the  kingdom,  the  crown,  and  the  throne. 

a    Dwelleth  the  light  of  the  glory  with  him, 
Light  of  a  glory  that  cannot  grow  dim, 
Light  in  its  silence  and  beauty  and  calm. 
Light  in  its  gladness  and  brightness  and  balm. 

3  Rver  ascendeth  the  song  and  the  joy, 
Ever  descendeth  the  love  from  oti  high, 
Blessing  and  honor  and  glory  and  praise, 
This  is  the  theme  of  the  hymns  that  we  raise. 

4  Life  of  all  life,  and  true  Lifi^ht  of  all  light, 
Star  of  the  dawning,  unchangingly  bright, 
Sun  of  the  Salem  whose  lamp  is  the  Lamb, 
Theme  of  the  ever-new,  cvcr-glad  psalm  I 

5  Give  we  the  jglory  and  praise  to  the  Lamb, 
Take  we  the  robe  and  the  harp  and  the  palm, 
Sing  we  the  song  of  the  Lamb  that  was  slain, 
Dymg  in  weakness,  but  rising  to  reign. 

Dr.  Horatius  Bonar  added   to  his  many 
other  excellences  as  a  lyric  poet  that  of  va- 


riety in  meter.  He  has  in  this  instance  taken 
quite  an  unusual  measure  of  difficult  rhythm, 
to  which  it  was  not  easy  to  adapt  fitting  mu- 
sic ;  yet  he  has  given  a  hymn  full  of  dignity 
and  grandeur,  representing  the  "Song  of 
Moses  and  the  Lamb  "  in  heaven  itself. 

It  is  interesting  to  notice  that  whenever  we 
are  shown  the  pageants  of  the  grand  army  6f 
God  in  review,  the  Scriptures  represent  the 
legions  as  singing.  And  usually  we  find  re- 
corded the  exact  words  of  their  song.  Evi- 
dently more  is  made  of  music  in  heaven  than 
we  are  wont  to  make  of  it  here  on  earth.  At 
any  rate,  the  words  are  brought  into  more 
prominence  than  modem  artists  are  accus- 
tomed to  give  them.  A  strain  of  inarticulate 
sound  has  power,  but  the  joining  of  intelli- 
gent thought  to  the  tones  is  worth  more  by 
far  as  an  act  of  adoration.  Recall  some  of 
Faber's  lines : 

"  There  are  sounds  like  flakes  of  snow  falling 

III  their  silent  and  eddying  rings: 
We  tremble — they  touch  us  so  lightly, 

Like  the  feathers  from  angels'  wings. 
There  are  pauses  of  marvelous  silence 

That  are  full  of  significant  sound. 
Like  music  echoing  music 

Under  water,  or  under  ground. 
O  music  I  thou  surelv  art  worship ; 

But  thou  art  not  like  praise  or  prayer ; 
And  words  make  better  thanksgiving 

Than  thy  sweet  melodies  are.  ' 
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Honor  and  glory,  thatiksgiviiig  and  praise, 
Maker  of  all  things,  to  thee  we  upraise: 
God  the  Almighty,  the  Father,  the  Lord  : 
God  by  the  angels  obeyed  and  adored. 

3    Thou  art  the  Father  of  heaven  and  earth ; 
Worlds  uncreated  to  thee  owe  their  birth  ; 
All  the  creation,  thy  voice  when  it  heard. 
Started  to  light  and  to  life  at  thy  word. 

3  Onward  the  sun  and  the  moon  on  their  march 
Span  with  the  rainbow  ihe  firmament's  arch  ; 
Stars  yet  unknown,  and  whose  light  is  to  come. 
Find  in  creation  their  place  and  a  home. 

4  Earth  with  the  mountain,  the  river,  the  plain, 
Sky  with  the  dew-drop,  the  wind,  and  the  rain, 
Beast  of  the  forest,  wild  bird  of  the  air. 

All  are  thy  creatures,  and  all  are  thy  care. 

5  Ocean  the  restless,  and  waters  that  swell. 
Lightnings  that  flash  over  flood,  over  fell. 
Own  thee  the  Master  Almighty,  and  call 
Thee  the  Creator,  the  Father  of  all. 

6  Yea,  thou  art  Father  of  all.  and  thy  love 
Pity  for  man  that  is  fallen  doth  move ; 
Sharing  our  nature,  though  sinless,  thy  Son 
Came  to  redeem  us,  by  Satan  undone. 

7  God  in  three  Persons !  jjive  rar  to  our  prayer ; 
Thought,  word,  and  deed  in  thine  image  repair; 
Guide  us  in  life  and  protect  to  the  last, 

And  at  thine  advent,  Lord,  pardon  the  past. 

When  the  Sarum  Brri'iary,  the  Sarum 
Missal,  and  the  Sarum  Psalter  had  been 
published,  there  seemed  to  be  wanted  one 
more  volume  in  order  to  complete  the  peculiar 
series.      This  was  the   Sarum  Hymnal,  and 
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there  was  just  the  man  close  by  for  the  work. 
The  Rev.  Edward  Arthur  Dayman,  who  had 
t)een  one  of  the  original  compilers  of  the 
book,  now  revised  it  thoroughly  and  added 
somewhat  to  it  also,  and  then  it  took  its  place 
with  the  rest.  His  own  translations  from  the 
ancient  songs  of  the  church  much  increased 
the  value  of  the  collection.  This  one  was 
made  for  Barnby's  Hymnary,  1872,  and  is  of 
the  same  excellent  structure  as  the  others  in 
both  meter  and  sentiment.  It  is  a  version  of 
Jubilcmus  omnes  una,  one  of  the  sequences  to 
be  found  in  the  Latin  Gradual  belonging  to 
the  early  part  of  the  twelfth  century,  now 
in  the  British  Museum.  The  translator  was 
born  at  Padstow  in  Cornwall,  in  England, 
July  II,  1807.  He  graduated  at  Exeter  Col- 
lege, Oxford,  of  which  he  was  made  a  Fellow 
in  1828,  and  entered  the  ministry  of  the 
Church  of  England  in  1835,  becoming  the 
rector  of  Shillingstone,  near  Blandford,  Dor- 
set, in  1842.  In  1849  he  was  made  rural 
dean,  and  in  1862  became  one  of  the  preben- 
daries of  Salisbury  Cathedral.  He  died  at 
Shillingstone,  October  30,  1890. 

147  Angels'  iVorship,  los. 

Stars  of  the  morning,  so  gloriously  bright, 
Filled  with  celestial  resplendence  and  light; 
These  that,  where  night  never  foUoweth  day, 
Raise  the  "  Thrice-holy  "  song  ever  and  aye ! 

2    These  are  thy  counselors:  these  dost  thou  own, 
God  of  Sabaoth !  the  nearest  thy  throne ; 
These  are  thy  ministers ;  these  dost  thou  send, 
Help  of  the  helpless  ones !  man  to  defend. 

X    When  by  thy  word  earth  was  first  poised  in  space; 
When  the  far  planets  first  ^>ed  on  their  race ; 
When  was  completed  the  six  days'  employ. 
Then  "  all  the  sons  of  God  shouted  for  joy !" 

4  Still  let  them  succor  us ;  still  let  them  fight, 
Lord  of  angelic  hosts,  battling  for  right ! 
Till,  where  their  anthems  they  ceaselessly  pour, 
We  with  the  angels  may  bow  and  adore  1 

Another  of  Dr.  John  Mason  Neale's  trans- 
lations, included  in  his  Hymns  of  the  Eastern 
Church.  He  gives  to  it  a  name  that  is  pe- 
culiar to  the  mystic  mood  belonging  to  some 
of  the  zealous  preachers  of  Anglican  theol- 
og}'  and  ecclesiology  in  our  modern  times : 
"  A  Cento  from  the  Canon  of  the  *  Bodiless 
Ones ';  Tuesday  in  the  Week  of  the  Fourth 
Tone."  It  is  a  rendering  from  one  of  the 
hymns  of  St.  Joseph  of  the  Studium,  and 
really  gives  us  a  tine  vision  of  the  spectacle  in 
heaven  when  the  "  Trisagion  "  is  sung  (Isaiah 
6:3):  it  represents  the  angels  in  the  act  of 
worshiping  the  grand  majesty  of  the  Triune 
God  in  the  throne. 

"  I  can  just  remember,"  said  a  theologian 
of  the  last  century,  *'  that  when  the  women 
first  taught  me  to  say  my  prayers  to  God.  1 
used  to  have  an  idea  of  a  venerable  old  man. 


of  a  composed  and  benign  countenance,  with 
his  own  hair,  clad  in  a  morning-gown  of  a 
grave-colored  damask,  sitting  ^date  in  an 
elbow-chair."  Such  conceptions  are  interest- 
ing as  a  study ;  but  are  they  not  frequently 
absurd  as  an  experience?  Would  it  be  to 
edification  if  a  company  of  religious  people, 
in  our  modern  times,  were  to  compare  to- 
gether the  actual  sight  they  seem  to  see  when 
they  close  their  eyes  for  the  act  of  prayer  ? 
Scripture  pictures  of  the  Divine  Being,  which 
are  not  infrequent,  have  nothing  of  this  gross- 
ness.  There  is  an  unparalleled  dignity  and 
grace  in  every  attitude  and  gesture  when  the 
presence  of  Jehovah  is  seen. 

Hence  we  expect  a  vision  of  grandeur 
whenever  an  inspired  pen  is  painting  it. 
Take,  for  example,  that  given  by  the  evange- 
list John  in  the  Apocalypse — the  vision  he 
saw  in  the  Spirit  on  the  Lord's  day. 

"  And  I  turned  to  see  the  voice  that  si>ake 
with  me.  And  being  turned,  I  saw  seven 
golden  candlesticks,  and  in  the  midst  of  the 
seven  candlesticks  one  like  unto  the  Son  of 
Man,  clothed  with  a  garment  down  to  the 
loot,  and  girt  about  the  paps  with  a  golden 
girdle ;  his  head  and  his  hairs  were  white  like 
wool,  as  white  as  snow,  and  his  eyes  were  as 
a  flame  of  fire,  and  his  feet  like  unto  fine 
brass,  as  if  they  burned  in  a  furnace,  and  his 
voice  as  the  sound  of  many  waters ;  and  he 
had  in  his  right  hand  seven  stars ;  and  out  of 
his  mouth  went  a  sharp  two-edged  sword ; 
and  his  countenance  was  as  the  sun  shineth 
in  his  strength." 

It  does  not  seem  as  if  there  could  be  any 
use  in  one's  trying  to  understand  thoroughly 
such  a  spectacle  as  this ;  its  vagueness  is  its 
glory.  It  is  easy  to  point  out  the  symbols 
found  in  the  description,  however.  **  Hairs 
white  like  wool  "  must  signify  venerableness ; 
"  eyes  of  a  flame  of  fire  "  must  mean  omnis- 
cience ;  the  •'  two-edged  sword "  indicates 
justice:  the  "voice  as  the  sound  of  many 
waters  "  might  suggest  power  or  authority ; 
and  the  '*  countenance  as  the  sun  shining  in 
his  strength  "  certainly  intimates  the  positive 
purity  of  holiness.  Still,  most  of  us  would 
disdain  this  form  of  rhetorical  exposition  ;  the 
scene  loses,  rather  than  gains,  by  such  an 
analysis  of  the  inspired  figures.  And,  on  the 
whole,  it  distracts  the  grand  swell  of  praise 
when  one  begins  to  demand  a  direct  picture 
of  God's  person  as  the  object  of  worship. 


1 48  Singing  to  God, 

Songs  of  praise  the  angels  sang, 
Heaven  with  hallelujahs  rang, 
When  lehovah's  work  begun. 
When  he  spake,  and  it  was  done. 
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Songs  ol  praise  awoke  the  mom 
\  When  the  Prince  of  Peace  was  bom  ; 
Sonipi  of  praise  arose  when  he 
Captive  led  captivity. 

2  Heaven  and  earth  must  pass  away — 
Sones  of  praise  shall  crown  that  dav  ; 
God  will  make  new  heavens  and  earth — 
Sooffs  of  praise  shall  hail  their  birth. 
Ana  shall  man  alone  be  dumb 
Till  that  glorious  kingdom  come  ? 
No :  the  Church  delights  to  raise 
Psalms  and  hymns  and  songs  of  praise. 

1  Saints  below,  with  heart  and  voice. 
Still  in  songs  of  praise  rejoice, 
Learning  here  by  faith  and  love 
Songs  of  praise  to  sing  above. 
Borne  upon  their  latest  breath 
Songs  of  praise  shall  conquer  death  ; 
Then,  amtd  eternal  joy. 
Songs  oi  praise  their  powers  employ. 

In  James  Montgomery*?  Original  Hymns 
this  piece  appears  with  six  stanzas.  It  is  en- 
titled "Glory  to  God  in  the  Highest,"  and 
has  for  a  text  Luke  2:13.  In  one  of  the 
meetings  held  in  the  city  of  New  York,  during 
what  is  termed  the  Week  of  Prayer,  it  was 
announced  that  a  particular  speaker  of  much 
reputation  was  expected  to  make  an  address 
upon  a  theme  not  usually  chosen.  Curiosity 
was  at  its  supreme  >keight  in  the  churches. 
Conjectures  were  hazarded  as  to  what  he  was 
likely  just  now  to  say.  He  would  encourage 
Christians  to  redoubled  devotion.  He  would 
denounce  public  and  conspicuous  sin.  He 
would  stir  men's  moral  courage,  or  sting  their 
consciences  with  rebuke.  He  would  unspar- 
ingly show  up  the  formality  of  the  usual 
religious  services  in  the  town,  and  expose  the 
hypocrisies  of  the  preachers  with  a  dreadful 
threatening  of  divine  wrath.  At  any  rate  he 
would  be  worth  hearing  on  the  occasion.  But 
when  the  great  man  took  the  platform,  his 
opening  words  were  only  these,  calmly  and 
gently  uttered,  as  if  a  brother  or  a  comrade 
would  remind  us  of  a  familiar  fact.  **  I  sup- 
pose." said  he,  **  that  for  one  real  Christian  who 
fails  in  prayer,  there  are  four  Christians  who 
fail  in  praise."  That  was  all :  then  he  went 
on  to  remark  that  he  had  been  informed  by 
an  active  pastor  in  one  of  the  larger  congrega- 
tions that  he  had  been  requested  to  offer  a 
prayer  for  persons  ^oine  to  sea,  for  the  home 
ones  dangerously  sick,  for  those  perplexed  in 
mind,  body,  or  estate,  fifty  times  for  once 
that  ever  he  had  been  asked  to  give  thanks  for 
a  recovery  from  illness,  for  a  safe  voyage,  for 
even  the  conversion  of  a  beloved  friend  unto 
God.  It  is  likely  that  the  intimations  given 
by  the  speaker  were  true  then,  and  on  inquiry 
it  is  likely  they  would '••be  found  to  be  true 
now.  We  forget  what  is  doing  for  us  every 
hour  of  every  day  of  our  lives.  **  And  shall 
man  alone  be  dumb?" 
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God  eternal.  Lord  of  all ! 
Lowly  at  thy  feet  we  tall; 
All  the  world  doth  worship  thee  : 
We  amidst  the  throng  would  be. 
All  the  holy  angels  cr\', 
Hail,  thrice-hoiy,  God  most  high  I 
Lord  of  all  the  heavenly  powers, 
Be  the  same  loud  anthem  ours. 

2  Glorified  apostles  raise, 
Night  and  day.  continual  praise; 
Hast  thou  not  a  mission  too 
For  thv  children  here  to  do? 
With  the  prophet's  goodly  line 
We  in  mystic  bond  combine  .• 
For  thou  hast  to  babes  revealed 
Things  that  to  the  wise  were  sealed. 

3  Martyrs,  in  a  noble  host, 

Of  thy  cross  are  heard  to  boast  ; 
Since  so  bright  the  crown  they  wear, 
We  with  them  thy  cross  would  bear. 
All  thv  church,  in  heaven  and  earth, 
Jesus !  hail  thy  spotless  birth ; 
Seated  on  the  juaument-throne, 
Number  us  among  thine  own  ! 

This  is  an  excellent  translation  of  the  an- 
cient TV  Deum.  It  was  first  published  in  the 
Devout  Chorister,  1848,  for  which  it  was  writ- 
ten. It  there  appears  with  eight  four-line 
stanzas,  and  is  there  entitled  **  Hymn  for 
Choristers."  The  author,  Rev.  James  Elwin 
Millard,  D.  D.,  was  born  May  18,  1823.  He 
became  a  graduate  of  Magdalen  College, 
1845,  and  a  Fellow  of  the  same  in  1853.  He 
entered  the  ministry  of  the  Church  of  England 
at  once,  accepting  the  curacy  of  a  congrega- 
tion in  Bradfield,  Berks.  Subsequently  he 
for  a  while  acted  as  Head  Master  of  Magda- 
len College  School,  but  in  1864  became  the 
vicar  of  Basingstoke  in  Hampshire. 

1 50  "  /«  Excelsisr  75,  D. 

Glory  be  to  God  on  hieh, — 
God,  whose  glor>*  fills  the  sky ; 
Peace  on  earth  to  man  forgiven, 
Man,  the  well  beloved  of  heaven. 
Sovereign  Father,  Heavenly  King ! 
Thee  we  now  presume  to  sing ; 
Glad  thine  attributes  confess, 
Glorious  all  and  numberless. 

2  Hail,  by  all  thy  works  adored ! 
Hail,  the  everlasting  Lord  ! 

Thee  with  thankful  hearts  we  prove — 
God  of  power,  and  God  of  Love  ! 
Christ  our  Lord  and  God  we  o^ti — 
Cl.rist  the  Father's  only  Son  : 
Lamb  of  God  for  sinners  slain. 
Saviour  of  offending  man. 

3  Jesus!  in  thy  name  we  pray. 
Take,  oh,  take  our  sins  away  : 
Powerful  Advocate  with  God  ! 
Justify  us  by  thy  blood. 

Hear,  for  thou,  O  Christ,  alone, 
Art  with  thy  great  Father  one  ; 
One  the  Holy  Ghost  with  thee — 
One  supreme  eternal  Three. 

Ahnost  everybody  who  has  made  h)*mns  of 
his  own  has,  early  or  late  in  his  career,  tried 
his  hand  in  translatinjj  the  Gloria  in  Excelsis 
into  meter.     This  is  Charles  Wesley's  excel- 
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lent  version ;  he  published  it  in  his  own  Hymns 
for  the  Nativity,  and  John  Wesley  likewise 
printed  it  in  his  Select  Hymns  with  Tunes  An- 
next.  It  is  rather  a  paraphrase  than  a  render- 
ing ;  indeed,  it  is  simply  entitled  "  Glory  to 
God,"  and  has  annexed  to  it  the*  Scriptural 
reference,  Luke  2:14:  •*  Glory  to  God  in  the 
highest,  and  on  earth  peace,  good-will  toward 


men. 
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Th€  Light  of  the  Lord. 


IIS,  los. 


Now.  when  the  dusky  shades  of  ni^^ht  retreating 
Before  the  sun's  rea  banner  swiftly  flee ; 

Now,  when  the  terrors  ot  the  dark  are  fleeting, 
O  Lord,  we  lif^  our  thankful  hearts  to  thee  : — 

a  To  the*,  whose  word,  the  fount  of  life  unsealing, 
When  hill  and  dale  in  thickest  darkness  lay. 

Awoke  bright  rays  across  the  dim  earth  stealing, 
And  bade  the  eve  and  morn  complete  the  day. 

3  Look  from  the  height  of  heaven,  and  send  to  cheer 

us 
Thv  light  and  truth,  and  guide  us  onward  still ; 
Still  let  thy  mercy,  as  of  olcT  be  near  us, 
And  lead  us  safely  to  thy  holy  hill. 

4  So  when  that  mom  of  endless  light  is  waking, 
And  shades  of  evil  from  its  sphendors  flee, 

Safe  may  we  rise,  this  earth's  dark  vale  forsaking, 
Through  all  the  long  bright  day  to  dwell  with  thee. 

5  Be  this  by  thee,  O  God  thrice  holy,  granted, 
O  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  ever  blest  ; 

Whose  glory  by  the  heaven  and  earth  is  chanted, 
Whose  name  by  men  and  angels  is  confest. 

It  is  not  known  who  wrote  or  compiled  this 
cento,  the  excellent  poetry  of  which  deserves 
the  favor  of  a  meritorious  name.  It  appeared 
in  this  country  earliest  in  the  hymnal  issued 
by  Dr.  Hedge  and  Dr.  Huntington,  Hymns 
for  the  Church  of  Christ,  Boston,  1853.  Some 
effort  has  of  late  been  made  to  connect  its  au- 
thorship with  a  translation  published  in  1848 
by  W.  J.  Copeland  in  Hymns  for  the  Week, 
But  that  piece  is  not  like  this.  It  begins  and 
continues  entirely  distinct.  The  first  line 
reads  thus :  '^  Lo,  now  the  melting  shades  of 
night  are  ending ;"  and  it  claims  to  be  a  ren- 
dering of  Gregory's  ancient  Latin  hymn: 
Ecce  jam  noctis  tenuatur  umbra.  The  re- 
semblance is  very  remote. 

152  "  Pratse  Jehovah:*  us,  los. 

Praise  ye  Jehovah  !  praise  the  Lord  most  holy, 
Who  cheers  the  contrite,  girds  with  strength  the 
weak  : 

Praise  him  who  will  with  gIor>'  crown  the  lowly, 
And  with  salvation  beautify  the  meek. 

2  Praise  ve  Jehovah  1  for  his  lovine-kindness 
And  all  the  lender  mercy  he  halh  shown ; 

Praise  him  who  pardons  all  our  sin  and  blindness, 
And  calls  us  sons  and  takes  us  for  his  own. 

3  Praise  ye  Jehovah  !  source  of  all  our  blessings ; 
Before  his  gifts  earth's  richest  boons  wax  dim; 

Restine  in  him,  his  peace  and  joy  possessing, 
All  things  are  ours,  for  we  have  all  in  him. 

4  Praise  ye  the  Father !   God  the  Lord,  who  gave  us, 
\yith  full  and  perf<?ct  love,  his  only  Son  ; 

Praise  ye  the  Son  !  who  died  himself  to  save  us  ; 
Praise  ye  the  Spirit!  praise  the  Three  in  Onel 


This  hymn,  which  claims  to  be  a  version  of 
Psalm  149,  is  found  in  a  lithoCTaph  volume  of 
the  author's  verses  printed  ^om  the  manu- 
scn'pt  and  issued  without  date  for  private 
circulation,  by  Margaret,  Lady  Cockburn- 
Campbell.  She  was  the  eldest  daughter  of 
Sir  John  Malcolm,  a  general  in  the  British 
army.  She  was  married  on  June  20,  1827,  to 
Sir  Alexander  Thomas  Cockbum-Campbell,  a 
resident  magistrate  at  Albany,  in  West  Aus- 
tralia. He  died  at  Alphington,  near  Exeter. 
England,  February  6,  1841.  Her  husband 
was  one  of  the  founders  of  the  Plymouth 
Brethren,  and  in  the  Psalms  and  Hymns  of 
that  body  her  pieces  became  known. 

153  "I  Am.'*  P.M. 

Thk  God  of  Abraham  praise. 

Who  refgns  enthroned  above, 
Ancient  of  everlasting  days. 

And  God  01  love ! 
Jehovah  I  great  I  AM ! 

By  earth  and  heaven  confessed  ; 
I  bow  and  bless  the  sacred  name. 

For  ever  blest ! 

a  The  God  of  Abraham  praise ! 

At  whose  supreme  command 
From  earth  I  rise,  and  seek  the  joys 

At  his  right  hand  ; 
I  all  on  earth  forsake. 

Its  wisdom,  fame,  and  power, 
And  him  my  only  portion  make, 

My  shielcl  and  tower. 

3  The  God  of  Abraham  praise  ! 

Whose  all-sufficient  grace 
Shall  guide  me  all  my  happy  days 

In  all  my  ways  : 
He  calls  a  worm  his  friend  ! 

He  calls  himself  my  Go<)  I 
And  he  shall  save  me  to  the  end 

Through  Jesus*  blood  1 

This  hymn  was  written  by  Rev.  Thomas 
Olivers,  an  itinerant  Methodist  clergyman, 
closely  associated  with  the  Wesleys  m  his 
work  and  aims.  Without  doubt  he  was  an 
enthusiast  and  a  dreamer,  for  he  used  to 
claim  that  with  "  the  eye  of  his  mind  "  he  had 
visions  of  our  Lord  on  several  occasions.  He 
was  born  at  Tregynon,  Montgomeryshire,  in 
1725.  But  his  father  died  when  he  was  only 
four  years  old,  and  his  mother  followed  soon 
after.  The  boy  was  passed  on  around  from 
one  to  another,  and  grew  up  uneducated  and 
godless.  His  temper  was  bad  and  his  life 
was  vicious.  Apprenticed  to  a  shoemaker,  he 
formed  and  kept  low  associations,  and  melan- 
choly prophecies  were  made  for  his  future. 
But  George  Whitefield  preached  a  sermon 
which  went  into  history ;  the  text  was,  "  Is 
not  this  a  brand  plucked  out  of  the  fire?" 
That  cobbler's  boy  was  at  Bristol  at  the  time, 
and  he  heard  the  voice  from  heaven,  and  was 
amons^  the  thousands  converted  by  it.  The 
change  was  radical  and  permanent;  there 
was  never  any  doubt  about  Thomas  Olivers 
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[tcr  that.  He  told  everybody  that  the  rest  of 
is  years  were  going  to  be  devoted  to  *'  get- 
ng  and  doing  good."  He  had  poverty  and 
ony ;  even  persecutions  came  upon  him  for 
IS  zeal.  But  he  preached  right  along,  coura- 
eously  and  patiently,  till  he  died  in  London, 
larch,  1799. 

He  wrote  other  hymns;  but  this  one  in 
articular  has  a  famous  history.  It  has  al- 
ways been  too  long  for  the  collections ;  only 
tirec  or  four  out  of  twelve  verses  can  be 
dvantageously  introduced  in  a  compilation 
or  church  service.  The  poem  is  a  free  ren- 
lering  of  the  Hebrew  Yigdal  or  Doxology, 
rith  what  the  Methodist  preacher  called  "  a 
Zhristian  character  "  given  tp  it  in  the  transla- 
ion.  In  this  song  of  worship  the  entire  creed 
)f  thirteen  articles,  as  the  Jews  hold  it  for 
licir  doctrine,  is  rehearsed  in  metrical  form, 
it  is  claimed  that  it  was  composed  a  thousand 
fcars  ago  by  Daniel  ben  Judah ;  but  the  exact 
date  of  his  birth  or  death  is  not  known.  And 
the  tune  "  Leoni  "  to  which  it  is  set,  and  to 
which  it  is  sung  every  Friday  night  in  the 
synagogues  over  the  world,  is  equally  famous. 
It  was  arranged  for  Olivers  for  his  version  of 
the  Yigdal,  by  Meyer  Lyon,  chorister  of  the 
Great  Synagogue  in  London  at  that  date ;  so 
in  recognition  of  his  courtesy  it  has  borne  his 
name. 


IS4  (Mtversal  Adoration.  P.  M. 

Ancbls  holy,  high  and  lowly. 

Sing  the  praises  of  the  Lord  I 
Earth  and  sky,  all  living  nature, 
Man,  the  stamp  of  thy  Creator, 

Praise  ye,  praise  ye  God  the  Lord  I 

a  Son  and  moon,  bright  night  and  moonlight : 

Scarry  temples,  azure-floored  ; 
Ckmd  and  rain,  and  wild  wind's  madness. 
Sons  of  God  that  shout  for  gladness, 

Praise  ye,  praise  ye  God  the  Lord  I 

3  Ocean  hoary,  tell  his  glory, 
Clif^,  where  tumbling  seas  have  roared  I 

Pulse  of  waters,  blithely  beating, 
Wave  advancing,  wave  retreating, 
Praise  ye,  praise  ye  God  the  Lord  I 

4  Rock  and  high  land,  wood  and  island. 
Crag,  where  eagle's  pride  hath  soarea  ; 

Mighty  nsountains,  purple-breasted, 
Peaks,  doud-cleavmg,  snowy-crested, 
Praise  ye,  praise  ye  God  the  Lord  I 

5  Rolling  river,  praise  him  ever, 
From  the  mountains'  deep  vein  poured  ; 

Silver  fountain,  clearly  gushing, 
Troubled  torrent,  wildly  rushing, 
Praise  ye,  praise  ye  Grod  the  Lord  1 

6  Praise  him  ever,  bounteous  Giver ; 
Praise  him,  Fatner,  Friend,  and  Lord  I 

Each  glad  soul  its  free  course  winging. 
Each  ^lad  voice  its  free  song  singing, 
Praise  the  great  and  mighty  Lord  !  I  55 

From  one  of  the  morning  papers  of  to-day 
(1892)  we  clip  the  brief  sentence  which  shows 
the  affectionate  appreciation  in  which  the 
author  of  this  hymn  is  held  over  on  our  side 


of  the  sea :  "  Hale  and  hearty  old  Professor 
Blackie,  now  eighty-two  years  old,  gives  lec- 
tures in  England  on  Scotch  songs,  with  speci- 
mens of  Scottish  minstrelsy  given  by  accom- 
plished assistants." 

John  Stuart  Blackie,  LL.  D.,  Professor  of 
Greek  in  the  University  of  Edinburgh,  is  a 
rugged  and  independent  Scotchman,  of  cul- 
tured mind  and  genial  soul,  a  banker's  son,  a 
lawyer  by  profession.  He  was  bom  in  Glas- 
gow, July  28,  1809.  After  graduating  at 
Marischal  College  in  Aberdeen,  and  also  pur- 
suing his  studies  extensively  in  the  University 
of  Edinburgh,  he  was  called  to  the  Scottish 
bar  in  1834.  But  in  1841  his  alma  mater  in 
Aberdeen  elected  him  the  Professor  of  Lat- 
in Literature,  and  subsequently  he  became 
Professor  of  Greek  in  Edmburgh  University, 
1850.  He  has  been  widely  known  in  almost 
every  field  of  literature,  poetr>'  and  prose,  and 
noted  for  his  force  and  brilliancy  of  thought. 
He  translated  Goethe's  Faust  from  the  Ger- 
man, and  itschylus  from  the  Greek,  and 
gave  works  to  the  world  on  aesthetics  and 
mythology  with  equal  success.  And  now  he 
is  publicly  lecturing  on  all  sorts  of  themes  in 
his  old  age  with  a  versatility  and  strength  of 
persistence  which  are  wonderful.  The  nymn 
now  before  us  was  published  in  a  book  of  his 
called  Lays  and  Legends  of  Ancient  Greece, 
with  other  Poems,  1857;  it  there  bears  the 
title  Benedicite,  the  name  of  the  Latin  canti- 
cle of  which  it  is  at  least  a  paraphrase. 

The  spirit  and  temper  of  this  happy-hearted 
man  are  best  seen  in  the  portrait  he  once  drew 
of  himself :  **  I  am  rather  a  young  old  boy, 
and  I  am  one  of  the  happiest  creatures  under 
the  sun  at  this  moment ;  and  my  amusement 
is  to  sing  songs.  In  railway  coaches  and 
other  places  I  see  a  number  smoking  what 
they  call  tobacco.  Well,  whatever  may  be 
said  about  that,  it  is  not  an  intellectual  or  a 
moral  stimulant,  and  the  flavor  of  it  is  not  at 
all  like  the  rose  or  any  poetic  thing  I  know. 
It  is  essentially  a  vulgar  amusement.  My 
amusement  is  to  sing  songs.  At  home  I  am 
always  singing  Scotch  songs ;  and  abroad » 
when  those  wretches  are  smoking,  1  hum  to 
myself,  *  Scots  wha  hae,'  or  *  A  man 's  a  man 
for  a'  that,'  and  songs  of  that  kind.  I  advise 
you  to  do  the  same.  Your  soul  will  become 
a  singing-bird,  and  then  the  devil  wont  get 
near  it." 


''  Lord  of  Mighty 

Angel  voices,  ever  singing 
Round  thy  throne  of  hghl— 

Anfcel  harps  for  ever  rinRing, 
Rest  not  day  nor  night ; 

Thousands  only  live  l<^  Mess  thee, 
And  confess  thee.  Lortl  ol  might ! 


P.M. 
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a  Thou  who  art  beyond  the  forthest 

Mortal  eve  can  scan, 
Can  It  be  that  thou  rc^ardest 

Soijgs  of  siniul  roan? 
Can  we  feel  that  thou  art  near  us, 

And  wilt  hear  us  ?    Yea,  we  can ! 

3  Here,  great  God.  to-day  we  offer 
Of  thine  own  to  thee ; 

And  for  thine  acceptance  proffer, 

All  unworthily 
Hearts  and  minds,  and  hands  and  voices. 

In  our  choicest  melody. 

4  Honor,  elor>',  mieht,  and  merit 
Thine  snail  ever  be, 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Spirit. 

Ble8s6d  Trinity  I 
Of  the  best  that  thou  hast  given, 

Earth  and  heaven  render  thee  I 

The  well-known  hymn  emoted  above  is  from 
the  collection  entitled  Hymns  Fitted  to  the 
Order  of  Common  Prayer,  which  was  pub- 
lished in  1 866.  The  author.  Rev.  Francis 
Pott,  is  a  clergyman  of  the  Church  cf  Eng- 
land, at  present  the  incumbent  of  Norhill, 
Biggleswade,  Bedfordshire.  He  was  bom 
December  29,  1832,  and  was  graduated  from 
Brasenose  College  in  1854,  and  took  his  Mas- 
ter's degree  1857.  His  ministry  was  begun 
as  a  curate  in  Bishopsworth,  Bristol;  after- 
wards he  officiated  in  1858  at  Ardingley, 
Sussex. 

1 96  Divine  Presence.  P.  M. 

Cod  reveals  his.  presence ; 

Let  us  now  adore  him, 
And  with  awe  appear  before  him. 

God  is  in  his  temple  ; 

All  within  keep  silence, 
Prostrate  lie  with  deepest  reverence. 
Him  alone    God  we  own, 

Him  our  God  and  Saviour  : 

Praise  his  name  for  ever. 

2  God  leveals  his  presence; 
Hear  the  harps  resounding, 

See  the  crowds  the  throne  surrounding: 

"  Holy,  holy,  holy," 

Hear  the  hymn  ascending — 
Angels,  saints,  their  voiv  es  blending — 
Bow  thine  ear    To  us  here  ; 

Hearken,  O  Lord  Jesus, 

To  our  meaner  praises. 

3  O  thou  Fount  of  blessing, 
Purify  our  spirit, 

Trusting  only  in  tl.y  merit : 

Like  the  holy  angels 

Who  behold  thy  Klor>', 
May  we  ceaselessly  adore  thee  : 
Let  thy  will     Ever  still 

Rule  thv  church  terrestrial, 

As  the  hosts  celestial. 

4  Jesus,  condescending 
To  the  meek  and  lowly 

From  thy  heaven  high  ana  holy, 

Make  us  now  thy  temple; 

Waft  us  then  to  regions 
Filled  with  bright  seraphic  legions; 
May  this  hope     Bear  us  up. 

Till  these  eyes  for  ever 

Gaze  on  thee,  our  Saviour. 

The  author  of  this  version  of  one  of  the 
compositions  of  Gerhard  Tersteegen  is  per- 


haps best  known  to  us  as  a  translator. 
Rev.  William  Mercer  was  bom  at  B, 
Castle,  County  of  Durham,  England, 
the  year  1811.  He  was  graduated  at  ' 
College,  Cambridge,  in  1835,  and  entei 
ministry  of  the  Church  of  England  th 
year.  In  1839  he  was  made  the  re< 
Trinity  Church,  Habergham  Eaves,  1 
shire.  In  1840  he  was  called  to  the 
of  the  larger  church  in  Burnley,  two 
away  from  his  present  charge.  He  \\ 
there  for  a  year,  became  the  perpetual 
of  St.  George's  Church  in  Sheffield ;  th 
spent  the  remainder  of  his  life.  He  die 
gust  21,  1873,  at  Leavy  Greave.  The 
book  called  familiarly,  Mercer's  Collectic 
for  its  real  title,  The  Church  Psalte 
Hymn- Book,  1854.  It  was  very  popuk 
manual  of  worship,  being  used  in  fift) 
London  churches  at  one  time,  and  ii: 
selling  upwards  of  one  hundred  the 
copies  a  year.  In  the  preparation  of  th 
ume  the  coippiler  was  assisted  by 
Montgomer>\  who  was  responsible,  no  > 
according  to  his  well-known  views  as  to 
ations,  for  many  of  the  changes  whicl 
made  in  other  people's  compositions. 

1 57  Psabn  147.  C 

With  songs  and  honors  sounding  loud, 

Address  the  Lord  on  high ; 
Over  the  heavens  he  spreads  his  cloud. 

And  waters  vail  the  sky. 
He  sends  his  showers  of  blessings  down, 

To  cheer  the  plains  below ; 
He  makes  the  grass  the  mountains  crown 

And  com  in  valley's  grow. 

a  His  steady  counsels  change  the  face 

Of  the  declining  year ; 
He  bids  the  sun  cut  short  his  race, 

And  wintry  days  appear. 
His  hoary  frost,  his  fleecy  snow. 

Descend  and  tlothe  the  ground  ; 
The  liquid  streams  forbear  to  flow. 

In  icy  fetters  bound. 

3  He  sends  his  word  and  melts  the  snow, 

The  fields  no  longer  mourn  ; 
He  calls  the  warmer  gales  to  blow 

And  bids  the  spring  return. 
The  changing  wmd,  the  flying  cloud. 

Obey  his  mighty  word: 
With  songs  and  honors  sounding  loud, 

Praise  ye  the  sovereign  Lord. 

This  is  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  version  of  1 
147,  C.  M.      It  consists   altogether  of 
stanzas,  and  is  entitled,  **  The  Seasons  < 
Year."     It  is  one  of  the  very  few  fitting  | 
which  we  have  for  use  when  the  spring 
in  from  the  winter,  or  the  autumn  arops 
into  the  experience  of  ice  and  snow.     1 
be  made  the  theme  of  profitable  comm< 
illustrating  the  revelation  of  many  divir 
tributes. 

We  judge  of  an  artist's  taste,  his  ii 
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i;aice,  his   character,  by  just  the  paintings 
which  come  forth  from  his  pencil.     Why  not 
kam  our  Creator's  finest  attributes  from  the 
forms  of  wonderful  beauty  we  see  in  creation  ? 
And  if  wc  put  nature  and  the  Word  together, 
they  will  teach  us  much.     Snowflakes  have 
beein  caught  at  the  moment  of  falling;  and 
while  they  glistened  in  unbroken  beauty  upon 
a  surface  of  black  velvet,  the  scientists  have 
classified  the  shapes  of  the  crystals.     Ninety- 
three  exquisite  forms  of  star  and  cross  and 
crown,  and  what  not  else,  they  have  put  on 
the  catalogue  already.    There  never  was  a 
mechanician  with  so  excellent  an  eyeglass,  or 
so  steady  a  nerve,  that  he  co'ild  cut  a  pattern 
which  would  not  be  rude  in  outline  and  rough 
in  surface   beside  one  of  these.     And   then 
especially  the  cleanliness  of  a  field  thus  newly 
covered  is  a  display  of  spotless  purity  inimita- 
ble and  unmistakable.     All  these  white  blos- 
soms of  winter  falling  around  us,  like  fruitful 
petals  from  a  tree  of  life,  or  like  feathers  from 
the  wine  of  almighty  protection  :  all  this  ex- 
quisite frost-work  on  the  window;  all  these 
lod^^ed  rainbows  in  the  icicles  and  these  jew- 
els m  the  silvery  drapery  along  the  eaves  ;  all 
this  pluming  of  the  gate-posts,  like  the  hel- 
mets of  hussars ;   all  this  crowning  of   the 
roountains.and  this  fringing  of  the  streams ;  all 
this  is  just  the  clear  presenting  to  us  of  God  in 
his  works,  the  imaging  forth  of  his  character. 

158  Psalm  139.  C.  M.  D. 

Jkhovah  God  I  thy  gracious  power 

On  every  hand  we  see: 
Oh,  may  the  blessings  of  each  hour 

Lead  all  our  thoughts  to  thee. 
Thy  power  is  in  the  ocean  deeps, 

And  reaches  to  the  skies  : 
Thine  eye  of  mercy  never  sleeps, 

Thy  goodness  never  dies. 

a  Prom  mom  till  noon,  till  latest  eve, 

The  hand  of  God  we  see ; 
And  all  the  blessings  we  receive, 

Ceaseless  proceed  from  thee. 
In  all  the  varying  scenes  of  time 

On  thee  our  hopes  depend. 
In  every  ase,  in  every  clime, 

Our  Father  and  our  Friend. 

This  hymn,  which  manifests  the  author's 
spirit  of  devotion  and  the  sense  of  God's  power 
in  nature,  was  written  by  the  Rev.  John  Thom- 
son, and  first  appearea  in  i8io,  in  Aspland's 
OfUiction, 

Mr.  Thomson  was  a  Unitarian  minister,  but 
afterwards  he  became  a  physician.  A  treat- 
ise written  by  him  in  1809  proves  him  to  be 
a  man  of  decided  opinions,  which  he  had  no 
hesitancy  in  expressing  in  a  day  when  they 
were  most  needed.  He  was  bom  in  1783, 
and  received  his  education  at  Manchester,  in 
England;  and  when  he  died,  in  1818,  his 
wh  was  felt  by  many  who  had  been  helped 


by  the  life  of  a  man  who  saw  his  Creator  in 
all  his  works. 

1 59  Alpha  and  Omega.  C.  M.  D. 

To  H.M  that  loved  the  souls  of  men, 

And  washed  us  in  his  blood, 
To  royal  honors  raise.  I  our  head, 

And  made  us  priests  to  God— 
To  him  let  ever>'  tongue  be  praise, 

And  every  heart  be  love, 
All  grateful  honors  paid  on  earth. 

And  nobler  songs  above. 

a  Behold,  on  flying  clouds  he  comes  ! 

His  saints  shall  bless  the  day  ; 
While  they  that  pierced  him  sadly  mourn 

In  anguish  and  dismay. 
Thou  art  the  First,  and  thou  the  Last ; 

Time  centers  alt  in  thee, 
The  Almighty  God,  who  was,  and  is. 

And  evermore  shall  be. 

To  give  the  credit  of  this  piece  entirely  to 
Dr.  Isaac  Watts  would  be  manifestly  unfair, 
since  really  one  line  only  can  be  traced  to  his 
authorship ;  that  is,  '*  Behold,  on  flying  clouds 
he  comes!"  This  appears  in  the  familiar 
hymn  commencing,  "  Now  to  the  Lord  that 
makes  us  know."  In  1775  the  Scotch  Gen- 
eral Assembly  commissioned  one  William 
Cameron,  among  others,  to  revise  a  collection 
of  hymns,  which  had  been,  in  1745,  appended 
without  authority  to  the  Psalter  in  use  in  the 
Established  Church.  It  is  altogether  proba- 
ble that  this  hymn  was  revised  and  added  to 
by  Cameron,  but  as  his  authorship  of  it  is  un- 
certain, it  is  well  to  give  Dr.  Watts  the  bene- 
fit of  the  doubt. 

Rev.  William  Cameron  was  bom  in  1751, 
at  or  near  Pananich.a  hamlet  near  Ballater, 
Aberdeenshire.  He  studied  at  the  University 
of  Aberdeen  (Marischal  College),  from  which 
he  was  graduated  in  1 770,  with  the  degree  of 
M.  A.  He  became  the  parish  minister  of 
Kirknewton,  Midlothian,  Scotland,  in  1786, 
where  he  died,  November  17,  181 1.  He  was 
the  author  of  many  original  hymns,  but  he 
translated  and  paraphrased  more. 

100  *'  Ten  Thousand  B/f stings.'*  ^S,  7S. 

Praisb  to  thee,  thou  great  Creator ! 

Praise  to  thee  from  every  tongue  ; 
Join  J  mv  soul,  with  ever>-  creature. 

Join  the  universal  song. 

a  Father!  source  of  all  compassion  ! 

Pure,  unbounded  grace  is  thine: 
Hail  the  (hkI  of  our  salvation. 

Praise  him  for  his  love  divine  I 

3  For  ten  thousand  blessings  given. 
For  the  hope  of  future  ioy, 

Sound  his  praise  through  earth  and  heaven. 
Sound  Jehovah's  praise  on  high  I 

4  Praise  to  (kxI.  the  great  Creator, 
Father.  Son,  and  Holy  (ihost ; 

Praise  him,  every  living  creature. 
Earth  and  heaven's  united  host. 

5  Joyfully  on  earth  adore  him. 

Till  in  heaven  our  song  we  niise ; 
Then  enraptured  fall  before  him, 
Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise  I 
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Rev.  John  Fawceii.  D.  D.,  the  author  of  this 
hymn,  was  born  at  Lidget  Green,  near  Brad- 
ford, Yorkshire,  in  England.  The  date  of  his 
birth  is  confused  in  the  published  reckoning, 
the  change  from  Old  Style  becoming  apparent 
more  conspicuously  because  of  the  closeness 
to  the  be^nning  of  the  year.  It  is  commonly 
given  as  January  6,  1739;  but  that  is  what 
we  should  now  consider  as  January  17.  His 
mother  became  a  widow  when  this  child  was 
eleven  years  of  age ;  by  the  death  of  his  father 
the  family  of  children  fell  heavily  upon  her  care. 
The  lad  in  his  thirteenth  year  was  appren- 
ticed to  a  trader ;  he  was  converted  by  a  ser- 
mon of  Whitefield  preached  from  tne  teit 
John  3:  14.  He  saw  Christ,  as  the  bitten 
Israelile  saw  the  brazen  serpent  of  Moses, 
and  turned  his  entire  life  upon  the  look  of 
faith  he  gave  him.  Speaking  of  this  incident 
many  years  afterward,  he  wrote  :  ''As  long  as 
life  remains  I  shall  remember  both  the  text 
and  the  sermon."  For  a  while  he  attended 
service  in  the  Church  of  England,  but  in  1758 
he  joined  the  company  which  organized  the 
Baptist  congregation  m  Bradford.  Thence- 
forward he  was  identified  with  the  history  of 
that  denomination  of  Christians  in  Great 
Britain,  and  his  name  is  honored  now  most 
highly  as  that  of  an  earnest  and  faithful  work- 
er, and  as  the  author  of  many  of  their  best 
hymns.     He  died  July  35.  1817- 

16 1  U-hdom  ami  Lin-r.  8s,  TS. 

'ah  Ihc  |,aih  in  which  wc  rove. 
Blisa  he  wakH  and  woe  h(  UichlniB ; 


4  He  with  einhly  ciris  cnlwineth 
Hc^  and  comfort  ftom  above ; 

EveTywbrTe  his  flory  ihliieth : 
God  <■  wiiidom,  God  Is  low. 

Sir  John  Bowring,  LL.  D.,  was  bor 
ler,  England.  October  17,  179a.  I- 
tion  seems  to  have  been  confined  ti 
nary  course  of  the  grammar  school 
ton :  and  then  he  was  set  by  his 
work  in  his  own  trade,  manufactu 
len  cloths  for  the  market  in  Chin 
Spanish  peninsula.  The  lad  had 
liking  for  the  study  of  languages, 
mastered  at  least  live  of  those  with 
business  associations  brought  him 
less  into  contact.  This  was  done 
reached  his  sixteenth  year.  The 
life,  however,  yielded  to  the  litera 
became  a  writer  of  no  mean  ability. 
upon  political  subjects.  So  he  wi 
forward  into  a  public  position,  ai 
Parliament  while  still  a  young  mat 
this  long  career  he  contmued  writi 
the  same  time  occupied  several 
official  positions,  and  in  1 854  he  wa 
by  the  queen.  In  1828  he  receive 
University  of  Groningen  the  degrei 
As  a  religious  man  he  has  alwavs 
oned  among  the  Unitarians;  bui 
was  sincere  and  his  life  »'as  evang 
was  a  most  indefatigable  worker  at 
\y  useful  man.  He  gave  aid  to  1 
form.  He  helped  distribute  the  I 
was  on  the  side  of  everything  goo" 
He  rested  for  his  salvation  upon  an 
wrought  out  by  the  infinite  Son  of 
died  November  23,  1872,  and  on 
stone  is  engraved  the  first  line  of  tb 
which  it  is  likely  he  is  most  widi 
'■  In  the  Cross  of  Christ  I  Glory-." 
ent  hymn  was  published  in  an  aln 
ten  volume.  Hymns  by  John  Hmu 
This  was  a  sort  of  sequel  to  Malin 


Danaf  Pttftctioni. 
God.  Diy  Kinr.  thy  mighi  cfnrc! 

Ever  will  ll>lcs>lhy  name  ^ 
Day  by  day  thy  IhTone  addicui 

Slfll  will  I  Ihy  praise  proclaim 

1  Nor  thai)  (ail  from  memon-'s  I 

WV^k?^'love"um»«'i'n?ttie'^ 
Works  or  mercy  pasainR  tl.ouj 
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3  Full  of  kindness  and  compassion, 
Slow  of  Huger,  vast  in  love, 

God  is  good  to  all  creation  ; 
All  his  works  his  goodness  prove. 

4  All  thy  works,  O  Lord,  shall  bless  thee, 
Tbee  shall  all  thv  saints  adore ; 

King  supreme  shall  they  confess  thee, 
And  proclaim  thy  sovereign  power. 

be  poct-bishop,  Richard  Mant,  D.  D.,  au- 
of  this  hymn,  was  born  at  Southampton 
.  Watts'  birthplace),  February  12,  1776. 
was  a  pupil  of  Winchester  school,  and 
sequently  studied  at  Trinity  College,  Ox- 
l,  graduated  B.  A.  in  1797,  and  made 
A.  m  1799.  He  was  successively  fellow 
)riel,  college  tutor,  curate  in  Southampton. 
rector  in  London.  He  was  created  Bishop 
Killaloe  and  Kilfenora,  Ireland,  in  1820. 
his  death  Josiah  Miller  says  very  sweetly : 
ter  a  learned,  zealous,  and  laborious  life, 
exchanged  toil  for  rest  on  November  2, 

'rem  his  earliest  years  Bishop  Mant  showed 
IS  of  poetic  talent.  He  wrote  poems  in 
lor  of  nis  father  and  of  his  schoolmaster, 
I  he  edited  the  poems  of  Thomas  Warton, 
poet  laureate.  Even  the  reasons  for  his 
Mcc  in  marriage  were  put  in  verse  and  sent 
the  object  of  his  affections.  His  works  are 
\  numerous  even  to  mention.  He  is  best 
Bwn,  however,  by  the  Commentary  on  the 
'koU  BibU,  which  he  issued  in  connection 
th  Rev.  Dr.  D'Oyly,  and  by  the  Book  of 
aims  in  an  English  Metrical  Version, 
Uished  in  1824.  It  is  from  this  volume 
It  the  hymn  in  question  is  taken. 

8  '' Sun  of  wty  soul r  L.  M. 

Sun  of  my  sonl !  thou  Saviour  dear, 
It  is  not  night  if  thou  be  near ; 
Oh,  may  no  earth-bom  cloud  arise 
To  hide  thee  from  thy  servant's  eyes ! 

3  When  soft  the  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  weary  eyelids  gently  steep, 
Be  my  last  tnoag:ht— how  sweet  to  rest 
For  ever  on  my  Saviour's  breast ! 

3  Abide  with  me  from  room  till  eve, 
For  without  thee  I  cannot  live  ; 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh, 
For  without  thee  I  dare  not  die. 

4  Be  near  to  bless  me  when  1  wake. 
Ere  through  the  world  my  way  I  take  : 
Abide  with  me  till  in  thy  love 

I  lose  myself  in  heaven  above. 

This  popular  hymn  is  compiled  from  the 
scond  poem  of  Rew  John  Keble  in  the 
hristian  Year.  It  contains  fourteen  Stan- 
's, and  the  author  annexed  to  it  the  text  in 
nkc  24: 29 :  "Abide  with  us  ;  for  it  is  toward 
'cning,  and  the  day  is  far  spent."  The  tune 
^ursley,  which  is  now  j^cnerally  sux\%  to  it, 
as  arranged  by  W.  H.  Monk  from  a  C',cr- 
an-Swiss  melody,  the  same  as  that  chosen 
'^ty  years  before  by  Dr.  Thomas  Hastings, 


and  sunjj  here  in  the  United  Sutes  as  Halle 
in  six  tines  sevens,  to  the  words,  '*  Christ, 
whose  glory  fills  the  skies." 

164  Evening  Shadows.  L.  M. 

Again,  as  evening's  shadow  falls, 
We  gather  in  tlH»e  hallowed  walls ; 
And  evening  hymn  and  evening  prayer 
Rise  mingling  on  the  holy  air. 

a  May  straggling  hearts  that  seek  release 
Here  find  the  rest  of  God's  own  peace ; 
And,  strengthened  here  by  hymn  and  prayer, 
Lay  down  the  burden  ana  the  care. 

X  O  God  our  Light,  to  thee  we  bow ; 
Within  all  shadows  standest  thou : 
Give  deeper  calm  than  night  can  bring. 
Give  sweeter  songs  than  life  can  sing. 

4  Life's  tumult  we  must  meet  again, 
We  cannot  at  the  shrine  remain  ; 
But  in  the  spirit's  secret  cell 
May  hymn  and  prayer  for  ever  dwell. 

This  excellent  evening  hymn  was  written 
by  Rev.  Samuel  Longfellow,  a  minister  of 
high  standing  in  the  Unitarian  Church,  and  a 
poet  of  good  repute.  He  was  born  at  Port- 
land, Me.,  on  June  18,  1 819,  and  was  grad- 
uated at  Harvard  University  in  1839,  and  at 
the  Harvard  Divinity  School  in  1846.  He 
became  the  pastor  of  a  church  in  Fall  River, 
Mass.,  in  1848,  and  in  1853  he  accepted  a  call 
to  the  Second  Unitarian  Church  of  Brooklyn. 
In  1869  he  resigned  his  charge  in  Brooklyn 
and  went  abroad.  On  his  return  he  settled  at 
Cambridge,  Mass.,  and  though  he  continued 
to  preach,  he  had  no  pastoral  charge  until 
1 878,  when  he  became  minister  of  a  church  at 
Gcrmantown.  Pa.  In  1882  he  returned  to 
Cambridge.  In  addition  to  writing  several 
essays  for  The  Radical  ( 1 866-'7 1 )  and  many 
hymns  that  have  a  place  in  other  collections 
than  his  own.  Mr.  Longfellow  compiled,  in 
association  with  the  Rev.  Samuel  Johnson,  A 
Book  0/  Hymns,  1846.  It  is  of  this  volume 
that  the  story  is  told ;  it  seems  that  one  of  the 
editors  made  the  remark  in  the  presence  of  a 
facetious  contemporary  concerning  the  em- 
barrassment he  felt  in  finding  a  name  for  the 
new  hymnal.  "  Why."  said  this  helpful  friend, 
remembering  the  given  name  of  both  of  the 
compilers.  **  you  might  call  it  The  Sam  Book." 
Mr.  Longfellow  afler^^•ard  published  for  con- 
gregational use. .-/  Book  of  Hymns  and  Tunes, 
1859,  and  a  small  volume  for  the  vesper  ser- 
vice that  he  had  instituted.  In  1853  he  and 
Col.  T.  W.  Higginson  edited  Thalatta:  A 
Book  for  the  Seaside,  a  collection  of  poctr>' 
that  was  partly  original.  He  also  published 
the  Life  of  Henry  ll'tids^corth  lumi^felhyuf, 
1886,  and  Final  yfr'ffiorials  of  //.  \\\  I^^n^- 
fellow,  1887.  He  died  at  Portland.  Me.,  ()c- 
tober  3,  1892,  and  was  buried  there  in  the 
family  tomb. 
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This  hymn,  upon  the  authority  of  Anglican 
ffymnology,  stands  among  the  four  which 
head  the  list  of  tirst-class  son^  of  worship 
thus  far  produced  in  the  English  language. 
having  received  equally  the  sign  of  popular 
approval  among  the  hymnals.  "  Hark !  the 
herald  angels  sing,"  by  Charles  Wesley, 
"  Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me."  by  Augustus 
Toplady.  "  Lo !  He  comes  with  clouds  de- 
scending." also  by  Charles  Wesley — these  are 
the  other  three  in  the  exalted  companionship. 
It  is  likely  that  a  vote  among  the  American 
churches  of  every  name  might  show  the  same 
results.  Certainly  the  femiliar  hymn  of 
Bishop  Ken  would,  with  "Rock  of  Ages," 
stand  at  the  head  of  the  list  in  the  estimate  of 
the  people. 

It  is  something  to  follow  the  course  of  a 

S;Dod  man,  who.  amid  the  strife  of  parties,  is 
aithfui  to  himself  and  lo  his  God :  who  de- 
sires not  high  position,  yet  accepts  it  when  it 
falls  to  his  lot,  and  when  conscience  forbids 
him  to  retain  it.  can  leave  it  without  a  wistful 
look  behind.  Such  a  man  was  Thomas  Ken, 
Bishop  of  Bath  and  Wells  under  Charles  II. 
and  James  II.;  under  William  and  Mary  a 
deprived  nonjuror;  under  Anne  a  reconciled 


but  private  member  of  the  Church 
land.  The  queen,  at  Bishop  Hoop 
gest ion.  gave  hi[n_a  pension  of  £21 
from  the  Treasury.  Ken,  now  ot 
feeble  health,  to  whom  Lord  Weym 
already  granted  an  annuity  of  £60  a 
cepted  the  kindly  offer,  and  the  \: 
years  of  his  life,  after  the  fourteen 
trial  which  had  elapsed  since  his  de 
were  passed  in  peace  and  comfi 
March  10,  1711.  he  became  consc 
death  was  near,  and  spent  the  eveni 
stroying  all  of  his  papers  which  wert 

Crpetuate  any  bitterness.  On  Mai 
ingleat.  he  peacefully  breathed  his 
March  21  twelve  poor  men  bore  hi 
the  quiet  grave  in  Frome  Selwood. 
neraf  and  nis  tomb  were  of  the  hunr 
scription,  in  accordance  with  the  chi 
his  life  and  his  own  desire. 

So  passed  away  the  "  seraphic  di 
the  English  Church.  It  has  been 
by  his  three  hymns — the  Morning, 
and  the  less  known  Midnight  hymn 
conferred  a  greater  benefit  uponposli 
if  he  had  founded  three  hospitals, 
ways  been  his  devout  and  earnest 
the  saints  of  God  might  praise  God 
of  his.  and  that  wish  has  been  at 
granted.  His  other  poems,  though 
always  beautiful  in  sentiment  and  oft 
in  language,  are  practically  dead, 
poems  of  a  saint,  but  of  one  who 
possess  "  the  vision  and  the  faculty  d 
the  poet.  But  it  was  not  in  vain  th: 
another  displaced  bishop  to  whom 
pares  himself — St.  Gregory  of  Na; 
devoted  to  sacred  song  what  he  c 
small  dolorous  remnant  of  my  days.' 
is  a  value  in  the  thoughts  which  he  « 
apart  from  the  too  prosaic  verse  in 
enshrined  them,  and  they  brought 
most   powerful  anodynes   for  his  rr 

It  is  recorded  in  this  good  man's  t 
that  he  used  to  sing  the  Morning  I 
his  own  accompaniment  on  the  I 
was  buried  in  the  early  dawn  at  Froi 
by  the  »  all  of  the  church.  This  had 
own  ret]uesi  both  as  to  time  and  | 
left  behind  him  the  wish  :  "  Under 
window  of  the  chancel,  just  at  su 
They  did  what  he  asked;  and  Ih 
"Awake,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun 
ing  his  last  years  this  devout  man  c: 
shroud  in  his  portmanteau,  and  wa 
tomed  to  say  that  "  It  might  be 
wanted  as  any  other  of  his  habi 
This  scene  is  referred  lo  in  fitting 
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oe  of  the  finest  of  poems  written  by  Monk- 
on  Milnes : 

**  Let  other  thoughts,  where'er  I  roam, 

Ne'er  from  my  memory  cancel 
The  coffin-iaahioiied  tomb  at  Frome 

That  lies  behind  the  chancel ; 
A  basket-work  where  bars  are  bent, 

Iron  in  place  of  osier, 
And  shapes  above  that  represent 

A  miter  and  a  crosier. 

••  These  signs  of  him  that  slumbers  there 

The  dignity  betoken ; 
These  iron-bars  a  heart  dedare 

Hard  bent  but  never  broken  ; 
This  form  porttays  how  souls  like  his, 

Their  pride  and  passion  quelling, 
Preferred  to  earth's  high  palacc-s 

This  calm  and  narrow  dwelling. 

"There  with  the  churchyard's  common  dust 

He  loved  his  own  to  mingle ; 
The  faith  in  which  he  placed  his  trust 

Was  nothing  rare  or  single  ; 
Yet  lay  he  to  the  sacred  wall 

As  close  as  he  was  able — 
The  blessed  crumbs  mi^ht  almost  fall 

Upon  him  from  God's  table. 

**  Who  was  this  father  of  the  church, 

So  sacred  in  his  glory  ? 
In  vain  might  ant«<:]uarians  search 

For  records  of  his  storv : 
But  preciously  tradition  keeps 

The  fame  of  holy  men  : 
So  there  the  Christian  smiles  and  weeps 

For  love  of  Bishop  Ken — 

"  A  name  his  country  once  forsook. 

Bat  now  with  jov  inherits. 
Confessor  in  the  church's  book 

And  Martyr  in  the  Spirit's ! 
That  dared  with  royal  powers  to  cope, 

In  peaceful  faith  persisting, 
A  braver  Becket — who  could  hope 

To  conquer  unresisting." 

IM  "  Desire  of  Nations:*  U  M. 

When-  shades  of  night  around  us  close, 
And  weary  limbs  in  sleep  repose, 
The  faithful  soul  awake  may  be. 
And  longing  sigh,  O  Lord,  to  thee. 

2  Thou  true  Desire  of  nations,  hear; 
Thou  Won!  of  God,  ihou  Saviour  dear; 
In  pity  heed  our  humble  cries, 

And  bid  at  length  the  fallen  rise. 

3  Oh,  come.  Redeemer,  come  and  free 
Thine  own  from  guilt  and  misery  ; 
The  gates  of  heaven  again  unfold. 
Which  Adam's  sin  had  closed  of  old. 

4  All  praise,  eternal  Son,  to  thee, 
Whose  advent  doth  thy  people  free; 
Whom  with  the  Father  we  adore 
And  Holy  Ghost  for  evermore. 

Many  of  this  author's  most  celebrated 
liymns  are  known  to  us  by  translations  which 
ire  found  in  Hymns  Ancient  and  Modem. 
Charles  Coffin  was  bom  near  Rheims,  France, 
in  1676,  and  early  distinguished  himself  as  a 
Latin  poet  and  teacher.  He  graduated  at 
Pwis  in  1 701.  immediately  afterwards  accept- 
ing a  position  at  the  College  of  Dormans- 
Bouivais,  the  principal  of  which  he  became  in 
1713:  five  years  later  he  succeeded  the  his- 
torian RoUin  as  Rector  of  the   University  of 


Paris.  He  was  a  man  of  such  force  of  char- 
acter that  he  revolutionized  the  administra- 
tion of  the  university,  and  under  him  it  was 
raised  to  its  highest  pitch  of  success.  So 
great  was  his  personal  influence  that  he  im- 
pressed himself  upon  a  generation  of  French- 
men, many  of  whom  rose  to  eminence  in  afttr 
life.  Cofnn  is  celebrated  for  his  participation 
in  the  Paris  Breviary,  the  liturgical  book  of  the 
Roman-catholic  Church,  in  which  are  found  the 
hymns  as  well  as  the  prayers.  A  demand  for 
a  reformation  of  the  Breviary  had  arisen  in 
the  sixteenth  century,  as  the  versions  then  in 
use  contained  much  bad  Latin  and  many 
metrical  faults ;  and  for  many  years  different 
authors  were  employed  upon  the  work.  The 
hnal  revison  was  published  in  1736  by  a 
commission  of  three  ecclesiastics,  of  whom 
Charles  Coffin  was  one.  Nearly  a  hundred 
of  his  own  compositions,  including  some  new 
versions  of  ancient  hymns,  appeared  in  it,  and 
his  work  is  on  a  high  level  of  excellence.  He 
died  in  1749  honored  and  admired  by  those 
who  had  known  him. 

1 67  '* Bless  us  this  eve  /"  I-  M. 

O  Father,  who  didst  all  ihing^s  make 
That  heaven  and  earth  might  do  thy  will. 

Bless  us  this  eve  for  Jesus*  sake. 
And  for  thy  work  preserve  us  still. 

2  O  Son,  who  didst  redeem  mankind, 
And  set  the  captive  sinner  free, 

Keep  us  this  eve  with  peaceful  mind, 
That  we  may  safe  abide  with  thee. 

3  O  Holy  Ghost,  who  by  thy  power 
Dost  sanctify  the  church  elect. 

Seal  us  this  eve,  and  hour  by  hour 
Our  bodies  guard,  our  souls  direct. 

4  Praise  to  the  Father  and  the  Son. 
O  Spirit,  equal  praise  to  thee: 

AH  glory  be  to  God  al<»ne, 
Now,  and  throughout  eternity  ! 

Concerning  the  now  acknowledged  author 
of  this  hymn,  no  particulars  were  given  for  a 
long  time,  beyond  his  name  and  the  fact  that 
some  unmentioned  English  hymnal  published 
the  stanzas  first  in  1 846,  with  the  name  of 
Rev.  H.  B.  Heathcote  attached  to  them.  It 
is  only  lately  that  the  information  reaches  us 
that  the  hymn  was  really  written  by  Rev. 
William  Beadon  Heathcote,  who  was  edu- 
cated at  New  College,  Oxford,  taking  his  de- 
gree in  1840.  For  some  time  he  was  a  Fel- 
low and  a  tutor  in  that  institution ;  then  he 
became  Precentor  of  Salisbury  Cathedral, 
then  Chaplain  to  the  Bishop  of  Salisbur>'  and 
Select  Preacher  at  Oxford.  This  hymn  is 
given  in  two  forms,  one  for  morning  and  the 
second  for  evening.  The  author  died  in  Au- 
gust, 1862.  A  iyric  so  really  excellent  as 
this  desen'es  to  have  received  a  better  treat- 
ment.     Its  sentiment  is  fresh  and  its  struc- 
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ture  is  graceful.  There  is  a  fable  in  the  Jew- 
ish Talmud  which  it  readily  suggests.  The 
ancient  rabbins  used  to  say  two  angels,  one 
of  good  and  one  of  evil,  accompany  every 
man  when  on  Sabbath  eve  he  leaves  the  syna- 
gogue for  his  home.  If  he  finds  the  table 
spread  in  his  house  and  the  proper  lamps 
lighted,  the  wife  and  children  being  all  ready 
in  becoming  attire  for  the  sacred  day,  then 
the  angel  of  good  says :  "  May  the  next  Sab- 
bath, and  may  all  thy  Sabbaths,  be  like  this ! 
Peace  unto  this  dwelling,  peace !"  And  to 
this  blessing  even  the  angel  of  evil  is  forced 
to  add,  *'Amen !"  But  if  the  house  is  not 
ready,  and  no  preparations  for  the  holy  day 
have  been  made,  then  the  angel  of  evil  speaks : 
and  what  he  says  is,  "  May  all  thy  Sabbaths 
be  like  this !"  And  the  angel  of  good  is 
compelled  to  answer  with  tears,  "Amen !" 


1 68  Twilight,  L.  M. 

Great  God  I  to  thee  mv  evening  song 

With  humble  gratituae  I  raise ; 
Oh,  let  tliy  mercy  tune  my  tongue, 

And  fill  my  heart  with  lively  praise. 

2  My  days  unclouded  as  they  pass. 
And  every  gentle  rolling  hour, 

Are  monuments  of  wondrous  grace, 
And  witness  to  thy  love  and  power. 

3  Seal  my  lorgjiveness  in  the  blood 
Of  Jesus ;  his  dear  name  alone 

I  plead  for  pardon,  gracious  God  ! 
And  kina  acceptance  at  thy  throne. 

Miss  Anne  Steele  has  added  here  another 
of  her  hymns.  It  offers  the  suggestion  of 
Sabbath  rest  and  breathes  the  air  of  repose. 
•*  Theodosia  "  is  tired  with  the  labors  of  an- 
other day.  and  now  seeks  recuperation  in 
spiritual  communion  with  God.  Our  devo- 
tions are  often  hurried  and  incomplete,  and 
of  course  unsatisfactory.  The  week  rushes 
by  and  leaves  us  exhausted.  Like  the  bride 
in  the  Song  of  Son|2;s.  we  have  now  and  then 
to  confess.  "  They  made  me  the  keeper  of 
the  vineyards ;  but  mine  own  vineyard  have 
I  not  kept."  Our  services  are  too  full  of 
excitement  on  the  Lord's  day,  too  meager  of 
tranquil  worship.  Then  comes  the  joyous 
even  in  v(.  and  we  sit  at  the  Master's  feet  for 
our  twilij^ht  hymn. 

Even  physicians  and  scientists  are  coming  j7q 
to  the  rescue  of  this  one  day  in  seven  as  a 
prime  necessity  for  all  classes  of  human  be- 
ings. Dr.  John  \V.  Draper  says:  "The  con- 
stitution of  the  brain  is  such  that  it  must 
have  its  time  to  repose.  Periodicity  is 
stamped  upon  it.  Nor  is  it  enough  that  it 
is  awake  and  in  action  by  day,  and  in  the 
silence  of  the  nij^ht  obtains  rest  and  repose ; 
that  same  periodicity  which  belongs  to  it  as 
a  whole  belongs  to  all  its  constituent  parts. 


One  portion  of  it  cannot  be  called  into  in- 
cessant activity  without  the  risk  of  injury. 
Its  different  regions,  devoted  to  different 
functions,  must  have  their  separate  times  of 
rest.  The  excitement  of  one  part  must  be 
coincident  with  a  pause  in  the  action  of  an- 
other. The  Sabbath  is  a  boon  to  all  classes 
of  men ;  for,  in  whatever  position  of  life  wc 
may  be  placed,  it  is  needful  for  us  to  have  an 
opportunity  of  rest.  No  man  can,  for  any 
length  of  time,  pursue  one  avocation  or  one 
train  of  thought  without  mental,  and  there- 
fore bodily,  injury — nay,  without  insanity." 

169  *' Perpetual  bUssings."  L.  M. 

My  God,  how  endless  is  thy  love  1 
Thy  gifts  are  every  evening  new  ; 

And  morning  mercies  from  above 
Gently  tiistil,  like  early  dew. 

2  Thou  spread' St  the  curtains  of  the  night. 
Great  Guardian  of  my  sleeping  hours  ; 

Thy  sovereign  word  restores  the  light, 
And  quickens  all  my  drowsy  powers. 

3  I  yield  my  powers  to  thy  command  ; 
To  thee  I  consecrate  my  days ; 

Perpetual  blessings  from  thy  nand 
Demand  perpetual  songs  of  praise. 

This  familiar  hymn  is  found  as  No.  8i  in 
Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  Book  I.,  where  it  shows  the 
usual  three  stanzas  entirely  unchanged.  It  is 
entitled  "A  Song  for  Morning  or  Evening," 
and  has  attached  to  it  two  texts.  The  refer- 
ence to  Lamentations  3 :  23  appears  in  the 
opening  verse:  **  His  compassions  fail  not; 
they  are  new  every  mommg;"  and  that  to 
Isaiah  45  : 7,  in  the  second  :  "  I  form  the  light 
and  create  darkness."  The  sentiment  of  the 
whole  poem  is  well  indicated  in  the  name  of 
the  tune  to  which  for  many  years  it  has  been 
generally  sung.  "Gratitude"  is  the  truest 
feeling  exercised  by  a  sincere  child  of  God 
when  the  day  is  begun  and  the  care  of  the 
Highest  is  remembered,  as  well  as  when  the 
day  is  ended  and  the  same  gracious  protec- 
tion has  been  received  again.  This  song  of 
the  heart  is  welcomed  in  all  the  collectio^is  on 
both  sides  of  the  sea.  Simple  as  it  is,  it  has 
been  reckoned  as  one  of  the  Third  Rank 
hymns  of  the  Future  by  the  critics  of  Angli- 
can Hymnology. 

Benediction.  L.  M* 

The  peace  which  God  alone  reveals, 
And  by  his  word  of  grace  imparts, 

Which  only  the  believer  feels, 
Direct,  and  keep,  and  cheer  our  hearts  1 

2  And  mav  the  holy  Three  in  One, 
The  Father,  Word,  and  Comforter, 

Pour  an  abundant  blessing  down 
On  every  soul  asscmblea  here  ! 

3  Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow: 
Praise  him.  all  creatures  here  below; 

Praise  him  above,  ye  heavenly  host ; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 
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nsed  M  the  close  of  divine  service.  The  bene~ 
diction  is  (ound  in  Philippians  4:7.  "And 
ih:  peace  of  God,  which  passeth  all  under- 
Kanding.  shall  keep  vour  hearts  and  minds 
through  Christ  Jesus. '  The  Uoxology  is  the 
'--'  erse  in  Ken's  Evening  Hymn. 
171  £<«.>V  L.M. 

Tkus  (ar  ibe  Lord  hu  led  me  on  ; 

Thus  far  hit  powrr  iirolonei  my  days; 
And  every  Evening  ihill  make  Imoum 


And  giva  me  urength  lot  day: 


'■Is  keep' 
-ound  my  bed. 


nighlofdei 


write  hymns.  Soon  after,  at  the  age  of  forty- 
eight,  he  became  minister  of  Jewin  Street  in- 
dependent Chapel  in  London.  His  after  life 
was  not  without  thorns,  but  his  conviction  of 
the  truths  of  the  Gospel  was  deep  and  sin- 
cere, and  he  died  in  the  ministry.  May  24, 
1768.  In  the  preface  to  his  book  of  hymns 
he  speaks  of  his  conversion  in  lan^a}^ 
which  shows  how  profound  had  been  his 
sense  of  sin,  and  how  great  the  relief  when 
he  acknowledged  Christ  as  his  Master. 

1 73  A>fi«i  0/  Holinisi.  S.  M. 


in  Book  I.  of  Dr.  Isaac  Watts  this  old  folk- 
mg  appears  with  its  simple  title,  "An  Eve- 
m%  Hymn."  It  gives  for  its  foundation  ref- 
erences to  parts  of  Psalms  3  and  4.  and  con- 
sias  of  six  stanzas.  It  is  accepted  in  almost 
an  tlie  modern  collections,  and  is  perhaps  in 
lliB  country  the  best  learned  and  most  used 

iH  our  family  devotions  at  the  close  of  the 
The   music  of  "  Hebron "  will  alone 

n  to  tit  the  words.    Who  can  forget  it  ? 


AJA  that  haa  been  amiu,  IbrKive, 

I  TbouEh  wc  are  EuiLty.  thou  art  food ; 
Waah  an  our  works  in  J»u<-  blood ; 

And  bid  ua  all  depart  in  pence. 

Rev.  Joseph  Hart,  the  author  o(  this  hymn, 
»»sboni  in  London  in  1712.  Little  is  kno«-n 
of  his  early  life,  but  his  education  was  Kood. 
wd  he  was  for  many  years  a  teacher  of  lan- 


uifled  his  better  impulses. 
•rote  a  book  in  1741  entitled  The  Vnrfason 
tHiiuis  of  Rel^ion;  but  his  conscience  wa: 
moused  by  the  contemplation  of  Christ's  suf 
fcrings  in  the  Garden  of  Gethsemane,  and  ii 
■7S9  he  commenced  both  to  preach  and  ti 


I     - 


The  author  of  this  hvmn  is  the  Rev.  James 
Russell  Woodford.  I).  H.  He  was  born  at 
Henley-on-Thames.  P-ngland.  April  30.  18:0, 
and  was  duly  i;raduatcd  at  fVnihroke  College. 
Cambridge. 'in  the  class  of  1842.  taking  ver>- 


82 


CLOSE  OF  SERVICE. 


high  honors  in  mathematics  and  classics. 
He  entered  at  once  upon  the  ministry  in  the 
Established  Church,  being  ordained  a  deacon 
in  1843  and  a  priest  in  1845.  Appointed  to 
the  incumbency  of  the  new  district  church  at 
St.  Mark's,  Easton,  near  Bristol,  he  remained 
in  this  charge  until  1855,  when  he  was  pre- 
sented to  the  vicarage  of  Kempsford,  Glou- 
cestershire ;  then  he  was  chosen  by  the  trus- 
tees of  the  parish  and  vicarage  ol  Leeds  to 
assume  sole  care  of  the  work  in  that  busy 
capital  of  the  West  Riding.  This  was  an 
arduous  work,  but  he  became  popular  and 
useful  at  once,  giving  his  whole  heart  and 
strength  to  his  duties.  But  in  1873  he  was 
appointed  the  Bishop  of  Ely,  and  was  conse- 
crated to  the  office  on  December  14  of  that 
year  at  Westminster  Abbey.  There  he  spent 
the  rest  of  his  life ;  twelve  years  of  energetic 
work  concluded  his  ministry ;  he  died  at  the 
palace  October  24,  1885. 

This  hymn  is  translated  from  the  Latin; 
the  original  is  found  in  the  Paris  Breviary^ 
conimencing  *'  Supreme  Motor  cordium ;" 
the  English  rendering  of  it  was  contributed 
by  Dr.  Woodford  to  the  Parish  Hymn  Book 
in  1863.  He  has  composed  some  good  origin 
nal  hymns  also. 

I  74  Ttu  Evening  Hour.  8s,  6S. 

The  Sabbath  day  has  reached  its  close. 
Yet,  Saviour,  ere  I  seek  rei>ose, 
Grant  me  the  |>eace  thy  love  bestows: 
Smile  on  my  evening  hour. 

2  Weary,  I  come  to  thee  for  rest ; 
Hallow  and  calm  my  troubled  breast ; 
Grant  me  thy  Spirit  for  my  guest: 

Smile  on  my  evening  hour. 

3  Let  not  the  gospel  seed  remain 
Unfruitful,  or  be  sown  in  vain  ; 

Let  heavenly  dews  descend  like  rain :  -- 

Smile  on  my  evening  hour. 

4  Oh,  Jesus,  Lord,  enthroned  on  hijjh. 
Thou  nearest  the  contrite  spirit's  sigh  ; 
Look  down  on  me  with  pitying  eye : 

Smile  on  my  evening  hour. 

5  My  only  intercessor  thou, 
Mingle  thy  fragrant  incense  now 
With  eveiV  prayer  and  every  vow  : 

Smile  on  my  evening  hour. 

6  And,  oh,  when  time's  short  course  shall  end. 
And  death's  dark  shades  around  impend, 

My  God,  my  everlasting  Friend, 
Smile  on  my  evening  hour. 

We  might  have  known,  from  this  favorite 
fashion  used  in  its  meter,  that  the  hymn  be- 
fore us  was  to  be  reckoned  with  those  of  the 
gifted  granddaughter  of  Rev.  John  Venn, 
Miss  Charlotte  Elliott,  who  WTote  "Just  as  I 
am.  without  one  plea."  That  form  of  stanza 
has  been  rarely  employed  by  our  sacred 
poets.     We  are  informed,  in  the  memoirs  of 


another  woman,  in  many  respects  equally 
gifted  and  famous,  Mary  Lundie  Duncan, 
that  once  she  started  for  health's  sake  upon 
an  extended  tour  in  the  country.  With  a 
younger  brother  she  journeyed  through  a  de- 
parting snowstorm  to  the  dwelling  of  her 
future  father-in-law.  Of  the  trip  she  says: 
"  The  pass  of  Dalveen  looked  so  beautiful  in 
alternate  streaks  of  snow  and  green  sward, 
that  I  could  not  tell  whether  to  prefer  it  so 
or  in  the  rich  glow  of  summer,  as  I  saw  it  be- 
fore. On  the  way  I  read  Haldane's  sermon, 
'  The  Jews  God's  Witnesses,'  with  much  in- 
terest. Elliott's  poetry  employed  me  for 
miles."  Such  a  record  makes  one  think  of 
the  singing  pilgrim,  far  on  ahead  of  him  in 
the  valley  of  the  Shadow  of  Death,  whom 
Christian  heard  with  a  cheered  heart. 

175  '' Precious  seed:'  CM. 

Almighty  God,  thy  word  is  cast 

Like  seed  into  the  ground  : 
Now  let  the  dew  of  heaven  descend, 

And  righteous  fruits  abound. 

2  Let  not  the  foe  of  Christ  or  man 
This  holy  seed  remove. 

But  give  it  root  in  every  heart 
To  bring  forth  fruits  of  love. 

3  Let  not  the  world's  deceitful  cares 
The  rising  plant  destroy. 

But  let  it  yield  a  hundred-fold, 
The  fruits  of  peace  and  joy. 

4  Nor  let  thy  word,  so  kindly  sent 
To  raise  us  to  thy  throne. 

Return  to  thee  and  sadly  tell 
That  we  reject  thy  Son. 

Rev.  John  Cawood  was  bom  at  Matlock. 
Derbyshire,  England,  March  18,  1775.  He 
was  graduated  at  Oxford  in  1801,  and  was 
ordained  to  the  ministry  in  the  Church  of 
England.  Then  he  became  a  perpetual  curate 
in  Bewdley,  Worcestershire,  remaining  there 
until  his  death,  November  7,  1852.  He  was 
the  author  of  many  hymns  besides  this  one, 
some  of  them  of  real  merit  being  found  in 
our  modern  collections;  but  thev  appear 
with  many  changes  in  the  phraseology  irom 
his  own  originals,  and  have  been  improved 
much  in  matters  of  taste  and  gracefulness  of 
composition.  This  one  is  given  in  Lyra  Brit- 
annica,  and  some  date  it  about  the  year 
1 81 5.  It  is  entitled  "  Hymn  after  Sermon," 
and  it  is  most  useful  in  just  that  place. 

176  ''Keep  us:* 

Anothrr  day  is  past  and  gone; 

O  God,  we  DOW  to  thee ; 
A^in,  as  nightly  shades  come  on, 

To  thy  defence  we  flee. 

2  Forgive  us  all  the  evil  done, 

The  good  undone,  to-day ; 
And  keep  us  from  the  Wicked  One, 

Now,  Father,  and  for  aye. 
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3  When  shall  that  day  of  gladness  come, 
Ne'er  sinking  in  the  west ; 

That  country  and  that  bleswM  home, 
Where  none  shall  break  our  rest— 

4  Where  we,  O  God,  preserved  beneath 
The  shelter  of  thy  wing, 

For  evermore  thy  praise  shall  breathe, 
And  of  thy  mercy  sing  ? 

Rev.    Isaac    Williams,    translator  of    this 
hyinn,  was  bom  at  Cwmcynfelin  in  Cardigan- 
shire, Wales,   December   12,    1802,  but  his 
home  was  in  London,  where  he  received  his 
early  education.     He  gained  from  his  tutor, 
an  English  clergyman,  a  great  fondness  for 
Latin  poetry,  and  l^came  so  proficient   in 
that  language  that  he  used  not  only  to  write, 
but  to  think  in  it,  being  obliged  in  exiting  an 
English  theme  to  translate  his  ideas,  which 
were  in  Latin,  into  his  own   language.     In 
1821  he  entered  Trinity  College,  Oxford,  and 
t^'o  years  later  won  the  University  prize  for 
Latin  verse.    This  fact   became  a  turning- 
point  in  his  career,  as  it  brought  him  into 
friendship  with  John  Keble,  who  exercised  a 
powerful  influence  over  him  and  greatly  en- 
riched his  spiritual  life.    Keble  interested  him- 
self in  the  young  man,  and  for  some  years 
Williams  spent  his  kmg  vacations  with  him, 
Robert  Wilberforcc,  then  an  undergraduate 
at  Oriel   College,  being    sometimes  of    the 
party.     In   1829  Williams  was  ordained  to 
the  curacy  of  Windrush,  a  few  miles  from 
Fairford,  where  Keble  was  living ;  but  he  did 
not  remain  there  loxig,  as  he  competed  suc- 
cessfully  (or  a  Trinity  Fellowship  and  re- 
toiAed  to  Oxford  the  same  year  as  college 
tutor.    Here  he  met  J.  H.  Newman  and  was 
stroiM^y  drawn  towards  him.  like  most  people 
who  Knew  this  great  man.     He  became  New- 
man's curate  at  St.  Mary's,  Oxford,  where  he 
remained  until  1842,  wnen  he  married  and 
removed  to  Bisley  as  curate.     His  life  after- 
ward was  uneventful  except  for  one  occur- 
rence.    When    Keble    resigned   his   Poetry 
Professorship  at  Oxford  he  was  desirous  that 
Williams    should    be   his    successor,   as   he 
seemed  not  only  to  be  in  entire  sympathy  of 
feeling  with  him  but  possessed  great  poetical 
merit,  his  reputation  as  a  sacred  poet  being 
only  second  to  that  of   Keble  himself.     He 
^•as.  however,  identified  with   the  tractarian 
writers,  as  he  had  actually   written    Trad 
A?,  which  had  given  great  offence  to  some, 
and  was  Icnown  as  the  friend  and  coadjutor 
of  Newnian.     Hence  vehement  opposition  to 
his  election  arose;  this  resulted  in  his  with- 
^^-a  from  public  life  and  from  Oxford.    He 
'iwnovcd  to  Stinchcombe  in  1848,  where  he 
•jv'cd  in  retirement   for  many  years,  devo- 
^  himself  to  literary  work,  until  on  May  i, 


1865,  after  a  long  illness,  he  passed  quietly 
away. 

His  reputation  as  a  devotional  writer,  both 
of  prose  and  verse,  is  very  high,  and  his  char- 
acter was  singularly  attractive.  His  three 
Tracts,  80,  86,  and  8j,  were  very  valuable  to 
his  party  at  Oxford,  and  he  published  many 
other  volumes  of  sermons  ancf  religious  medi- 
tations which  are  most  winning  in  their  tone. 
The  poetical  translations  that  he  made  from 
the  Latin,  although  often  not  available  for 
common  use  on  account  of  the  irregularity  of 
the  meters  he  adopted,  have  inspired  others  to 
undertake  kindred  tasks.  With  a  poetical 
taste  so  true  and  a  talent  so  great,  his  work 
set  a  standard  which  has  made  itself  felt  in 
hymnody  in  England. 

1 77  Psalm  89.  C.  M. 

Blest  are  the  souls  that  hear  and  know 

The  gospel's  joyful  sound  * 
Peace  shall  attend  the  path  they  go, 

And  light  their  steps  surround. 

a  Their  joy  shall  bear  their  spirits  up 
Through  their  Redeemer's  name ; 

His  righteousness  exalts  their  hope, 
Nor  Satan  dares  condemn. 

3  The  Lord,  our  glory  and  defence. 

Strength  and  salvation  gives ; 
Israel  I  thy  King  for  ever  reigns, 

Thy  God  for  ever  lives. 

This  is  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  version  of  Psalm 
89,  C.  M.,  Third  Part.  As  a  hymn  to  be 
sung  after  a  sermon  it  is  full  of  precept  and 
prayer  alike.  It  has  a  suggestion  of  warning 
against  dullness  in  public  devotion.  "It  is 
dangerous,"  says  pious  old  Gurnall,  *'  to  fall 
asleep  with  a  candle  burning  by  our  side,  but 
more  dangerous  still  to  sleep  while  the  candle 
of  the  Word  is  shining  so  near  us."  John 
Wesley,  although  never  neglectful  of  his  min- 
isterial gravity,  had  nevertheless  a  good  sense 
of  humor.  His  ser\'ant.  Michael  Fenvvick. 
complained  that  his  own  name  was  not  so 
much  as  once  mentioned  in  the  good  man's 
published  journal.  Wesley  intimated  that  he 
would  remember  him  quite  conspicuously  be- 
fore long.  Indeed,  in  the  ver>-  next  number 
he  put  in  this  record :  **  Left  Epworth  with 
great  satisfaction,  and  about  one  o'clock 
preached  at  Clay  worth.  I  think  none  were 
unmoved  but  Michael  Fenwick.  who  fell  fast 
asleep  under  an  adjoining  hay-rick." 
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Thk  shadows  of  the  evening  hours 

Fall  from  the  darkening  sky, 
Ui>on  the  fragrance  of  the  flowers 

The  dews  of  evening  lie ; 
Before  thy  throne.  O  Lord  of  heaven  I 

We  kneel  at  close  of  day  ; 
Look  on  Ihy  children  from  on  high. 

And  hear  us  while  we  pray. 


CLOSE  OF  SERVICE. 


J  Thcaorromof  thy  lervanU,  Lord. 

Ob,  do  not  Ihou  despise. 
Bm(  let  the  iiicoiK  ol  our  pr»)'er» 

Before  thy  mercy  ritr ; 
The  bfif  hlness  of  the  coming  ni|bt 

Upon  the  darkness  rolls: 
Wilh  hopes  oCfuture  glory  chaw 

The  shadow!  of  our  (oula. 

3  Siovrlv  the  rayi  of  daylight  lade ; 

The  iiopei  in  eanhly  love  and  joy, 
Thai  one  by  one  depart ; 


and  penis  t 
■IS  defend  : 


1  With  Ihee  let  every  week  beoln, 
Wilh  Ihee  each  day  be  spcal* 

For  Ihee  each  fleeting  hour  improved, 
Since  each  by  Ihee  is  lenl. 


Andb< 


Through  the  I 


lb  everlasting  peace. 

This  is  found  as  No.  53  of  Dr.  Philip  Dodd- 
ridge's  Hymns,  and  b  entitled.  '■Joy  and 
Prosperity  from  the  Presence  and  Blessing  o\ 
God."  It  has  four  stanzas,  and  is  referred 
by  the  author  to  Psalm  90: 17.  It  was  »Tit- 
len  to  be  sung  at  the  close  of  the  sermon  as 
usual. 

laO  "Htcar.lk.  S.M. 

How  genlle  God's  commuids  I 
How  kind  his  precepts  are  1 
Come,  cast  yourturdeni  on  the  Lflrd, 


Miss  Adelaide  Anne  Procter,  the  well-known 
and  well-beloved  poet  who  wrote  "  The  Lost 
Chord,"  was  the  daughter  of  Bryan  Waller 
Procter,  better  recognized  most  likely  by  his 
pen-name  "  Barry  Cornwall."  These  two  au- 
thors will  stand  together  for  long  years  as 
having  been  geniuses  of  rare  taste  and  like 
gift,  and  at  the  same  time  loving  WMkers  side 
by  side  under  one  roof.  The  daughter,  who 
composed  the  hymn  now  before  us.  was  bom 
in  Bedford  Square.  London,  October  30,  182c, 
and  died  February  2,  1864.  Though  her  life 
was  short,  she  has  been  able  to  secure  a  place 
In  the  hearts  of  many  friends  by  the  singular 
tenderness  and  sympathetic  tone  of  most  of 
her  writings.  She  had  remarkable  gift  in  the 
way  of  bringing  comfort,  and  her  poems  rank 
high  in  English  literature.  She  used  to  pre- 
pare pieces  and  little  volumes  for  specific  sale, 
so  as  to  obtain  money  for  fairs  and  bazars 
held  in  behalf  of  the  suffering  creatures  of 
God— men  and  women  and  children  and  ani- 
mals—so that  she  was  a  popular  and  profit- 
able contributor  to  societies  having  benevolent 
operations  in  hand.  In  1851  this  lady  became 
a  convert  to  the  faith  and  practice  of  the 
Roman-catholic  Church.  Her  devotion  was 
intense  and  sincere,  outrunning  even  pru- 
dence, and  c.thausting  her  life  with  too  great 
demands  upon  her  strength   and   her  sensi- 


1  Beneath  bis  walchful  eye 
His  sainu  Mcarely  dwell : 

That  band  which  bears  creation  1 
Shall  guard  liis  children  well. 

3  Why  should  lliis  andous  load 

Press  down  your  weary  mindt 
Haale  10  your  heavenly  Falhrr's  ( 


This  is  No.  340  in  the  collection  o(  Dr. 
Philip  Doddridge's  Hymns.  He  has  entitled 
it.  "  God's  Care  a  Remedy  for  Ours."  An- 
nexed to  it  also  is  the  mention  of  1  Peter  5 ;  7 
as  a  text:  "Casting  all  your  care  upon  hun; 
tor  he  careth  for  you."  There  Is  raUier  more 
poetry  than  usual  in  this  hymn ;  the  author  is 
always  didactic,  no  matter  what  else  he  is; 
but  in  the  Anal  stanza  here  he  has  a  very 
beautiful  image  in  the  exchan^ng  of  a  burden 
(or  a  song.  It  makes  us  think  of  the  lan- 
guage Edward  Garrett  puts  into  the  mouth  of 
one  of  his  speakers  in  his  story :  "  When  the 
song  's  gone  out  of  your  life,  you  can't  sCan 
another  while  it 's  a-ringing  in  your  ears;  it's 
best  to  have  a  bit  of  silence,  and  out  o"  that. 
maybe,  a  psalm  '11  come  by-and-by." 

I8r  "Slillailhlhie."  S.H 

Stii.l.  s<ill  with  thee,  my  God. 
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J 


4  Witb  tbce,  in  IbM,  by  lailh 

AbidiDg  I  would  be: 
By  d«y.  by  night  in  life,  in  deilb, 

I  would  b«Mtlf  with  tbce. 


E  OP^ERVICE.  85 

ing  was  full  of  a  spirituality  which  deeply  im- 
pressed his  hearers.  It  has  been  said  of  him, 
"  He  was  a  true  Christian  and  a  true  poet, 
too  soon  called  (rom  toil  and  suffering  into 
rest  and  triumph." 

182  -AtuUwtilk^^."  S.M. 


lev,  James  Drummond  Bums,  the  author 
dus  hymn,  was  one  of  those  poets  whose 
eetcst  songs  are  the  result  of  suffering.  Bom 
Edinburgh,  February  18, 1823,  he  was  edu- 
edaithcHi^h  School  and  University  in  chat 
f.  He  received  his  theological  training  un- 
■  Thomas  Chalmers,  the  great  leader  of  the 
X  Church  of  Scotland,  and  in  1845  be- 
ne pastor  of  the  Presbyterian  congregation 
Dunblane.  His  frame  was  enfeebled  by 
id  study,  and  after  two  years  of  pastoral 
A  he  was  obliged  to  go  to  Madeira,  where 
1  favorable  climate  he  improved  in  health, 
d  took  charge  of  the  Presbyterian  Church 
Funchal.  After  five  years  spent  in  this 
reign  country  he  thought  himself  able  to 
uun  to  England.  In  [8;5  he  became  min- 
er o(  the  Presbyterian  Church  at  Hamp- 
ad,  London ;  but  after  nine  years  of  work 
d  »'orry  he  was  forced  to  seek  a  southern 
mate  ^^n  and  went  to  Mentone,  where  he 
ed  November  27,  1864.  Although  a  poet, 
bose  hymns  rank  among  the  very  best  for 
aucy  and  depth  of  feeling,  he  was  ready  at 
nr  to  turn  aside  from  the  world  of 
» the  poor  and  sick,  and  his  preach- 


trenched  thai  luid. 

Wher 

c  holy  >■ 

■tels'roDni 

i  ll<H  sund, 

Whose  sum 

J  Oar 

sun  is  ■ 

in  kins  ■><>' 

,  of^lt'i'B' 

OSun 

, do  thou 

Sh.i 

4  The 

fXr*: 

r  Christ  01 

s  bou'idlei 

'JjLord, 

-"Spiri'  .      ., 

Be  with  us  (rom  above. 

This  Is  one  of  Dr.  John  Mason  Neale's 
most  beautiful  original  poems,  and  was  pub- 
lished first  in  his  Hymns  for  Children,  in 
t842.  Archdeacon  Prescott  says.  "No  me- 
diaeval research,  no  wandering  among  the 
strange  ordinances  and  phantasies  of  the 
Eastern  Church,  ever  drew  John  Neale  away 
from  the  pure,  simple  faith  in  his  Saviour, 
Jesus  Christ ;"  and  this  hymn  is  a  testimony 
to  it.  So  perfect  was  the  poem  in  every  word 
and  phrase  that  not  a  syllable  has  been  altered 
since  it  was  hrst  printed,  although  it  was  one 
of  his  earliest  works. 


S.M. 


3  Rlill  on  tliy  holy  word 

Help  us  lo  feed,  and  (row. 
Still  10  fo  on  to  Vnc-M  (he  Lord, 


Ul  evefv-  longue  and  evtrj'  heart 
Adore  and  praise  the  same. 

This  hymn  is  correctly  attributed  to  Rev. 
Joseph  Han,  although  some  of  the  stanzas 
were  partially  rewritten  by  Dr.  R.  Hawker. 
It  appeared  in  1762,  and  has  been  frequently 
tpeaied  in  later  collections  on  either  side  trf 
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2  Ye  mortals,  mark  its  pace. 
And  use  the  hours  of  light ; 

And  know  its  Maker  can  command 
At  once  eternal  night. 

3  Give  glory  to  the  Lord 

Who  rules  the  whirling  sphere ; 
Submissive  at  his  footstool  oow, 
And  seek  salvation  there. 

4  Then  shall  new  luster  break 
Through  death's  impendiiie  gloom, 

And  lead  you  to  unchanging  Tight, 
In  your  celestial  home. 

Another  selection  from  the  Hymns  of  Dr. 
Philip  Doddridge,  where  it  is  entitled  *'  Walk 
in  the  Light."  Many  changes  are  to  be  noted 
in  this  piece  along  the  range  of  years,  every 
one  of  which  has  improved  the  versification. 
It  is  now  one  of  the  most  useful  and  popular 
songs  for  the  family  altar.  It  carries  with  it 
a  breathless  rush  of  tender  expostulation  in 
view  of  human  frailty.  We  happen  to  belong 
to  that  number  of  prospered  persons  who 
were  reared  on  the  New  England  Primer. 
We  have  never  had  much  to  say  about  the 
poetry  of  that  remembered  volume,  nor  do 
we  specially  now  propose  to  commend  the 
specimens  of  uncouth  art  with  which  it  was 
illustrated.  But  two  pictures  rise  in  our 
memory  wMth  an  accompanying  distich,  which 
we  are  frank  to  acknowledge  have  been  fac- 
tors in  our  life.  One  represented  a  boy  at  his 
topmost  speed,  with  a  tall  skeleton  running 
after  him,  holding  an  hour-glass  in  his  out- 
stretched left  hand,  and  in  his  right  a  sharp- 
ened dart,  with  which  last  it  was  intimated  he 
intended  to  pierce  the  lad  in  the  back  in  case 
he  caught  him.  The  legend  beneath  was 
this: 

"  Youth  forward  slips,  Death  soonest  nips." 

The  other  cut  represented  an  old  man  with  a 
sc>the  swinging  it  at  his  full  strength.  Before 
him  was  a  feeble  tuft  of  grass :  behind  him 
desolation.  And  the  legend  in  this  instance 
read  thus : 

"  Time  cuts  down  all,  both  great  and  small." 

Now  out  of  this  in  some  measure  we  won- 
der if  there  has  not  grown  a  certain  sense, 
which  is  surely  recognizable,  of  tremendous 
haste  with  which  we  nave  been  agitated  from 
time  immemorial.  We  have  always  seemed 
to  ourselves  to  be  chased  up  rather  severely 
by  this  skeleton.  Death,  and  this  sc>the-man, 
Time.  Still  our  immediate  neighbors  do  not 
appear  to  have  any  advantage.  The  whole 
world  is  certainly  in  an  uncomfortable  hurry 
of  bustling  energ)'.  What  a  curiously  differ- 
ent life  that  will  be  when  there  is  no  such 
thing  as  late  or  early,  long  or  short,  quick  or 
slow.     An  unruffled  current  of  experience  will 


just  flow  on  at  leisure.  It  is  likely  there  will 
be  changes  and  all  sorts  of  variety,  but  we 
shall  enjoy  whatever  w^e  have  clear  up  to  the 
crisis  upon  which  the  next  gift  of  God's  love 
is  to  come  in.  No  apprehensions  will  disturb 
our  content.  Time  will  not  be  standing 
greedily  behind  us,  ready  to  swing  the  scythe. 
There  will  be  no  waste  of  duration  in  simply 
propelling  wheels  to  show  how  it  runs  on. 
Everything  will  be  ours,  for  even  death  will 
be  dead.  We  shall  never  more  be  hurried 
with  the  remembrance  that  if  we  are  belated 
we  shall  lose  something.  There  will  be  some 
tranquility  and  restful  peace. 


1 85  Home  Hymn.  S.  M. 

Thr  day  is  past  and  gone, 
The  evening  shades  appear : 

Oh,  may  we  all  remember  well 
The  night  of  death  draws  near  i 

a  We  lay  our  garments  b>', 

Upon  our  beds  to  rest ; 
So  death  will  soon  disrobe  us  all 

Of  what  we  here  possessed. 

3  Lord,  keep  us  safe  this  night, 
Secure  from  all  ottr  feitrs ; 

May  angels  guard  us  while  we  sfeep. 
Till  morning  light  appears. 

4  And  when  we  early  rise. 
And  view  the  unwearied  sun, 

May  we  set  out  to  win  the  prize. 
And  after  glory  run. 

5  And  when  our  days  are  past. 
And  we  from  time  remove. 

Oh.  may  we  in  thy  bosom  rest, 
The  bosom  of  thy  love ! 

The  author  of  this  hymn  was  a  noted  Bap- 
tist minister  who  lived  in  Virginia  during  the 
years  from  1775  to  1790.  Almost  all  we  have 
of  his  career  is  contained  in  his  autobiography 
published  in  1845,  as  an  interesting  and  quaint 
account  of  a  very  remarkable  man.  This  vol- 
ume contained  some  of  his  writings  in  prose 
and  poetry;  among  these  can  be  found  the 
original  form  of  the  hymn  before  us,  with 
other  hymns  also ;  but  this  one  is  almost  the 
only  one  which  the  churches  have  kept  uidely 
in  use.  It  is  really  very  beautiful  in  its  lofty 
faith  and  unaffected  simplicity.  Many  of  us 
in  New  England  sang  it  for  years  at  the  fam- 
ily altar  when  Sabbath  evening  came  around, 
and  it  speaks  memories  of  other  days  when 
we  teach  our  children  to  sing  it  now.  May  it 
live  for  ever  and  ever ! 

The  Rev.  John  Leland  was  bom  in  Grafton, 
Mass.,  May  14,  1754.  The  description  of  his 
person  has  come  down  to  us,  and  some  of  his 
ordinary*  traits  of  character.  He  was  in  his 
later  life  "tall,  muscular,  and  commanding; 
age  had  bent  him  slightly,  but  that  added  to 
his  patriarchal  venerableness.  He  had  a  noble 
head,  a  high,  expanded,  and  sorpewhat  retreat- 
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ii^  forehead,  a  nose  a  little  aquiline,  and  a 
bf^t,  beautiful,  sparkling  blue  eye,  the  ex- 
pression of  which,  especially  in  the  pulpit,  was 
electrical:  even  eighty-seven  years  had  not 
dimmed  it.  In  his  manners  and  personal  in- 
tercourse he  was  plain,  courteous,  and  digni- 
6ed.  He  was  bland  and  kind  to  all.  No  man 
could  approach  him  with  a  rude  familiarity." 
It  is  added  also  that  he  was  a  man  of  ready 
wit  and  almost  boundless  eccentricity,  but 
devout  and  solemn  in  prayer.  At  one  period 
of  his  life  he  appears  to  have  had  considerable 
political  influence — enough  indeed  to  have  it 
recorded  that  he  aided  in  the  election  of  James 
Madison  over  Patrick  Henry  to  the  Virginia 
Convention.  This  excellent  man  died  at  North 
Adams,  Mass.,  January  14,  1841. 

186  '' Closing  Hour:'  S.  M. 

Lord,  at  this  closing:  hour, 

Establish  every*  heart 
Upon  thy  word  of  truth  and  power, 

To  keep  ns  when  we  part. 

2  Peace  to  our  ^thren  j^ive ; 
Fill  all  our  tRnrts  with  love  ; 

In  faith  and  patience  may  we  live, 
And  seek  oar  rest  above. 

3  Through  changes,  bright  or  drear, 
We  would  thy  will  pursue, 

And  toil  to  spread  thy  kingdom  here 
Till  we  its  glory  view. 

4  To  God,  the  only  wise, 
In  every  age  adored, 

Let  glory  from  the  chnrch  arise 
Through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord  I 

The  Rev.  Eleazer  Thompson  Fitch,  D.  D., 
was  one  of  the  compilers  of  the  hymnal  pre- 
pared by  the  order  of  General  Association  of 
the  Congregational  body  in  Connecticut ;  and 
in  that  book  six  of  his  compositions  appeared, 
of  whidi  this  was  one.    He  was  bom  at  New 
Haven,  Conn.,  January  i,  1791,  and  was  grad- 
uated at  Yale  College  in  the  class  of  1810. 
Then  he  spent  some  little  time  in  teaching ; 
hut  in  181 2  he  became  a  theological  student 
m  Andover  Seminary.   Dr.  Timothy  D wight's 
death  left  the  chair  of  Sacred  Tneology  in 
Yale  College  vacant,  and  in  181 7  Dr.  Fitch 
was  chosen  to  fill  his  place.    The  number  of 
graduates  under  his  instruction  grew  so  rap- 
idly that,  at  his  suggestion,  the  corporation 
founded  a  theological  department,  which  was 
organized  into  what  is  called  a  Divinity  School 
in  1822.     He  became  the  Professor  of  Homi- 
letics,  and  at  the  same  time  was  the  college 
preacher  and  pastor.     His  theological  views 
were  strongly  pronounced,  and  ultimately  drew 
open  him  considerable  animadversion  from 
those  who  were  more  conservative  in  senti- 
ment.    But  he  kept  his  office  as  lecturer  until 


1 86 1,  and  subsequently  was  retained  in  the 
faculty  of  the  Divinity  School  as  emeritus- 
professor  until  he  died,  January  31,  1871,  at 
New  Haven.  A  volume  of  his  sermons  was 
published  that  same  year.  He  was  a  man  of 
singular  modesty,  without  any  sign  of  contro- 
versy in  his  disposition. 

187  Sabbath  encUd.  S.  M. 

Thb  day  of  praise  is  done, 

The  evening  shadows  fall ; 
Yet  pass  not  ^om  us  with  the  sun, 

True  Light  that  lightenest  ail  I 

2  Around  thy  throne  on  high, 
Where  night  can  never  be, 

The  white-robed  harpers  of  the  sky 
Bring  ceaseless  hymns  to  thee. 

3  Too  faint  our  anthems  here  ; 
Too  soon  of  praise  we  lire  ; 

But  oh,  the  strains  how  full  and  clear 
Of  tliat  eternal  choir  ! 

4  Yet,  Lord  !  to  thy  dear  will 
If  thou  attune  the  heart. 

We  in  thine  angels'  music  still 
May  bear  our  lower  part. 

5  Shine  thou  within  us,  then, 
A  day  that  knows  no  end, 

Till  songs  of  angels  and  of  men 
In  perfect  praise  shall  blend. 

This  is  a  very  beautiful  hymn  by  Rev.  John 
Ellerton.  The  first  line  sometimes  is  \\Titten, 
**  Our  day  of  praise  is  done."  It  is  an  admira- 
ble song  for  the  close  of  public  worship. 
There  is  no  ser\'ice  like  that  of  God,  no  house 
more  comfortable  than  his,  no  peace  like  that 
he  bestows.  In  the  hurries  of  our  modem 
church-life  much  labor  is  driven  into  the  hours 
of  the  day  which  was  meant  to  be,  more  fully 
than  it  is  suffered  to  be,  the  "  day  of  rest  "  for 
the  soul  and  body  too.  But,  by  the  grace  of 
God,  rests  are  allowed  along  the  way  even 
when  one  is  passing  through  the  valley  of 
Baca.  Shadows  of  the  great  rock  in  the  wea- 
ry land  may  be  discovered  even  close  by  the 
spots  where  balsam-trees  weep  tears.  Nota- 
ble seasons  of  remembrance  have  we  all  of 
halts  for  refreshment  we  have  already  enjoyed. 
We  could  tell  bright  stories  about  them  if  we 
would.  Somewhere  we  have  read  that  a  com- 
pany of  travel-worn  Indians  were  fleeing  from 
their  foes  through  a  desolate  region  of  our  own 
country  in  the  Southwest.  Suddenly  they 
came  upon  a  beautiful  spring  in  the  waste. 
Their  chief  struck  his  spear  in  the  sward,  cr)*- 
ing,  *•  Alabama  !  Alabama  r  Here  let  us 
rest !  let  us  rest !  Thus  could  the  soul  of 
each  believer  recount  the  incidents  of  his  trav- 
erse, and  learn  to  put  new  names  on  the  spir- 
itual map  he  cherishes.  Here  he  has  no  con- 
tinuing city  ;  he  seeks  one  to  come. 


88 


CLOSE  OF  SERVICE. 


Doxalogy.  S.  M. 

To  God  the  only  wise, 

Who  keeps  us  by  his  word, 
Beglory  now  and  evemioie. 

Through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 

2  Hosanna  to  the  Word 
Who  from  the  Father  came ; 

Ascribe  salvation  to  the  Lord, 
And  ever  bless  his  name. 

3  The  grace  of  Christ  our  LonI, 
The  Father's  boundless  love, 

The  Spirit's  blest  communion,  too, 
Be  with  us  from  above. 


This  hymn,  in  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  Book  I., 
No.  5 1 ,  is  called  "  Preserving  Grace,"  with  a 
reference  to  Jude  24,  25,  and  prepared  to  be 
sung  at  the  close  of  a  sermon  on  that  theme. 
The  piece  before  us  is  made  up  of  two  stanzas 
out  of  the  original  five,  with  the  short  meter 
doxology  added. 
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*•  Guard  and  save,** 


7».68,8b. 


Thk  day  is  past  and  over ; 

All  thanks,  O  Loni  I  to  thee  ; 
We  pray  thee  now  that  sinless 

The  hours  of  dark  may  be ; 
O  Jesus  I  keep  us  in  thv  sight, 
And  save  us  through  the  coming  night. 

2  The  ioys  of  day  are  over ; 
We  lift  our  hearts  to  thee, 

And  ask  thee  that  ofienceless 
The  hours  of  dark  may  be  ; 
O  Jesus  !  make  their  darkness  light. 
And  save  us  through  the  coming  night. 

3  The  toils  of  day  are  over ; 
We  raise  our  hymn  to  thee, 

And  ask  that  free  fi  om  peril 

The  hours  of  dark  may  be  ; 
O  Jesus  !  keep  us  in  thy  sight, 
And  guard  us  through  the  coming  night* 

4  Be  thou  our  souls*  preserver, 
O  (io<l !  for  thou  dost  know 

How  many  are  the  perils 

Through  which  we  have  to  go : 
O  loving  Jesus  !  hear  our  call, 
And  guard  and  save  us  from  them  alL 

This  is  a  translation  by  Dr.  John  Mason 
Neale  from  Anatolius,  one  of  the  Greek  hymn- 
writers  about  whom  very  little  is  known, 
though  he  i^  said  to  have  been  a  pupil  of 
Theodore  of  the  Studium  who  lived  at  the 
close  of  the  eighth  century-  and  beginning  of 
the  ninth.  More  than  a  hundred  of  his  hymns 
exist,  and  have  been  attributed  to  St.  Anato- 
lius, the  Bishop  of  Constantinople,  who  died 
in  458 ;  hence  as  some  of  them  celebrate 
martyrs  who  suffered  in  the  sixth  and  the 
early  part  of  the  seventh  centur\',  the  claim  is 
proved  erroneous.  This  piece  is  a  great  fa- 
vorite in  the  (jreek  Isles,  the  melody  to  which 
it  is  there  usually  sung  being  singularly  plain- 
tive and  soothing. 
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Thb  sun  is  siiiklng  fiut, 

The  daylight  dies ; 
Let  love  awake,  and  pay 

Her  evening  sacrifice. 

3  As  Christ  upon  the  cross 

His  head  inclined. 
And  to  his  Father's  hands 

His  parting  soul  resigned — 

3  So  now  herself  my  soul 
Would  wholly  give 

Into  his  sacred  charge. 
In  whom  all  spirits  live. 

4  Thus  would  I  live ;  yet  now 
Not  \  but  he 

In  all  his  power  and  love 
Henceforth  alive  in  me. 

5  One  sacred  Trinity  1 
One  Lord  divine ! 

May  I  be  ever  his. 
And  he  for  ever  mine. 

The  original  of  this  hynm  cannot  be  dis- 
covered at  present,  but  it  is  supposed  to  have 
been  no  older  than  the  eighteenth  century. 
Mr.  Edward  Caswall,  the  translator,  found 
the  Latin  poem  in  a  foreign  collection,  a  small 
book  of  devotions,  the  very  name  of  which 
has  escaped  him.  The  beauty  of  the  English 
version  increases  the  regret  at  the  loss  of  the 
Latin  original.  The  sentiment  which  is 
voiced  by  these  stanzas  is  very  subtle  and 
even  mystic.  The  picture  of  our  Lord  in  the 
very  act  of  crucifixion  is  thrown  before  our 
imagination.  The  gesture  of  Jesus,  as  he 
"  bowed  his  head  and  gave  up  the  ghost,"  is 
employed  to  signify  our  own  surrender  of  our 
spirits  into  the  eternal  Father's  hands.  Hence 
a  religious  exercise  is  suggested  of  the  inten- 
sest  kind,  a  direct  proffer  of  our  entire  being 
to  our  Lord  in  a  union  that  shall  be  ever  and 
for  ever  binding.  So  at  the  close  of  evening 
worship  a  believer  once  more  covenants  in  the 
secret  reserves  of  his  inner  life,  and  goes  forth 
to  loving  duty. 
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Evening. 

Softly  now  the  lijrht  of  day 
Fades  upon  my  sight  away  : 
Free  from  care,  from  labor  tree, 
Lord,  I  would  commune  with  tnee* 

s  Thou,  whose  all -pervading  eye 
Naught  escs|>es  without,  within, 
Pardon  each  infirmity, ' 
Open  fault,  and  secret  sin. 

3  Soon,  for  me,  the  light  of  day 
Shall  for  ever  pass  away  ; 
Then,  from  sin  and  sorrow  free. 
Take  me.  Lord,  to  dwell  with  thee. 

4  Thou  who,  sinless,  yet  hast  kiiown» 
All  of  man's  infirmity ; 

Then  from  thine  eternal  throne^ 
Jesus,  look  with  pitying  eye. 


Rev.  Gcoree  Washington  Doane,  D.  D., 
Ll_  D..  was  bom  in  Trenton,  N.  J.,  May  27, 
1799.  He  was  graduated  from  Union  Col- 
1^.  in  Schenectady.  N.  Y.,  in  1818,  and  was 
onUined  to  the  Christian  ministry  in  1821. 
He  became  an  assistant  in  the  parish  of  Trin- 
ity Church,  in  New  York  city,  but  in  1825  he 
was  chosen  Professor  of  Rhetoric  and  Belles-  , 
Lettres  in  what  was  then  Washington  College. 
He  was  elected  in  1828  the  rector  of  Trinity 
E(»icopal  Church  in  Boston ;  (our  years  after- 
ranis  he  became  the  bishop  of  the  Protestant 
Episcopal  diocese  of  New  Jersey,  He  died 
in  Burlington,  N.  J.,  April  27,  1859.  Dr. 
Doane  was  prominent  in  what  is  knovsTi  in 
chat  denomination  as  the  Hi^h  Church  party  ; 
he  was  energetic  and  indefatigable  as  a  prop- 
agandist, and  hence  had  many  bitter  enemies 
and  was  obliged  Co  endure  and  conduct  many 
controversies.  Under  the  Cicle  of  Tkf  Lift 
and  Writings  of  G.  IV.  Doanr.  D.  D..  his 
works  in  prose  and  poetr>*  were  collected  and 
published,  i860,  in  four  volumes,  ediccd  by 
nis  son ;  and  afterwards  by  the  same  in  1875 
appeared  an  edition  of  his  Sengs  by  the  IVav. 
In  chis  last  book  the  present  hymn  u'as  found : 
it  b  entitled  "  Evening,"  and  Co  it  is  annexed 
as  a  text  Psalm  141 :  2.  Ii  is  weakened  by 
the  addition  of  the  fourth  stanza,  which  is 
omitted  in  the  Methodist  Hymnal  and  some 
others. 


3  Cold  oar  MTvica  have  b(«B, 
Mingled  FverjF  pnyct  with  lin; 
But  Ihou  canit  aiKl  wilt  forgin  : 
By  Iby  grice  »ioor  we  live. 

I  While  lhi«  Ibotny  path  wc  iruil. 

When  our  journey  here  u  put, 

4  Let  these  emnhly  Sabhtlhs  pn>ve 
FoTMHtn  ofqurjoy*  above, 
While  their  itetn  thy  children  bend 
To  the  Ten  which  hnowi  no  end. 

The  devotion  and  reverence  expressed  in 
this  simple  yet  beautiful  vesper  hymn  clear- 
ly show  the  spirit  and  mind  of  the  writer, 
concerning  whom  comparatively  nothing  b 
known.  It  has  been  credited  to  James  Mont- 
gomery and  to  Baptist  W.  Noel;  but  neither 
of  these  authors  has  ever  claimed  it.  In  1826 
a  small  publicatior\  was  issued  called  the 
Missionary  Minstrel :  the  editor  gave,  instead 
of  hb  name,  only  an  uninterpreted  brace  of 
letters,  which  may  have  been  hb  initials.  ■  O. 
P."  This  hymn  in  particular  is  marked  as 
one  of  the  editor's  contributions,  and  bears 
the  same  letters  annexed  Co  it.  Beyond  this 
no  information  has  ever  been  obtained. 
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Now  msy  he  who  ftoDi  the  dead 

Brought  Ihe  Shepherd  of  Ihelheep, 
JeiuB  Oiriu,  our  KinK  and  Head, 

1  May  he  leach  u>  lo  fulRII 


And  pitKTve  ui  day  and  uifht. 
The  original  of  this  benediction  appeared 
in  1779  in  the  O/ney  Hymns.  Book  III.  Its 
author  was  Rev.  John  Newton,  and  there 
were  three  stanias,  of  which  two  are  here 
given.  It  is  a  poetic  rendering  of  the  words 
of  the  apostle  Paul.  Hebrews  13 :  20,  21. 
"Now  the  (lod  of  peace,  that  broughl  again 
from  the  dead  our  Lord  Jesus,  that  great 
Shepherd  of  the  sheep,  through  the  blood  of 
the  everlasting  covenant,  make  you  perfect  in 
every  good  work  to  do  his  will,  working  in 
you  that  which  is  well  pleasing  in  his  sight, 
through  Jesus  Christ :  to  whom  be  glory  for 
ever  and  ever.     Amen." 

104  DoxolBxy.  S),T»- 
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He  was  a  voluminous  author,  and  himself  in 
the  year  1836  issued  a  hymn-book  bearing 
the  name  of  his  church,  and  meant  to  supply 
the  wants  of  singing  saints  wherever  it  would 
be  welcomed  as  a  manual  of  song.  He  was 
born  in  London,  September  17,  1789;  at  live 
years  of  age  he  was  inoculated  for  small-pox ; 
and.  through  some  sort  of  ill-working  of  the 
precaution,  he  thus  lost  the  sight  of  one  of  his 
eyes,  and  was  sent  to  Hackney  to  be  treated 
by  electricity  lest  he  should  be  so  unfortunate 
as  to  be  deprived  o(  the  other.  There  the 
surgeon  came  to  be  his  teacher,  giving  him  a 
course  of  Latin  and  French  study,  and  ulti- 
mately moving  him  along  with  other  branches 
of  learning  till,  when  he  was  fifteen  years  old, 
he  became  his  father's  assistant  in  a  metro- 
politan book-store.  This  made  him  intelli- 
^nt.  and  gave  him  a  taste  as  well  as  a  long- 
mg  for  literature.  In  company  with  some 
few  friends  of  like  gifts  and  ambitions  he  pub- 
lished in  1810  a  small  volume  of  verse  entitled 
Tie  AssociaU  Minslreh,  which  ran  to  a  sec- 
ond edition  in  1812.  Two  years  subsequent 
to  this  Mr.  Conder  purchased  the  EcUctic 
Review  and  became  its  editor  until  1837. 
During  this  period  he  was  in  close  association 
with  some  of  the  best  literary  people  of  that 
day.  and  was  occupied  with  composition  and 
publication  of  many  works  of  his  own  both 
m  jKietry  and  prose.  He  wrote  mostly  upon 
religious  topics;  with  an  elevated  ambition  to 
be  useful  he  entered  into  the  spirit  of  the  times 
in  which  he  lived,  and  took  prominent  part  in 
some  of  the  sharp  debates  which  were  held 
concerning  the  vexed  questions  that  agitated 
the  non-conforming  churches.  In  1832  he 
became  the  editor  also  of  The  Patriot ;  the 
issue  of  this  he  continued  until  the  year  of  his 
death.  Of  the  denominational  hymnal.  The 
Congregafional  Hymn-Boot,  a  Supplement  to 
Watts,  1836.  containing  sixty-two  composi- 
tions of  his  own,  and  four  by  his  wife,  a  col- 
lection so  meritorious  according  to  the  stand- 
ard of  those  times  as  to  mark  a  decided  ad- 
vance in  tastefulness  and  devotion,  there  were 
sold  ninety  thousand  copies  in  seven  years ; 
and  the  book  remained  the  official  manual  of 
praise  in  that  communion  till  the  year  18^9. 
This  author  died  in  St.  John's  Wood  in  Lon- 
don, December  27.  1855.  He  was  o(  essen- 
tial help  to  our  modem  hjTnnology  i  he  made 
many  and  felicitous  emendations  of  the  rough 
poetry  that  went  before  him  into  the  congre- 
gations ;  people  blamed  him  for  destroying 
their  favorite  expressions;  but  the  future  col- 
lections took  his  changes  cheerfully,  and  found 
no  fault  with  the  fearlessness  which  gave 
them  better  hymns. 
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Cho.- 

Heaveii  1%  louchiiig  eanh  with  rest: 

Sets  her  (veiling  ^amps  alight 

Through  all  the  sky. 
-  Holy,  hoTy,  holy,  I^rd  God  ofHoMs 
Heaven  and  earth  are  full  oftheel 
Heaven  and  eanh  are  praising  tliee, 

0  Lord  most  high  I  "^ 

3  Lord  of  lir<,  btneath  the  dome 
or  the  Universe,  Ihy  home. 
Gather  us  who  seek  ihy  (ace 
To  the  foW  of  thy  embrace. 

nigh— C*o. 

awhile  the  deepening  ihcdowi  fall. 

Through  the  glory  and  llie  grace 
or  Ihe  stars  that  vail  thv  face 
Our  bearU  ascend.— t'4a. 

4  When  for  ever  from  (hv  sight 
Pats  Ihe  surs,  ihe  day,  the  olgbl, 

Let  eletnalmo'rnlng  rise 
And  sliadows  end.— Ilito.] 


To  a  Chauiauquan  the  '■  Vesper  Service  " 
seems  incomplete  without  the  singing  of  this 
beautiful  hymn.  It  was  written  at  the  request 
of  Bishop  John  H,  Vincent  in  the  summer  of 
1880.  and  It  is  frequently  sung  at  the  close  of 
the  day,  when  the  vast  company  of  gradu- 
ates, students,  and  visitors  are  assembled  for 
evening  prayer.  No  one  who  has  ever  lis- 
tened to  the  mighty  volume  of  song,  as  fii'e 
thousand  persons  at  a  time,  ^thered  around 
the  representatives  of  the  "  Literary  and  Sci- 
entific Circle "  in  the  open  Hall  under  the 
trees,  aid  to  swell  the  strong  chords  of  Pro- 
fessor Sherwin's  matchless  tune.  "'  Evening 
Praise  "  —  no  one  will  forget  thereafter  the 
impression  he  received  of  tne  power  of  such 
words  borne  upward  by  such  music. 

Miss  Mary  Artemisia  Lathbury  is  now  re- 
siding with  her  sister  in  New  Yorkcity.  Fellow 
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artists  and  writers  by  profession,  these  two  la- 
dies occupy  one  stuclio,  and  they  make  it  a  wel- 
come and  remembered  place  to  visit,  with  the 
evidences  around  them  of  taste  and  thought 
and  poetry.  The  author  of  these  verses  was 
bom  in  Manchester,  Ontario  County,  N.  Y., 
August  10,  1 84 1.  Her  father  was  a  minister 
in  the  Methodist  Episcopal  Church,  in  which 
communion  the  daughter  also  remained  until 
two  years  ago,  1 890,  when  she  connected  her- 
self with  the  New  Jerusalem  Church;  not 
that  she  **  believed  less,"  but  that  she  "  be- 
lieves more  now."  She  is  a  well-known  wri- 
ter of  hymns,  and  a  contributor  to  many 
American  religious  periodicals.  She  will  be 
equally  remembered,  however,  as  the  founder 
of  the  **  Look-out  Legion,"  which  is  based 
upon  Rev.  Edward  Everett  Hale's  rules : 

"  Look  up,  and  not  down  ; 
Look  forward,  and  not  back  ; 
Look  out.  and  not  in, 
And  lend  a  hand— In  His  Name." 

As  to  the  present  condition  of  this  popular 
hymn,  which  is  now  finding  its  way  into  the 
hymnals  over  the  country,  it  needs  to  be  said 
that  the  author  has,  since  its  earliest  publica- 
tion, added  two  stanzas  to  the  original  piece. 
These  we  have  obtained  the  permission*  of 
Dr.  Vincent,  courteously  granted,  to  print  as 
we  have  done  in  brackets,  in  connection  with 
the  others.  The  work  was  finished  so  recently 
that  we  could  not  introduce  them  into  Latides 
Domini  without  destroying  uniformity. 


Separation*  7s. 

For  a  season  called  to  part, 
Let  us  now  ourselves  commend 

To  the  gracious  eye  and  heart 
Of  our  ever-present  Friend. 

a  Jesus,  hear  our  humble  prayer : 
Tender  Shepherd  of  thy  sheep  J 

Let  thy  mercv  and  thy  care 
All  our  souls  in  safety  keep. 

3  In  thy  strength  may  we  be  strong ; 

Sweeten  every  cross  and  pain  : 
Give  us,  if  we  live,  ere  long 

Here  to  meet  in  peace  again. 

This  hymn  contains  only  the  last  three 
stanzas  of  a  piece  composed  by  Rev.  John 
Newton.  In  Bull's  life  of  the  author  we  find 
this  incident  recorded  :  "  In  November  (1776) 
Mr.  Newton  underwent  an  operation  for  a 
tumor  in  his  thigh.  He  was  mercifully 
brought  through  it,  and  was  very  soon  able  to 
resume  his  ordinary  duties.  On  this  occasion 
he  composed  Hymn  71,  Book  II.,  in  the  Olney 
Hymns."  This  is  the  hymn  referred  to  above. 
or  rather  the  latter  part  of  it ;  for  the  oripnat 
tiad  six  stanzas  and  was  entitled  "  Parting." 
The  first  line  was,  "As  the  sun's  enlivening 


eye."    The  hymn  is  found  in  a  few  collec- 
tions both  in  Great  Britain  and  America. 

1 97  Hymn  at  Parting.  7s. 

Thou,  from  whom  we  never  part, 
Thou,  whose  love  is  everywhere, 

Thou,  who  seest  every  heart, 
Listen  to  our  evening  prayer. 

2  Father,  fill  our  hearts  with  love, 
Love  unfailing,  full,  and  free; 

Love  that  no  alarm  can  move, 
Love  that  ever  rests  on  thee. 

3  Heavenly  Father !  through  the  night 
Keep  us  safe  from  every  Hi ; 

Cheerful  as  the  morning  light, 
May  we  wake  to  do  thy  will. 

The  author  of  this  hymn,  Mrs.  Eliza  Lee 
Follen,  has  written  extensively  for  children 
both  in  poetry  and  prose.  It  was  in  one  of 
these  books.  The  Lark  and  the  Linnet,  pub- 
lished in  1854,  that  this  piece  first  appeared. 
Her  hymns  and  writings  for  adults  have  also 
been  widely  sung  and  read.  She  was  the 
daughter  of  Samuel  Cabot,  and  was  bom  in 
Boston,  August  15,  1787.,  In  1828  she  mar- 
ried Prof.  Charles  Follen,  a  teacher  of  ecclesi- 
astical history,  ethics  and  German,  at  Cam- 
bridge, Mass.,  who  was  also  the  pastor  of  the 
Unitarian  Society  at  East  Lexington.  Prof. 
Follen  came  to  America  in  1825,  and  was  a 
firm  advocate  of  civil  and  religious  liberty. 
He  met  his  death  on  board  the  **  Lexington," 
which  was  burned  in  Long  Island  Sound, 
January  13,  1840.  His  wife  died  twenty 
years  after,  in  Brookline,  Mass.,  January  20, 
i860. 

ig8  ''Ere  we  go."  L.  M..  61. 

SwBBT  Saviour,  bless  us  ere  we  go  : 

Thy  word  into  our  minds  instill : 
And  make  our  lukewarm  hearts  to  glow 

With  lowly  love  and  fervent  will. 

Rbf. — Through  life's  long  day. 
And  death's  dark  night. 
O  gentle  Jesus,  be  our  light. 

2  The  day  is  gone,  its  hours  have  run. 
And  thou  hast  taken  count  of  all. 

The  scantv  triumphs  grace  hath  won, 
The  broken  vow,  the  frequent  fall.— Rbf. 

3  Grant  us,  dear  Lord,  from  evil  ways 
True  absolution  and  release : 

And  bless  us  more  than  in  past  days 
With  purity  and  inward  peace. — Rbf. 

4  Do  more  than  pardon  :  give  us  joy, 
Sweet  fear,  ana  sober  liberty, 

And  simple  hearts  without  alloy 
That  only  long  to  be  like  thee.— Rbf. 

5  For  all  we  love,  the  poor,  the  sad, 
The  sinful  unto  thee  we  call  ; 

Oh.  let  thy  mercy  make  us  glad  : 
Thou  art  our  Jesus  and  our  all. — Ref. 

Brief  mention  only  is  made  by  the  various 
English  hymnologists  of  Rev.  Frederick  Wil- 
liam  Faber's   beautiful    Evening   Hymn.     It 
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first  appeared  in  1852  and  was  entitled  Eve- 
ning Hymn  at  the  Oratory  (of  St.  Philip, 
Neri).  It  has  been  altered  many  times,  but 
the  author  made  his  final  revision  of  it  in 
1 86 1.  The  piece  has  six  stanzas,  only  five  of 
which  appear,  and  it  has  been  deemed  worthy 
a  place  among  the  Second  Rank  Hymns  of 
the  future  in  Anglican  Hymnolqgy.  It  is  in 
common  use,  and  may  be  found  in  many 
Roman-catholic  as  well  as  Protestant  collec- 
tions. 

Dr.  Frederick  W.  Faber  was  bom  at  Cal- 
verley  Vicarage,  Yorkshire,  June  28,  18 14. 
He  was  an  ardent  and  impulsive  child,  eager 
for  study  and  fond  of  poetry.  He  received 
his  education  at  Balliol  College,  Oxford, 
whence  he  graduated  in  1836.  The  Univer- 
sity College  made  him  a  Fellow  in  1837,  after 
which  he  became  deacon  and  was  ordained 
as  a  presbyter.  A  long  tour  through  Europe 
followed.  On  his  return  to  England  in  1843 
he  became  rector  of  Elton,  Huntingdon- 
shire. About  this  time  he  wrote  several 
books  in  defence  of  the  Church  of  England ; 
but  he  was  a  friend  and  admirer  of  Cardinal 
Newman,  whose  life  and  writings  attracted 
him  irresistibly,  and  in  1846  he  renounced  his 
allegiance  to  Protestantism  and  became  a 
Roman-catholic.  He  journeyed  to  the  Holy 
City,  returning  shortly  to  Birmingham,  where 
he  founded  a  "Community."  In  1849  he 
went  to  London,  where  he  became  the  head 
of  the  **  Oratorians  "  or  "  Priests  of  the  Con- 
gregation of  St.  Philip.  Neri."  This  Oratory 
was  aften\*ards  removed  to  Brompton.  He 
died  when  but  forty-nine  years  old,  Septem- 
ber 26,  1863. 

1 99  Evening  Hymn.  IS,  5s. 

HoLV  Father,  cheer  our  way 
With  thy  love's  perpetual  ray ; 
Grant  us,  every  closing  day, 
Light  at  evening  time. 

2  Holy  Saviour,  calm  our  fears 
When  earth's  brightness  disappears  ; 
Grant  us,  in  our  later  years, 
Light  at  evening  time. 

%  Holy  Spirit,  be  thou  nigh 
When  in  mortal  pains  we  lie  : 
Grant  us,  as  we  come  to  die, 
Light  at  evening  time. 

4  Holy,  blessed  Trinity ! 
Darkness  is  not  dark  with  thee ; 
Those  thou  kecpest  always  see 
Light  at  evening  time. 

Very  little  was  known  of  this  author  until 
recently,  he  having  resolutely  evaded  pub- 
licity; but  a  few  facts  concerning  him  have 
come  to  us  which  may  be  considered  authen- 
tic. Rev.  Richard  Hayes  Robinson  was  bom 
in  1842,  and  is  an  English  clerg>'man  of  the 


Established  Church.  Educated  at  King's 
College,  London,  he  took  holy  orders  and  be- 
came curate  of  St.  Paul's,  Penge.  In  1871  he 
was  transferred  to  Octagon  Chapel,  Bath. 
Subsequently  he  was  called  to  the  curacy  of 
Weston,  and  further  on  he  became  rector  of 
St.  Michael's,  Bath.  According  to  present 
information,  he  is  still  living  at  Sion-Hill 
Place,  Bath. 

Mr.  Robinson's  known  works  are  Sermons 
on  Faith  and  Duty,  and  The  Creed  and  the 
Age.  The  hymn  now  before  us  was  con- 
tnbuted  to  the  Church  Hymns  of  the  **  Society 
for  Promoting  Christian  Knowledge  "  in  1871 ; 
but  it  was  written  in  1869  especially  for  the 
congregation  of  St.  Paul's  Church,  Upper 
Norwc^.  The  allusion  found  in  the  last 
line  of  each  stanza,  and  repeated  so  as  to 
form  a  sort  of  refrain,  is  to  Zechariah  14 : 6, 7 : 
**And  it  shall  come  to  pass  in  that  day,  that 
the  light  shall  not  be  clear,  nor  dark :  but  it 
shall  be  one  day  which  shall  be  known  to  the 
Lord,  not  day,  nor  night :  but  it  shall  come 
to  pass,  that  at  evening  time  it  shall  be 
light." 
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Constant  Devotion. 


\^.    As.,   Ola 


*    When,  streaming  from  the  eastern  skies, 
The  morning  light  salutes  mine  eyes, 
O  Sun  of  Righteousness  divine. 
On  me  with  beams  of  mercy  shine  I 
Oh  !  chase  the  clouds  of  guilt  away, 
And  turn  my  darkness  into  day. 

2  And  when  to  heaven's  all-glorious  King 
My  morning  sacrifice  I  bring, 

And,  mourning  o'er  my  guilt  and  shame. 
Ask  mercy  in  my  Saviour's  name. 
Then,  Jesus,  cleanse  me  with  thy  blood, 
And  be  my  Advocate  with  God. 

3  When  each  day's  scenes  and  labors  close. 
And  wearied  nature  seeks  repose. 

With  pardoning  mercy  richly  blest, 
Guara  me,  my  Saviour,  while  I  rest ; 
And.  as  each  morning  sun  shall  rise, 
Oh,  lead  me  onward  to  the  skies  I 

4  And  at  my  life's  last  setting  sun. 
My  conflicts  o'er,  my  labors  done. 
Jesus,  thy  heavenly  radiance  shed, 
To  cheer  and  bless  my  dying  be<l ; 
And  from  death's  gloom  my  spirit  raise. 
To  see  thy  face  and  sing  thy  praise. 

Under  the  title  "  Daily  Duties,  Dependence, 
and  Enjoyment,"  with  the  text  Rom.  14:8, 
this  hymn  first  appeared  in  181 3,  in  the  Au- 
gust number  of  the  Christian  Observer.  It 
was  signed  **  Probus,"  and  has  been  at  times 
erroneously  attributed  to  Sir  Robert  Grant. 
The  real  author,  however,  was  William 
Shrubsole,  Jr.,  the  eldest  son  of  William 
Shrubsole,  a  master  rnast-maker  and  lay- 
preacher,  who  afterwards  became  the  regular 
minister  of  a  small  body  of  Dissenters  wor« 
shiping  in  Bethel  Chap)el. 


E  OF  SERVICE. 


The  son  was  bom  at  Sheemess,  in  the  Isle 
of  Sheppey,  Kent.  England,  November  21, 
1759,  He  followed  his  father's  trade  at  first, 
working  as  a  shipwright  in  Sheemess  Dock- 
yards. Eventually  he  became  a  cierk,  and 
was  appointed  to  a  position  In  the   Bank  of 

Commiciee  of  the  Treasury.  Though  as  a 
jroung  man  he  was  Indifferent  to  the  religious 
influences  about  him.  under  the  ministry  of 
his  father's  friend  Mr.  Woodgate,  pastor  of 
Jewin  Street  Chapel,  the  tenor  of  his  thoughts 
changed,  and  in  1787  he  received  his  first 
communion  from  the  hands  of  his  father  at 
Sheemess.  In  1791  he  married  Miss  Morris, 
who  died  in  i8to.  Two  years  later  he  went 
to  reside  within  the  walls  of  the  Bank  of 
England,  dcvotiijg  his  leisure  to  literature  and 
to  the  promotion  of  the  interests  of  great  reli- 
gious societies.  During  the  last  twenty  years 
of  his  life  he  was  connected  with  the  Con- 
gregational Church  which  held  its  sen'ices  in 
the  HoTton  Academy  Chapel.  He  died  of 
apoplexy  at  Highbury,  August  23,  1829. 


aor 


Daj^uOv^. 

Shalfowi 

leroBlheiky. 

»jB.ii.,Ri«th.  w«ry 
May  our  eyelids  doK. 

known  s 
"  Evening  Hymn  for  Missions,"  and  has  been 
in  use  for  several  years  at  St.  John's.  Hor- 
buiy  Bridge.  It  has  a  place  in  many  English 
and  American  hymnals.  This  author  has 
*•'  *•■  written  and  published  many  volumes,  among 
which  may  be  noted  Curious  Myths  of  the 
Middle  Ag€i.  1866 ;  Lives  of  the  Saints.  [877 ; 
Church  Sengs,  1884.  He  contributed  also 
nine  carols  to  an  article  which  appeared  in 
the  Sacristy  for  November,  1871.  entitled  The 
Noels  ana  Carols  of  French  Flanders.  Re- 
sides these  he  has  written  a  novel  in  German 
and  translated  it  into  English. 


In  thy  holy  e^'«. 

Not  only  as  a  writer  of  original  hymns,  but 
as  a  learned  medixvalist,  and  as  a  translator, 
is  Rev.  Sabine  Baring-Could  known  to  us. 
He  was  bom  at  Exeter,  January  28,  1834.  and 
is  the  eldest  son  of  Mr.  Edward  Baring-Gould 
of  Lew  Trenchard,  Devon.  He  received  his 
education  at  Clare  College,  Cambridge,  taking 
the  degree  of  B.  A.  in  1854,  and  that  of  M.  A. 
in  i8s6.  After  his  ordination  in  1864  he  be- 
came the  curate  of  Horburj-.  near  Wakefield. 
Here  he  remained  for  three  years,  becoming 
thereafter  incumbent  of  Ualton.  Yorks.  1867 ; 
rector  of  East  Mersea,  Essex.  1871;  and  rector 
of  Lew  Trenchard.  Devon,  1881. 


Ivath  y\m  iiijciii  n'enake  m 
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This  is  another  of  James  Edmeston's 
hymns,  whose  sweet  words  have  been  sung 
by  thousands  of  believers.  It  was  first  printed 
in  a  volume  of  Sacred  Lyrics  in  1820.  and  fiff 
man^  years  it  was  sung  at  the  close  of  divine 
service  in  the  church  at  Homerton,  where  its 
author  used  to  attend.  Hymnolcigists  say 
that  the  idea  of  this  hymn  was  suggested  to 
the  author  after  he  had  read  Salt's  Tratirls  in 
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Abyssinia,  wherein  occur  these  words :  "  At 
night  their  short  evening  hymn,  *  Jesus,  for- 
give us/  stole  through  the  camp." 


Tlu  FUgrim. 


88,  7S.  D. 


Gently,  Lord,  oh,  eently  lead  us, 

Through  this  lonely  vale  of  tear^  ; 
Through  the  changes  thou  'st  decreed  us, 

Till  our  last  ^eat  change  appears. 
When  temptation's  darts  assail  us, 

V^hen  m  devious  paths  we  stray, 
Let  thy  goodness  never  fail  us,  . 

Leau  us  in  thy  perfect  way. 

a  In  the  hour  of  pain  and  anguish, 

In  the  hour  when  death  draws  near, 
Suffer  not  our  hearts  to  languish. 

Suffer  not  our  souls  to  fear. 
And  when  mortal  life  is  ended, 

Bid  us  in  thine  arms  to  rest. 
Till,  by  angel  bands  attended. 

We  awake  among  the  blest. 

Most  of  the  information  we  possess  con- 
cerning the  life  and  work  of  Thomas  Hast- 
ings, Mus.  Doc.,  the  author  of  this  hymn,  is 
derived  now  from  an  article  published  origin- 
ally in  the  New  York  Evangelist  November 
21,  1872,  and  afterwards  reprinted  in  pamph- 
let form  for  private  distribution.  This  gives 
a  sketch  of  his  remarkable  career  as  a  music 
teacher  and  composer,  the  materials  of  which, 
as  we  are  informed  by  Mr.  A.  D.  F.  Ran- 
dolph, the  author  of  it,  were  drawn  from  some 
memoranda  Dr.  Hastings  himself  made  in 
1858.  In  these  he  offered  the  story  of  his  life 
with  the  simplicity,  modesty,  and  directness 
so  peculiar  to  him. 

The  writing  of  his  hymns  arose  naturally 
out  of  the  production  of  his  tunes.  As  he 
sang  the  music  it  actually  seemed  to  phrase 
words  for  the  fit  expression  of  the  notes. 
Hence  the  matter  aggregated  upon  his  hands. 
While  Songs  for  the  Sanctuary  was  coming 
into  existence,  and  afterwards  as  other  books 
issued  by  the  same  compiler  followed  on,  the 
carefully  prepared  copies  in  manuscript  of 
several  hundred  poetical  compositions  came 
into  his  hands  for  choice,  many  of  which  were 
at  that  time  first  introduced  to  the  singing 
people  of  God.  The  spirituality  and  deep  de- 
votion of  all  of  them,  and  all  that  Dr.  Hastings 
ever  wrote,  are  well  illustrated  in  this  hymn 
now  before  us.  He  accepted  the  guidance 
provided  for  him  by  the  mercy  and  grace  of 
God.  and  on  this  he  rested  for  life  and  death 
alike  calmly ;  his  poems  breathe  the  air  of 
heaven. 


204  Brntdiciion, 

May  the  grace  of  Christ  our  Saviour, 
And  the  Father's  boundless  love, 

With  the  Holy  Spirit's  favor. 
Rest  upon  us  from  above  ! 


8s,  7s. 


2  Thus  may  we  abide  in  uniim 
With  each  other  and  the  Lord, 

And  possess,  in  sweet  communion, 
Joys  which  earth  canvot  afford. 

Another  of  Rev.  John  Newton's  1 
benedictions  is  here  given.  It  is  No.  i 
the  Olney  Hymns,  Book  HI.,  and  is  a  fa 
form  of  doxology.  It  first  appeared  in 
and  is  founded  upon  2  Corinthians  i; 
"  The  grace  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  ar 
love  of  God,  and  the  communion  of  the 
Ghost,  be  with  you  all.     Amen." 

205  Dismissal. 

Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing ; 

Bid  us  now  depart  in  peace ; 
Still  on  heavenly  maima  feeding. 

Let  our  faith  and  love  increase. 

2  Fill  each  breast  with  consolation  : 
Up  to  thee  our  hearts  we  raise  ; 

When  we  reach  our  blissful  station, 
Then  we  '11  give  thee  nobler  praise. 

With  the  establishment  of  Sunday-sc 
throughout  England  there  grew  up  a  dei 
for  hymns  for  children's  use  which 
Watts  had  failed  to  fill.  It  was  as  lonj 
as  1 774  that  this  hymn  first  appeared,  1 
was  not  until  1 794  that  it  came  into  gc 
use,  being  found  in  a  collection  of  s 
songs  issued  by  Rev.  Robert  Hawker,  en 
Psaims  and  Hymns  Sung  by  the  Childt 
the  Sunday-school y  in  the  Parish  Chur 
Charles,  Plymouth,  at  the  Sabbath  Evi 
Lecture.  The  authorship  of  the  hyn 
question  has  been  much  disputed.  '  I 
been  attributed  to  Walter  Shirley,  ai 
several  others,  and  it  is  only  recently 
Hawker's  claim  to  it  has  been  fully  e 
lished. 

Rev.  Robert  Hawker  vN^as  bom  in  E 
in  1753,  and  educated  for  the  medical 
fession.  He  was  married  when  but  nin 
years  old;  and  soon  after^\'ard,  feeling 
ne  was  called  to  the  ministry,  he  gave  u 
plans  and  began  to  study  at  Oxford,  wh< 
1778  he  was  ordained.  His  first  and 
charge  was  that  of  the  Church  of  St.  CI 
the  Martyr,  at  Plymouth,  of  which  he  be 
incumbent  in  1784,  and  where  he  rem 
until  he  died,  April  6,  1827.  Dr.  Ha 
wrote  and  published  many  works,  and  e 
an  issue  of  the  Bible  in  penny  numbers, 
was  renowned  as  an  extreme  Calvin ist 
also  as  a  commentator  on  the  Scriptures 
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Dismissal. 


8s, 


Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing, 
Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace  ; 

Let  us  each,  thy  love  possessinig. 
Triumph  in  redeeming  grace  ; 

Oh,  refresh  us, 
Traveling  ihrough  this  wilderness. 


CLOSE  OF  SERVICE. 
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2  Thanks  we  Kive,  and  adoration, 
For  thy  gospel's  joyful  sound, 

May  the  fruits  of  thy  salvation 
In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound  ; 

May  thy  presence 
With  us  evermore  be  found. 

3  So,  whene'er  the  sienal  's  given 
Us  from  earth  to  call  away, 

Borne  on  angels'  wings  to  heaven, 
Glad  to  leave  our  cumbrous  clay. 

May  we,  ready, 
Rise  and  reign  in  endless  day. 

Much  discussion,  first  and  last,  has  been 
raised  concerning  the  authorship  of  this  famil- 
iar hymn.  G.  J.  Stevenson  says  that  its  first 
appearance  is  traced  to  A  Collection  of  Hymns 
for  Public  Worship,  issued  by  Rev.  John 
Harris  of  Hull ;  this  is  dated  in  1774,  and  in 
it  the  piece  is  credited  to  John  Fawcett.  But 
the  same  writer  adds  that  Dr.  Fawcett  did 
not  include  these  stanzas  in  either  of  the  edi- 
tions of  his  collected  poems ;  but  there  were 
many  others  he  also  omitted.  S.  W.  Duffield 
seems  to  have  had  no  hesitation  in  his  ac- 
ceptance of  the  name  usually  attached  to  the 
hymn,  but  Dr.  Burrage  only  remarks  slight- 
ingly, in  his  Baptist  Hymn-  Writers  and 
Th^zr  Hymns,  that  it  is  ascribed  to  Dr.  Faw- 
cett "  by  some."  Of  course  every  one  needs 
tol)e  asked  to  discriminate  this  from  another 
with  the  same  first  line,  by  Dr.  Hawker. 

207  **Keep  us  safe:'  8s,  7s,  4s. 

God  of  our  salvation  !  hear  us ; 

Bless,  oh,  bless  us,  ere  we  go  ; 
When  we  join  the  world,  be  near  us. 

Lest  we  cold  and  careless  grow. 
Saviour !  keep  us ; 

Keep  us  safe  from  every  foe. 

a  As  our  steps  are  drawing  nearer 

To  our  everlasting  home. 
May  our  view  of  heaven  grow  clearer, 

Hope  more  bright  of  joys  to  come ; 
And,  when  dying, 

May  thy  presence  cheer  the  gloom. 

Rev.  Thomas  Kelly  seems  to  have  had  a 
better  practical  sense  of  what  was  needed  in 
a  hymn-book  for  promiscuous  and  permanent 
use  than  many  others  of  our  sacred  poets,  for 
he  noticeably  fills  in  the  places  where  the  lack 
appears.  There  come  occasions  in  ordinary 
public  services  when  a  simple  and  fervid  cry 
unto  our  heavenly  Father  is  all  we  wish  as 
we  leave  the  house  of  prayer.  This  brief 
hymn  is  really  one  of  the  most  graceful,  and 
even  in  its  littleness  one  of  the  strongest,  of 
this  author's  valuable  contributions  to  spir- 
itual literature.  It  is  found  in  the  fifth  edi- 
tion of  his  collection,  and  has  for  its  title. 
"  Commencing  and  Concluding  Worship." 
The  reference  attached  to  it  is  Psalm  119: 
146:  "I  cried  unto  thee;  save  me,  and  I  shall 
keep  thy  testimonies."  There  is  in  these  two 
verses  a  pathetic  expression  of  human  weak- 


ness, fraihy,  and  exposure ;  but  there  is  also  a 
bright  utterance  of  serene  hope  and  trust  for 
the  illumination  of  the  gloom. 


''Lord,  keep  us.*'  8s,  7s,  4s. 

KbEP  us,  Lord,  oh,  keep  us  ever: 

Vain  our  hope,  it  left  by  thee ; 
We  are  thine  ;  oh,  leave  us  never. 

Till  thy  glorious  face  we  see ; 
Then  to  praise  thee 

Through  a  bright  eternity. 

a  Precious  is  thy  word  of  promise. 

Precious  to  thy  people  here : 
Never  take  thy  presence  from  us, 

Jesus,  Saviour^  still  be  near ; 
Living,  dymg, 

May  thy  name  our  spirits  cheer. 

We  have  here  a  companion-piece  to  the  one 
just  before  it,  from  Rev.  Thomas  Kelly,  with 
the  same  thoughtful  purpose,  and  conceived 
in  the  same  strain.  It  may  be  found  in  the 
edition  of  his  book  altered  and  enlarged  in 
1820;  there  it  has  four  stanzas,  and  purports 
to  have  been  su^ested  by  Psalm  119:35: 
"  Make  me  to  go  m  the  path  of  thy  command- 
ments ;  for  therein  do  I  delight."  The  main 
idea  of  the  hymn  is  that  real  safetv  comes 
only  to  him  who  trusts  entirely  in  nis  God, 
ana  to  him  only  who  preserves  his  faith  un- 
waveringly will  God  give  security  from  all 
harm.  This  is  Dr.  Guthrie's  illustration, 
given  in  his  terse  powerful  sentences  :  "  Woe 
to  the  man,  in  the  old  Corinthian  games,  who 
allowed  his  competitor  to  catch  him  off  his 
guard.  Woe  to  the  man  who  turned  to  look 
on  father,  mother,  wife,  or  mistress.  Woe  to 
the  man  who  lifted  his  eye  but  for  a  moment 
from  the  glaring  eye  of  his  antagonist ;  that 
moment  a  ringing  blow  fells  him  to  the  earth — 
he  bites  the  dust.  Not  less  does  our  safety 
depend  on  constant  care  and  watchfulness." 
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'Lord  everlasting^:* 


lis,  5s. 

Now  God  be  with  us,  for  the  nij^ht  is  ^losing. 
The  light  and  darkness  are  of  his  disposing : 
And  'neath  his  shadow  here  to  rest  we  yield  us; 
For  he  will  shield  us. 

a  Let  evil  thoughts  and  spirits  flee  before  us; 
Till  morning  cometh,  watch.  O  Father !  o'er  us; 
In  soul  and  body  thou  from  harm  defend  us. 
Thine  angels  send  us. 

3  Let  pious  thoughts  be  ours  when  sleep  o'ertakes 

us ; 
Our  earliest  thoughts  be  thine  when  morning  wakes 

us ; 
All  sick  and  mourners,  wc  to  thee  commend  them  ; 
Do  thou  befriend  them. 

4  We  have  no  refuge,  none  on  earth  to  aid  us. 
But  thee,  O  Father !  who  thine  own  hast  made  us  ; 
But  thv  dear  presence  will  not  leave  them  lonely 

VVho  seek  thee  only. 

Of  the  translations  made  by  Miss  Catharine 

Winkworth  and  included  in  her  Choral  Book 

for  England,  where  this  is  found,  no  less  a 

critic  than  James  Martineau  has  written  that 
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they  "  are  invariably  faithful,  and  for  the  most 
part  both  terse  and  delicate ;  and  an  admir- 
able art  is  applied  to  the  management  of  com- 
plex and  diflricult  versification.  They  have 
not  quite  the  fire  of  John  Wesley's  versions 
of  Moravian  hymns,  or  the  wonderful  fusion 
and  reproduction  of  thought  which  may  be 
found  m  Coleridge.  But  it  less  flowing,  they 
are  more  conscientious  than  either,  and  attain 
a  result  as  poetical  as  severe  exactitude  ad- 
mits, being  only  a  little  short  of  *  native 
music' " 

This  hymn  is  one  of  the  best  that  Petrus 
Herbert  has  given  to  the  churches.  We  are 
told  that  it  was  written  probably  under  the 
pressure  of  persecution  and  oppression.  The 
author  was  ordained  as  a  priest  of  the  Breth- 
ren's Unity  in  1 562.  The  piece  begins  with 
the  line  :  ''Die  Nachi  kommen  drin  wir  ruhen 
solleny  The  version  before  us  follows  the 
German  meter,  and  reproduces  it  very  felici- 
tously in  the  English.  The  Christians  of  the 
present  day,  who  live  so  tranquilly  in  the  light 
of  modern  advancement  and  peace,  are  fortu- 
nate in  being  permitted  to  tone  up  and 
strengthen  their  piety  with  some  of  those  old 
songs  of  faith  which  bore  the  warrior  souls  of 
Reformation  times  on  through  the  perils  of 
the  martyr  days. 

2  I O  Prayer  and  Praise.  i  is,  5s. 

Father,  thy  name  be  praised,  thy  kingdom  given ; 
Thy  will  be  dune  on  earth  as  't  is  in  heaven  ; 
Keep  us  in  life;  forgive  our  sins  ;  deliver 
Us  now  and  ever. 

a  Praise  be  to  thee  through  Jesus  our  salvation, 
God,  three  in  one,  the  Ruler  of  creation. 
High  throned,  o'er  all  thine  eye  of  mercy  casting. 
Lord  everlasting! 

The  poem  of  Petrus  Herbert  has  five 
■stanzas  of  seven  lines  each,  and  closes  with 
the  Lord's  Prayer;  and  to  this  a  Doxology 
has  Ix^en  added  in  one  of  the  English  Hym- 
narics.  Out  of  these  the  present  piece  is  con- 
structed ;  so  that  virtually  this  is  a  part  of  the 
preceding  hymn. 

211  "  A7«4r  of  Glory  /"  1 1 S,  5s. 

Nk.ht's  shadows  laliin^;,  men  to  rest  are  calling; 
Rest  we,  possessing;  hfaveiily  peace  and  blessing  : 
This  wc  implore  thee,  falling  down  before  thee, 
(ircat  King  of  Glory  ! 

3  O  Saviour,  hear  us  !     Son  of  God,  l>e  near  us  ! 
Thine  atjgels  sc'n«l  us  ;  let  ihy  love  attend  us  : 
He  nothing  feareth  whom  thy  presence  cheereth. 
Light  his  path  dearth. 

\  Be  near,  relieving  all  wlio  now  are  grieving  ; 
Thy  visitation  he  our  consolation  : 
Oh,  hear  thesi^hinvj  of  the  faint  an<l  «iying; 
Lord,  hear  our  crying  ! 

A  Thou  ever  livest  ;  endless  life  thou  givest ; 
Thou  watch  art  keeping  o'er  thy  faithful  sleeping; 
In  thy  clear  shining  they  arc  now  reclining, 
All  care  res  gning. 


5  O  Lord  of  Glory,  praise  we  ami  adore 
Thtre  for  us  given,  our  true  Rest  from  heaven  ! 
Rest,  peace,  and  blessing  we  are  now  possessing, 
Thy  name  confessing. 

Rev.  Arthur  Tozer  Russell  was  tlie  son  of 
a  Congregational  minister.  Educated  at 
Cambridge,  entering  St.  John's  College  in 
1825,  he  was  ordained  to  the  ministry  m  the 
Church  of  England,  becoming  the  vicar  of 
Caxton  in  1 830.  He  must  have  been  a  busy 
man  in  almost  all  the  fields  of  religious  litera- 
ture. Hfe  wrote  critiques  with  rare  skill  and 
acumen,  and  he  published  a  series  of  books, 
little  and  large,  of  his  own  which  other  critics 
approved.  He  seems  to  have  been  specially 
fond  of  hymnological  studies.  Some  of  the 
volumes  he  edited  contained  excellent  lyrics 
which  he  composed.  Indeed,  he  had  fair  ex- 
ample in  this  particular ;  for  his  father  issued 
a  hymn-book  in  181 3,  known  as  Russell s 
Appendix^  and  in  the  third  edition  of  this  ap- 
peared the  young  poet's  first  piece.  From 
such  a  start  he  went  fon^'ard  very  success- 
fully, offering  translations  and  original  com- 
positions all  along  his  history,  some  of  them 
of  eminent  merit.  In  1852  he  left  Caxton, 
and  became  vicar  of  Whaddon  in  Cambridge- 
shire. In  1866  he  removed  to  a  fresh  charge 
in  Liverpool.  By-and-by  he  took  the  last 
church  he  served,  as  rector  of  Southwick. 
There  he  closed  his  life  after  long  illness.  He 
was  bom  at  Northampton,  March  20,  1806, 
and  died  November  18, 1874.  He  left  behind 
him  at  least  a  hundred  and  forty  hymns,  of 
which  the  one  now  before  us  must  be  con- 
sidered as  among  the  best;  and  it  is  an- 
nounced that  with  his  papers  also  remain  as 
yet  unpublished  a  large  number  of  manuscript 
chants  and  tunes. 
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Evening  Confession, 


lis,  5S. 


From  the  recesses  of  a  lowly  spirit 
Our  humble  prayer  ascends  ;  O  Father,  hear  it 
Upsoaring  on  the  wines  of  awe  and  meekness  I 
Forgive  its  weakness! 

a  We  see  thy  hand  ;  it  leads  us,  it  supports  usl 
We  hear  thy  voice  ;  it  counsels  and  it  courts  us : 
And  then  we  turn  away ;  and  still  thy  kindness 
Forgives  our  blindness. 

3  Oh,  how  long-suffering.   Lord  !  but  thou  de- 

lightest 
To  win  with  love  the  wandering  ;  thou  invitest, 
By  smiles  of  mercy,  not  by  frowns  or  terrors, 
Man  from  hts  errors. 

4  Father  and  Saviour !  plant  within  each  bosom 
The  seeds  of  holiness,  and  bid  them  blossom 

In  fragrance  and  in  beauty  bright  and  vernal, 
And  spring  eternal. 

5  Then  place  them  in  thine  everlasting  gardens, 
Where  angels  walk,  and  seraphs  are  the  wardens  ; 
Where  ev'r\  flower,  escaped  through  death's  dark 

portal, 
Becomes  immortal. 


CLOSE  OF  SERVICE. 
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I  the  exquisite  little  book  of  Matins  and 
bers,  issued  in  1821  by  Sir  lohn  Bowring, 
ound  this  hymn  entitlecl.  **  Prayer  of 
5t."  It  is  in  use  on  both  sides  of  the  sea; 
lerly  it  was  given  out  as  a  chant,  but  of 
it  has  been  met  in  its  somewhat  peculiar 
sr  by  fitting  music,  and  so  the  grateful 
>lc  are  taking  out  of  the  exclusive  posses- 
of  the  choirs  this  fine  song  so  appro- 
te  for  a  full  congregation.  The  author 
long  been  classed  with  those  holding  So- 
m  views;  but  it  starts  inquiry  and  cer- 
ly  forestalls  bitterness  of  prejudice,  even 
does  not  awake  wonder,  that  such  a  man 
:he  one  who  wrote  this  hymn,  and  also 
atchman.  tell  us  of  the  night,"  and  **  In 
cross  of  Christ  I  glor>%"  should  not  be 
:ome  to  even  the  rigidest  of  the  old-time 
lodox. 


\ 


Abiding  Trust. 


8s,  7s,  78. 


Through  the  day  thy  love  has  spared  us  ; 

Now  we  lay  us  down  to  rest, 
Through  the  silent  watches  guard  us, 

Let  no  foe  our  peace  molest ; 
Jesus  !  thou  our  Guardian  be ; 
Sweet  it  is  to  trust  in  thee. 

a  Pilgrims  here  on  earth,  and  strangers, 

Dwelling  in  the  midst  of  foes, 
Us  and  ours  preserve  from  dangers  ; 

In  thine  arms  may  we  repose, 
And  when  life's  short  day  \%  past 
Rest  with  thee  in  heaven  at  last. 

Icre  we  find  another  of  those  short  evc- 
l  hymns  of  Rev.  Thomas  Kelly.  It  has  no 
vkluality  that  calls  for  special  notice,  but 
ts  a  place  for  which  it  was  intended,  and 
lally  illumines  that  dull  moment  when 
istians  are  making  ready  to  leave  the 
sc  of  God.  If  "Good-bye"  really  signi- 
••  God  be  with  you,"  as  some  say.  then  in- 
d  this  is  a  beautiful  parting  song.  This 
lor  ^^TOte  and  published  hymns  for  fifty- 
years,  and  left  behind  him  when  he  died, 
all  the  world  to  choose  from  and  to  sing, 
less  than  seven  hundred  and  sixty -five 
cs,  many  of  which  rank  among  the  best  in 
tongue. 

I  Patting  blessing.  8s,  7s,  7s. 

Saviour,  now  the  day  is  ending, 
And  the  shades  of  evening  fall. 

Let  thy  Holy  Dove,  descending, 
Bring  thy  mercy  to  us  all ; 

Set  thy  seal  on  every  heart, 

Jesus,  bless  us  ere  we  part ! 

a  Bless  the  gospel  message  spoken. 

In  thine  own  appointed  way  ; 
Give  each  fainting  soul  a  token 

Of  thy  tender  love  to-day  : 
Set  thy  seal  on  ever>'  heart, 
Jesus,  bless  us  ere  we  part ! 

3  Comfort  those  in  pain  or  sorrow. 
Watch  each  sleepmg  child  of  thine ; 


Let  us  all  arise  to-morrow 

Strengthened  by  thy  grace  divine ; 
Set  thy  beal  on  every  heart, 
Jesus,  bless  us  ere  we  part  I 

4  Pardon  thou  each  deed  uuholy ; 

Lord,  forgive  each  sinful  ihoufht ; 
Make  us  contrite,  pure,  and  lowly. 

By  thy  great  example  taught : 
Set  thy  s^  on  every  heart, 
Jesus,  bless  us  ere  we  part ! 

A  girl  of  fifteen,  looking  through  an  old  tat- 
tered scrap-book,  chanced  upon  this  line  be- 
neath the  picture  of  a  mill — **  The  mill  cannot 
grind  with  the  water  that  has  passed."  in- 
stantly it  suggested  to  her  mind  a  train  of 
thought  which  resulted  in  the  writing  of  a  poem 
called  "  The  Lessons  of  the  Water-mill,"  by 
which  its  author.  Miss  Sarah  Doudney,  is  best 
known. 

The  hymns  bearing  this  author's  name, 
scattered  around  in  various  English  hymnals, 
are  of  exceptional  merit.  She  is  a  very  vo- 
luminous writer  of  fugitive  poems  and  tales 
for  the  religious  magazines,  and  in  1880  she 
published  Stepping  Stones.  But  sometimes 
It  is  difficult  to  trace  or  even  recognize  her 
work.  Many  of  her  poetical  pieces  can  be 
found  in  Psalms  of  Life,  issued  in  London. 
1 87 1.  The  hymn  given  above  is  from  the 
Children* s  Hymn  Book,  1881.  All  the  slender 
facts  of  her  history  that  have  come  to  the 
public  are  these :  sne  was  bom  near  Ports- 
mouth, England,  but  early  removed  to  a  re- 
mote village  in  Hampshire.  She  is  still  living 
at  Ivy  Lodge,  Cobham,  Hami>shire,  and  is 
unmarried. 
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Dvirine  Lave. 


88,7s.  7»- 


Holy  Father  !  we  address  thee— 

Loved  in  thy  belov6d  Son  : 
Holy-Son  of  God,  we  bless  thee. 

Boundless  grace  hath  made  us  one ; 
Holy  Spirit,  aid  our  songs. 
This  glad  work  to  thee  belongs. 

a  Wondrous  was  thy  love,  O  Father  1 
Wondrous  thine,  O  Son  of  God  ! 

Vast  the  love  that  bruised  and  wounded, 
Vast  the  love  that  bore  the  rod  ; 

Holy  Spirit,  still  reveal 

How  those  stripes  alone  can  heal. 

3  Gracious  Father !  thy  good  pleasure 
Is  to  love  us  as  thy  Son, 

Meting  out  the  self-same  measure. 

Since  thou  seest  us  as  one. 
Blessed  Jesus,  loved  are  we. 
As  the  Father  loveth  thee. 

4  Hallelujah !  we  are  hasting 
To  our  Father's  house  above  ; 

By  the  way  our  souls  are  tasting 

Rich  anrl  everlasting  love  ; 
In  Jehovah  is  our  boast. 
Father.  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ! 

In  a  collection  of  religious  poems,  fifty- 
eight  in  number,  entitled  Hymns  Intended  to 
Help  the  Communion  of  Saints,  is  to  be  found 

7 
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the  piece  we  quote.  The  book  was  issued  by 
Mrs.  Mary  (Bowly)  Peters,  the  wife  of  Rev. 
John  McWilliam  Peters. 

Mrs.  Peters  was  born  in  the  borough  of 
Cirencester,  England,  in  1813,  and  died  at 
Clifton,  July  29,  1856.  Her  husband  was  at 
one  time  rector  of  Quennington,  Gloucester- 
shire, but  afterwards  became  the  vicar  of 
Langford,  Berkshire.  Several  of  her  hymns 
were  contributed  to  the  Plymouth  Brethren's 
Psalms,  Hymns  and  Spiritual  Songs,  pub- 
lished in  London  in  1842;  but  she  is  per- 
haps best  known  by  the  hymn  commencing, 
"Through  the  love  of  God,  our  Saviour." 
She  is  also  the  author  of  a  prose  work  in 
seven  volumes.  The  World's  History  from 
the  Creation  to  the  Accession  of  Queen  Vic- 
toria. 
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'//  is  /." 


los,  61. 


The  day  is  gently  sinking  to  a  close, 
Fainter  and  yet  more  faint  the  sunlight  glows  ; 
O  Brightness  of  thy  Father's  glorj'i  thou, 
Eternal  Light  of  light,  be  with  us  now; 
Where  thou  art  present,  darkness  cannot  be: 
Midnight  is  glorious  noon,  O  Lord,  with  thee. 

2  Thou,  who  in  darkness  walking  didst  appear 
Upon  the  waves,  and  thy  disciples  cheer, 
Come,  Lord,  in  lonesome  days,  when  storms  assail. 
And  earthly  hopes  and  human  succors  fail: 
When  all  is  dark,  may  we  behold  thee  nigh, 
And  hear  thy  voice,  '*  Fear  not,  for  it  is  L" 

X  The  weary  world  is  mouldering  to  decay, 
Its  elories  wane,  its  pageants  fade  away ; 
In  that  last  sunset,  when  the  stars  shall  fall. 
May  we  arise,  awakened  by  thy  call. 
With  thee,  O  Lord,  for  ever  to  abide 
In  that  blest  day  which  has  no  eventide. 

When  Dr.  Christopher  Wordsworth,  now 
the  Bishop  of  Lincoln  in  the  English  Estab- 
lished Church,  was  Canon  of  Westminster  he 
published  a  notable  collection  of  sacred  po- 
etry' called  The  Holy  Year.  This  reached  its 
third  and  enlarged  edition  in  1863,  which  con- 
tained a  hundred  and  twenty-seven  original 
hymns ;  among  them  is  found  the  one  now 
before  us.  It  is  a  pathetic  and  ingenious  re- 
production of  the  scene  of  Jesus'  walking 
upon  the  water  of  the  Sea  of  Galilee.  The 
conception  of  this  spectacle,  as  the  poem 
presents  it,  is  positively  artistic.  The  day 
falls,  and  the  shadows  lie  heavily  over  the  in- 
land lake ;  so  the  night  comes  on,  and  dark- 
ness is  closing  in.  The  poet  seems  to  see 
Jesus  advancing,  the  Light  of  light,  bringing 
illumination  with  his  own  luminous  grace. 
So  he  prays  that  the  Saviour  will  be  at  hand 
in  lonesome  days,"  and  specially  at  the 
last  sunset,"  and  brighten  the  gloom  when 
the  world's  glories  wane,  and  the  pageants 
fade,  and  the  stars  fall. 
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"G^o  in  peace,** 


ISOb 


Saviour,  again  to  thy  dear  name  we  raise 
With  one  accord  our  parting  hymn  of  praise; 
We  rise  to  bless  thee  ere  our  worship  cease, 
And  now,  departing,  wait  thy  word  of  peace. 

2  Grant  us  thy  peace  upon  our  homeward  way ; 
With  thee  beg^n,  with  thee  shall  end  the  day  ; 
Guard  thou  the  lips  from  sin,  the  hearts  from  shasM; 
That  in  this  house  have  called  upon  thy  name. 

3  Grant  us  thy  peace.  Lord,  through  the  comiig 

night : 
Turn  thou  for  us  its  darkness  into  light ; 
From  harm  antl  danger  keep  thy  children  free, 
For  dark  and  light  are  both  alike  to  thee. 

4  Grant  us  thy  peace  throughout  our  earthly  life. 
Our  balm  in  sorrow,  and  our  stay  in  strife ; 
Then,  when  thy  voice  shall  bid  our  conflict  cease, 
Call  us,  O  Lord,  to  thine  eternal  peace. 

This  piece  was  composed  for  use  at  a  festi- 
val of  parochial  choirs  in  Nantwich,  England,  \i 
by  Rev.  John  Ellerton,  and  aften\^ards  revised 
by  himself  for  the  Appendix  to  Hymns  An- 
cient and  Modern,  where  it  was  published  in 
1868.  It  makes  a  very  interesting  and  appro- 
priate close  for  a  service.  In  the  old  times 
there  used  to  be  permitted  a  half-response 
from  the  people  to  the  pulpit  in  the  exercise 
of  divine  worship.  The  pastor  customarily 
began  with  the  salutation,  *'  Peace  be  to  you 
all."  And  the  audience  replied  outspok^Y 
with  a  graceful  return  of  the  word,  "  Peace' 
In  those  days  the  hearers  stood,  and  the 
speaker  sat.  Provision  was  not  made  for 
pews,  and  the  pulpit  was  in  structure  vcrv 
rude.  Once  Augustine  is  known  to  have  apoh 
ogized  for  a  sermon  longer  than  usual,  and 
contrasted  his  posture  with  that  of  his  listen- 
ers ;  and  then  he  added,  '*  The  lesson  out  of 
the  apostles  is  dark  and  difficult  to-day."  and 
asked  them  to  pray  for  God's  help  upon  him. 
It  is  pathetic  to  think  of  such  artless  reciproc- 
ities ;  they  might  perhaps,  even  in  our  time, 
be  of  hearty  cheer  and  friendly  sympathy,  and 
things  would  be  more  promising  if  pews  and 
pulpits  knew  each  other  better  and  cared  for 
each  other  more  demonstratively.  Our  gen- 
eration, it  is  certain,  is  more  cool  and  dec- 
orous ;  but  that  does  not  make  it  more  reli- 
gious. 
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"  jyust,  strength,  calmness.** 


us,  los. 


Father  !  in  thy  mysterious  presence  kneeling, 
Fain  would  our  souls  feel  all  thy  kindling  love  ; 

For  we  are  weak,  and  need  some  deep  revealing 
Of  trust,  and  strength,  and  calmness  from  ai>ove. 

a  Lord  !  we  have  wandered  forth  through  doubt  and 
sorrow, 

And  thou  hast  made  each  step  an  onward  one ; 
And  we  will  ever  trust  each  unknown  morrow  ; 

Thou  wilt  sustain  us  till  its  work  is  done. 

3  In  the  heart's  depths  a  peace  serene  and  holy 
Abides:  and,  when  pain  seems  to  have  her  will. 

Or  we  despair,  oh  !  may  that  peace  rise  slowly. 
Stronger  than  agony,  and  we  be  still. 
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Father  I  now  in  thydMrprneoce  kneelinf. 

Strength,  and  calmness  are  indeed 
d  in  this  beautiful  hymn.  It  would 
ly  the  sharpness  of  a  sorrow  ere  we 
/are.  lis  author,  the  Rev.  Samuel 
,  was  bom  in  Salem,  Mass.,  October 
He  received  his  education  at  Har- 
lUege,  from  which  he  ^aduated  in 
d  in  1846  from  the  Divmity  School, 
ious  tendencies  were  Theistic,  and  in 

accepted  the  pastorate  of  a  Free 
in  Lynn.  Mass.,  where  he  remained 
70;  he  then  returned  to  his  native 
here  he  spent  the  rest  of  his  life.  He 
North  Andover,  Mass.,  February  19, 

lymn  here  quoted  first  appeared  in 
Hymm,  1846,  of  which  the  author 
:  of  the  compilers.  Eleven  of  his 
ere  published  \n  Songs  0/  the  Liberal 
ine  of  the  most  forceful  and  majestic 
City  ol  God.  how  broad  and  far." 
ison  was  also  connected  with  Samuel 
ow  in  the  compilation  of  a  flook  of 
for  Public  and  Private  Devotion, 
1  1846.  Heis.  however,  better  known 
iithor  of  a  masterly  work  on  Oriental 
Ej-,  which  appeared  in  a  series  of  pa- 
d  on  which  he  was  engaged  some 
:fore  he  died.  In  breadth  of  thought 
th  of  learning  this  book  is  entitled  to 
h  the  works  of  Max  Muller  or  James 
1  Clarke. 

Evtnmg  of  the  day.  tot. 


hymn,  now  grown  to  l)e  dear  all  the 
ver.  was  given  10  the  Christian  public 
year  1847.  It  was  written  by  the 
:nry  Francis  Lyte.  a  clerg\-man  of  the 
of  England,  ihen  traveling  for  his 
md  in  the  final  stages  of  his  disease. 
ne  was  in  Lower  Brixham,  Devon- 
ngland.  in  the  midst  of  a  community 
■s  and  fishermen,  who  were  generally 
■|im.  but  had  little  or  no 
n  of  life.     Indeed.  Irom 


reading  his  biography,  one  would  be  led  to 
say  thai  he  does  not  seem  to  have  ever  been 
happily  settled  in  his  ministry.  He  was  bom 
of  gentle  blood  at  Kelso,  in  Scotland ;  but  his 
fortune  was  scanty,  and  he  had  a  severe  strug- 
gle to  obtain  his  education.  Giving  up  his 
early  purpose  to  study  medicine,  he  took 
orders  as  a  preacher  ;  and  though  during  his 
academic  studies  his  scholarship  was  quite 
promising,  he  immediately  fell  into  what  he 
himself  called  "  a  dreary  Irish  curacy."  His- 
life  was  filled  with  disappointments  and  afflic- 
tions. His  ambitions  were  crossed,  his  aflec- 
tions  were  betrayed,  his  health  failed.  He 
died  in  his  fifty-fourth  year,  and  was  buried 
away  from  home  in  the  cemeter)'  at  Nice,  on 
his  way  to  Rome,  where  he  had  hoped  to  find 
more  helpful  rest  and  more  soothing  air  than 
that  of  his  sea-shore  parish  in  England.  The 
incidents  connected  with  the  composition  of 
this,  his  last  poetic  utterance,  are  singularly 
pathetic.  Before  leaving  for  the  south  he 
girded  himself  up  for  the  administration  of 
one  more  communion  service,  although  in 
strength,  as  he  wrote,  he  was  "  scarcely  able 
to  crawl."  The  final  words  of  his  address  at 
the  table  have  been  preser\'ed  :  "  Oh,  breth- 
ren," said  he,  ■'  1  can  speak  feelingly  and  ex- 
perimentally on  this  point ;  and  I  stand  before 
you  seasonably  to-day.  as  alive  from  the  dead, 
if  I  may  hope  to  impress  it  upon  you.  and  in- 
duce you  to  prepare  lor  that  solemn  hour 
which  must  come  to  all.  by  a  timely  apprecia- 
tion of,  and  a  dependence  on.  the  death  of 
Christ."  Then  he  gave  his  farewell  to  the 
members  of  his  flock  and  retired  to  his  cham- 
ber. As  the  evening  ol  the  Sabbath  day 
gathered  its  shadows,  he  came  (orth  wearily, 
and  laid  in  the  hand  of  one  ol  his  relatives 
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this  hymn  of  eight  stanzas,  tc^ether  with  some 
music  set  to  it,  which  he  had  himself  prepared. 
The  tune  has  perished,  but  the  hymn  is  im- 
mortal. 


ir  giieri,  I 


Richard  Massie  is  an  English  Episcopalian, 

a  gentleman  of  wealth  and  lebure,  residing  aL 
Pulford  Hall,  in  Coddington,  Cheshire.  Socne 
very  fine  translations  of  Spitta's,  Luther's,  aod 
Gerhardt's  hymns  into  English  have  rendered 
his  name  familiar  on  both  sides  of  the  ocean. 
He  is  the  eldest  of  a  family  of  twenty-two 
children,  and  was  Som  June  i8.  1800,  in 
Chester,  where  his  father  was  for  many  years 
the  minister  over  the  parish  church  of  St. 
Bride.  The  hymn,  o(  which  he  has  furnished 
the  line  revision  now  before  us.  Is  one  of  the 
best  that  C.  J.  Spitta  has  e\'er  written.  Il 
may  be  found  in  full  in  his  Psalter  imd 
Harfe.  entitled  "  Evening,"  and  commencing. 
"Herr.  des  Tages  MUhen  und  Besckwerden" 
More  than  one  translation  into  English  has 
appeared  in  the  various  hjTnnals ;  out  this. 
which  was  published  by  Massie  in  his  Lyra 
Domesiica,  i860,  is  perhaps  the  most  usable  o( 
them  all.  because  it  does  not  attempt  to  fol- 
low the  German  meter  very  closely,  and  so 
can  be  set  to  music  which  is  singable. 


B.rkn«s  ».d  licht ; 
Who  Ihc  day  for  toirhul  given. 

For  resl  the  night : 
May  Ihine  mnEc|.suiirclt  delend  n>, 
Slumber  sweet  thy  mercy  tend  DI. 
Hiriy  dreimB  and  hnpes  attend  us. 


This  hymn  is  only  a  part  o(  the  preceding. 
The  poem  was  never  meani  for  a  piece  to  tie 

sung  in  public  worship  by  a  prombcuous 
congregation.  Yet  some  of  us  have  seen  it  in 
a  book  of  songs  tor  children !  What  woric 
would  boys  and  girls  make  with  such  a  senti- 
ment as  even  this  first  line  proffers  for  our 
singing?  The  various  stanzas  needed  to  be 
grouped  into  two  hymns,  one  (or  the  evening 
of  the  day,  the  other  (or  the  evening  of  life. 
Thus  they  do  admirable  senice  without  any 
\-iolation  of  sober  sense. 
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Prom  t^e*|»»er  of  evil  hide  lu. 
Nor  Ihy  Hn?ie  tie  ("r  Sen'i'ed'us, ' 


May  we  in  Ihy  mighly  k«| 

AllpeacefuMie: 
When  tlie  lasl  dicad  call  il 


4  Holy  Falher,  throned  ii 

All-Holy  Son, 
Holy  SpLiil.  freely  iliven. 

tlksl  Three  ill  Oner 


This  hymn  is  usually  credited  to  Bishop 
Reginald  Heber.  and  yet  only  one  stanza  of 
it  was  actually  ivritten  by  him.  It  used  to 
contain  only  two,  but  subsequently  Rev.  Wil- 
liam Mercer,  who  wTote  the  second  of  those 
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two,  added  another,  which  is  now  reckoned 
as  the  last,  1864.  So  we  .have  a  composite 
contribution  to  the  hymn-books;  Bishop 
Hebcr 's  verse  was  issued  posthumously  in 
1827 ;  William  Mercer  added  the  second  and 
fourth  in  1864;  and  Archbishop  Whately 
gave  the  third,  i860. 


Doxology,  8s,  7s. 

PRAISB  the  Lord  I  ye  heavens,  adore  him, 

Praise  him.  angels  in  the  height ; 
Sun  and  moon,  rejoice  before  him ; 

Praise  him,  all  ye  stars  of  light  1 

a  Praise  the  Lord— for  he  hath  spoken  ; 

Worlds  his  mighty  voice  obeyed  ; 
Laws  which  never  shall  be  brolcen. 

For  their  guidance  he  hath  made. 

3  Praise  the  Lord— for  he  is  glorious ; 
Never  shall  his  promise  fail  : 

God  hath  made  his  saints  victorious, 
Sin  and  death  shall  not  prevail. 

4  Praise  the  God  of  our  salvation, 
Hosts  on  high  his  power  proclaim  ; 

Heaven  and  earth,  and  all  creation, 
Land  and  magnify  his  name. 

Who  was  the  author  of  this  fine  paraphrase 
of  Psalm  148— which  the  prophet  of  Anglican 
Hymnology  (inds  worthy  a  place  as  a  First  Rank 
hymn — is  not  precisely  known.  It  has  been  at- 
tributed to  Bishop  Mant  and  to  John  Kemp- 
thome.  It  was  traced  to  the  volume  of  Hymns 
for  thr  Foundling  Hospital,  \  796,  in  which  a 
few  of  Mr.  Kempthome's  pieces  are  found. 
This  much  only  is  known  positively:  it  ap- 
peared about  the  year  1 796 — hence  the  "Anon., 
1796  "  which  is  generally  attached  to  it. 

Rev.  John  Kempthome,  to  whom  is  ascribed 
its  authorship,  son  of  Admiral  Kempthome, 
was  bom  at  Plymouth,  June  24,  1775.  He 
studied  at  St.  John's.  Cambridge,  graduating 
B.  A.  in  1796,  and  B.  D.  in  1807.  After  his 
ordination  he  became,  successively,  vicar  of 
Northleach,  vicar  of  Wedmore,  rector  of  St. 
Michael's,  and  chaplain  of  St.  Mary  de  Grace, 
Gloucester.  He  was  also  a  Prebendary  in 
Lichfield  Cathedral  from  1826,  and  at  one 
time  was  Examining  Chaplain  to  the  Bishop 
of  that  diocese.  He  died  at  the  rectory, 
Gloucester.  November  6,  1 838. 


Evening  Prayer. 

Hear  my  prayer,  O  heavenly  Father, 
Ere  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep : 

Bid  thine  angels,  pure  and  holy. 
Round  my  oed  their  vigil  keep. 

a  Great  my  sins  are,  but  thy  mercy 
Far  outweighs  them  every  one ; 

Down  before  thy  cross  I  cast  them. 
Trusting;  in  thy  help  alone. 

3  Keep  me,  through  this  night  of  peril. 
Underneath  its  boundless  «hade ; 

TaJce  me  to  thy  rest,  I  pray  thee, 
When  my  pilgrimage  is  made. 
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4  None  shall  measure  out  thy  patience 
By  the  span  of  human  thought ; 

None  shall  bound  the  tender  mercies 
Which  thy  holy  Son  has  brought. 

5  Pardon  all  my  past  transgressions; 
Give  me  strength  for  days  to  come ; 

Guide  and  g^uard  me  with  thy  blessing, 
Till  thine  angels  bid  me  home. 

Some  years  ago,  while  Charles  Dickens  was 
the  editor  of  the  magazine  called  Household 
WordSy  there  was  issued  each  season  an  ex- 
tra number  especially  appropriate  to  Christ- 
mas and  the  holidays,  filled  with  stories,  often 
taken  up  entirely  with  one  of  good  length  and 
fine  skill.  In  1856  there  was  published  a  tale 
entitled  "  The  Wreck  of  the  Golden  Mary." 
This  was  written  by  a  lady  who  keeps  herself 
in  much  reserve ;  she  then  lived  in  York, 
England,  and  was  known  by  the  literary  name 
of  **  Holme  Lee,"  but  her  real  name  was  Har- 
riet Parr.  Now  in  this  story  some  ship- 
wrecked sailors  and  passengers  are  floating 
around,  night  and  day,  shelterless,  upon  the 
sea  in  an  open  boat ;  the  vessel  struck  an  ice- 
berg and  had  already  gone  down;  no  land, 
no  help  in  sight,  no  hope.  They  fall  to  tell- 
ing incidents  of  their  previous  lives,  and  one 
of  them,  Dick  Tarrant  by  name,  a  wild  youth 
in  his  history,  breaks  out  with  the  question. 
"  What  can  it  be  that  brings  all  these  old 
thingrs  over  my  mind.^  There  is  a  child's 
hymn  I  and  Tom  used  to  sing  at  my  mother's 
knee  when  we  were  little  ones,  keeps  running 
through  my  thoughts.  It 's  the  stars,  maybe ; 
there  was  a  little  window  by  my  bed  that  I 
used  to  watch  them  at,  a  window  in  my  room 
at  home  in  Cheshire;  and  if  I  were  ever 
afraid,  as  boys  will  be  after  reading  a  good 
ghost-story,  I  would  keep  on  saying  it  till  I 
fell  asleep."  Then  another  took  up  the  con- 
versation :  **  That  was  a  good  mother  of 
yours,  Dick ;  could  you  say  that  hymn  now, 
do  you  think?  Some  of  us  might  like  to 
hear  it."  Then  the  sailor  replied,  "  It  is  as 
clear  in  my  mind  at  this  minute  as  if  my  mo- 
ther was  here  listening  to  me."  And  so  he 
repeated  this  wonderful  little  poem.  It  was 
evidently  composed  for  the  story  in  the  maga- 
zine, for  we  know  of  no  other  religious  song 
by  the  same  writer.  But  it  proved  so  pa- 
thetic and  beautiful  that  each  reader  was 
touched  by  it ;  and  at  last  it  was  caught  up 
for  real  use  by  the  compilers  and  transferred 
to  their  hymn-books.  This  gifted  woman 
published  several  works  afterwards;  among 
them  were  Maude  Talbot,  1854;  Sylvan 
Holt's  Daughter,  1858;  Warp  and  Woof, 
1861 ;  Mr.  IVynyard's  Ward,  1867,  and  sev- 
eral other  works  of  fiction.     Nothing  can  be 
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<Mivi;iii4i»HHl  a»mxrnin^  her  personally  further 
ihan  ihih.  vxv^jH  that  js^  \\*as  bom  at  York 


aM 


/w««  M^  (>  Ltffiir 
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HihAVikNi  V  KHtK«<.  If  rant  thy  blessing 

K »M  ihv  IvHv  h»ut  v»r  thU  d»y ; 
I  HaI  (iui  h«««iU.  iXv  ^r  tKi«tsessing. 

Mio  Utmi  »iu  W  tuni«<)  away. 

*  H>K\v  wv  NfcumWitwl  f  oh.  forgive  us ; 

Uhv*  \\v  vvmlKHl  tuwi  truth  to  rove? 
I  itiu.  i4t.  tuiu  u*.  Ami  nrctrivc  us, 

\iul  UkUmv  u*k  Ihw  to  love. 

llu?i  piasci  m  muHic  U  induded  in  many 
ul  ilu:  uuhU  lu  hYnuu*l»  as  a  s<>rt  of  grace  at 
i  \\^^\\\^  JiMhc  wivKX^.  AUhouyjh  it  is  widely 
u^K\\  .4uJ  vU^^viv^hUy  popular,  neither  the 
ii.uui  ui»i  I  hi;  ivskU'Iky  of  the  author  has 
iMiku  iv»  lii;Ui.  I  he  pir<T  is  known  to  have 
.*PI«i.uul  i*4ihi:*i  ui  ihc  ^(vfHHSol  the  London 
'4Uiul.iv  "hIhkJ  l'uii»n.  »83S' 


•  V/|*>4< /Wa***/.'*  8s,  7S. 

I  .«m«  I  114  Ut\v.  i^ikI  u»«;uv  MAVe  us, 

I'ucuui  uunl  i^  41)  lu  lhv<  i 
III  lUai  .  1i.ut«itt^  umutAiu  law  us, 

WUU  U  ^Umw  \'«4u  iuA«  u»  ixtt  I 

4  W V  .o  \ .  Ui^  «  luu^h  kalUkWtt  breasting 
lltMuiji^U  iV  ^*^  ^^^^^  slUiual  night, 

\\V  (u-^\  \\4li  Ha  lu^MUditf  Ujcht. 

\  \  u»a  I  vv*-  i»»H^  ik**^*  ^*»**^  *******  hearest, 

«MU>t  ^^«'  *^'*^«^  >^^«^  ^^^^^  *?  «Uarest  * 

lu  l»u.  rv^JUit^  w^Uiiur,  AV'/!yA  Hymns, 
'Miuu»l  \V  l*uiiM\l  iolU  u»  that  he  has 
K  uMt  »l  luMu  1  \\»aK  v»u  ilmlinj^uishcd  Scotch- 
(((*  u  mI  iiu.  lii^-jiiviu  vUv  all  that  has  been 
^K.uh»  0»»  \K\\UU\  KAMUTmlnjr  the  writer  of 
in.  fn-.m  h\\\\\\.  »huh  Nvr  copied  from 
\.  ^^ »  .  ,..»»..  .**#,/ v,.tMk,  at  thr  lime  when 
•  '  ..  S.N'  ^^^^  UMouitir  of  preparation; 
II  Mi  i»i  »'«»«.'  u^**^*^  l»M\.  that  Ihc  piece  was 
vytin  u  \»uh»\\  I  Mmu\c<on  was  born  at 
\\i\.Uy  tMuUuvl  IvkU  ♦*.  lajjj.  His  educa- 
(Inh  vv  4.  b»v*»k  *v»  hU«  Ihfit*  In  one  of  the 
»Mou«iMt  '^n»»^ii4  .^ihI  \\w\\  hr  entered  into 
l<u  iu  ■  vvuU  K»v»l^O\v«  Mr  wrms  to  have 
|,M  .1  .1.  MvK^I  l»h'»rt»v  trt««lr»  and  a  good 

,1,  *l  .1  ilul^s  vN^h  hu  |H*n  Mr  published 
S\,  \  .  .  .»  v..  ^  \H|J*,  y.,H,^u'f*f.  and  other 
\^y\      »uvl    ft,   .NWif/f/W />«  iV«/«r^r. 


1        I 


\\I\U    W\    \  V»i^    I  \»«4V»  H»»^  V4»». 

\A  0'     ««M|,  N\v  imiMiMv  »h**^i 

vv»»^*  'A  ^t\  »i  'V'  Km*  ^^"^  *^*** 

Oil  iv  I  ■    VM  \u«m^  \\\A\^> 
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3  Through  the  day,  Lord,  thou  hast  given 
Strength  sufficient  for  our  need , 

Cheered  us  with  sweet  hopes  of  heaven, 
Helped  and  comforted  indeed. 

4  Lord,  we  thank  thee,  and  adore  thee. 
For  the  solace  of  thy  love ; 

And  rejoicing  thus  before  thee. 
Wait  thy  blessing  from  above  I 

Educated  for  commercial  pursuits — ^at  first 
a  timber-merchant,  then  following  the  life  of 
a  busy  London  surgeon — the  writer  of  the 
hymn  before  us,  Henry  Bateman,  yet  found 
time  to  devote  to  literary,  philanthropic,  and 
religious  works. 

Mr.  Bateman  was  descended  from  the  De 
Voeiix,  a  Huguenot  family,  and  was  bom  in 
Bunhill  Row,  Finsbury,  England,  March  6. 
1802,  and  died  in  1872.  He  was  a  nephew  of 
Bishop  Daniel  Wilson  of  Calcutta.  He  became 
a  member  of  the  Committee  of  the  Religious 
Tract  Society,  and  a  director  of  the  London 
Mi^ionary  Society.  His  most  successful 
work  was  a  volume  of  poems,  Sunday  Sun- 
shine, 1858;  but  it  is  from  Heart  Melodies, 
1862,  that  the  hymn  cited  is  taken.  A  few 
of  his  other  writing^  are  comprised  in  Belgium 
and  Up  and  Down  the  Rhine,  1858;  Home 
Musings :  Metrical  Lay  Sermons,  1862 ;  Fret 
Not,  and  other  Poems,  1 869. 


Doxology, 


L.M. 


Praisr  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow, 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below : 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heavenly  host; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

This  is  a  mere  repetition  of  the  Doxology 
in  common  use  in  this  country  for  more  than 
fourscore  years.  To  Dr.  Thomas  Ken's  final 
stanza  in  his  Morning  Hymn  is  added  the 
Hallelujah  ascription  in  order  to  constitute  a 
familiar  and  easy  anthem  for  a  congre^- 
tion  to  sing  at  the  close  of  public  service. 
The  music  is,  for  all  we  know,  as  old  as  the 
hymn.  How  singular  it  seems  that,  when 
believers  of  every  name  and  clime  and  age 
wish  to  know  each  other,  with  a  determinate 
plan  to  get  into  communication  somehow, 
they  find  easiest  access  by  means  of  two 
words,  the  same  in  all  languages  on  the  face 
of  the  earth,  and  yet  given  m  the  tonnes 
used  by  inspiration  in  the  Bible.  The  mci- 
dent  is  related  of  a  Hindoo  and  a  New  Zea- 
lander,  chancing  to  meet  upon  the  deck  of  a 
missionary  ship.  They  knew  not  one  word 
of  each  other's  tongue.  They  wished  to  com- 
municate. They  pointed  to  their  Bibles. 
They  kept  shakmg  hands.  They  smiled  in 
each  other's  faces.  They  kneeled  down  to- 
gether. But  they  could  do  no  more.  At  last, 
with  a  sudden  joy  at  new  discovery,  the  Hin- 
doo cried  out.  Hallelujah  /    The  New  Zca- 
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lander  caught  the  syllables  of  that  well-known 
doxology,  and  answered  enthusiastically, 
Amen!  There  they  were,  then,  finally  on 
common  ground.  Reared  almost  at  the  an- 
tipodes, they  met  together  when  one  shouted 
"  Praise  the  Lord !"  and  the  other  responded, 
"So  be  it!" 


''By  Galilee."  6s,  48. 

Break  thou  the  bread  of  life, 

Dear  Lord,  to  me, 
As  thou  didst  break  the  loaves 

Beside  the  sea ; 
Beyond  the  sacred  page 

I  seek  thee.  Lord  ; 
My  spirit  pants  for  thee, 

O  hving  Word ! 

2  Bless  thou  the  truth,  dear  Lord, 

To  me — to  me — 
As  thou  didst  bless  the  bread 

By  Galilee : 
Then  shall  all  bondage  cease, 

All  fetters  fall ; 
And  I  shall  find  my  peace. 

My  AU-in-AU ! 

Another  of  the  excellent  compositions  of 
Miss  Mary  A.  Lathbury,  very  fittingly  named 
•*thc  lyrist  of  Chautauqua."  She  called  it  a 
•*  Study  Song,"  when  she  wrote  it  in  1880  for 
the"  Literary  and  Scientific  Circle  "  of "  Bishop 
Vincent's  College  "  there  by  the  beautiful  lake ; 
but  its  best  meaning  and  its  widest  fame  are 
due  to  the  exquisite  allusion  to  our  Lord's 
teachinc^  beside  the  Sea  of  Galilee,  right  in 
view  of  the  sheet  of  water  at  Chautauqua 
which  seems  so  like  a  modem  Gennesaret. 

230  The  Gospel  Word.  L.  M. 

God,  in  the  gospel  of  his  Son, 
Makes  his  eternal  counsels  known  : 
Where  love  in  all  its  glory  shines, 
And  truth  is  drawn  in  fairest  lines. 

2  Heresinners,  of  an  humble  frame, 
May  taste  bis  grace,  and  learn  his  name ; 
May  read,  in  characters  of  blood, 
The  wisdom,  power,  and  grace  of  God. 

3The  prisoner  here  may  break  his  chains; 
The  wear>'  rest  from  all  his  pains ; 
The  captive  feel  his  bondage  cease ; 
The  mourner  find  the  way  of  peace. 

4  Here  faith  reveals  to  mortal  eyes 
A  brighter  world  beyond  the  skies; 

Here  shines  the  light  which  guides  our  way 
From  earth  to  realms  of  endless  day. 

5  Oh,  grant  us  grace,  Almighty  Lord, 
TO  read  and  mark  thy  holy  word. 
Its  truth  with  meekness  to  receive. 
And  by  its  holy  precepts  live. 

Rev.  Benjamin  Beddome  wrote  this  hymn, 
but  in  181 9  it  was  altered  somewhat  by  Rev. 
Thomas  Cotterill.  It  tells  us,  witK  a  good 
measure  of  force  and  directness,  of  the  light 
from  above,  vouchsafed  to  bewildered  mor^s 
for  their  guidance  from  earth  to  endless  day. 
Still  it  is  to  be  remembered  that  light  is  the 
remedy  for  darkness,  not  for  blindness.     It 


would  be  folly  to  say  to  a  man,  whose  physi- 
cal organs  of  sight  were  growing  sore  and 
poor,  that  he  needed  a  stronger  sunshine  to 
walk  in.  Indeed,  this  might  be  his  ruin,  and 
it  certainly  would  be  in  sensitive  moments  his 
exasperation.  Gospel  truth  is  the  remedy  for 
ignorance,  not  for  perversity.  A  hard  will 
might  be  expected  to  grow  narder  under  the 
full  pressure  of  obligation  to  yield ;  it  is  the 
work  of  the  Holy  Spirit  to  subdue  the  will  so 
that  it  will  receive  the  truth.  The  duty  of 
New  Testament  preachers  is  plain;  they 
must  keep  urging  the  evidences  of  Chris- 
tianity upon  men's  notice,  whether  they  will 
hear  or  forbear.  One  stubborn  soul's  obsti- 
nacy cannot  prevent  another  willing  soul's 
belief.  The  chief  priests  may  have  shut  their 
eyes  tight  in  the  full  blaze  of  illumination ;  but 
that  would  not  make  Jerusalem  dark  in  the 
daytime. 

23 1  Psalm  19.  L.  M. 

The  heavens  declare  thv  glory,  Lord ! 

In  every  star  thy  wisclom  shines ; 
But,  when  our  eycs  behold  thy  word, 

We  read  thy  name  in  fairer  lines. 

2  The  rolling  sun,  the  changing  light, 
And  nights  and  days  thy  power  confess  ; 

But  the  blest  volume  thou  hast  writ 
Reveals  thy  justice  and  thy  grace. 

3  Sun,  moon,  and  stars  convev  thy  praise 
Round  the  whole  earth,  ana  never  stand ; 

So,  when  thy  truth  began  its  race. 
It  touchea  and  glanced  on  every  land. 

4  Nor  shall  thy  spreading  gospel  rest 

Till  through  the  world  thy  truth  has  run, 
Till  Christ  has  all  the  nations  blessed 
That  see  the  light  or  feel  the  sun. 

Dr.  Isaac  Watts  preached  his  first  sermon 
in  the  city  of  London,  July  17,  1698,  and  in 
February  of  the  next  year  he  was  chosen  as 
the  assistant  of  Rev.  Dr.  Chauncey  in  Mark 
Lane.  He  was  not  rugged  enough  for  the 
work  of  a  clergyman  in  the  metropolis ;  di- 
minutive in  person  as  he  was  slender  in  con- 
stitution, he  was  ill  much  of  the  time ;  he  had 
to  intermit  his  labors  altogether  for  four  years, 
beginning  with  1703.  It  was  not  until  1719 
that  his  translation  of  the  Psalms  appeared. 
Sturdily  and  steadily  it  advanced  against  the 
hard  but  conscientious  opposition  of  those 
who  clung  to  old  traditions,  until  now  it 
stands  positively  at  the  head,  and  receives  the 
gp^tef uf  applause  of  the  world. 

This  version,  grown  now  so  familiar  in  our 
households,  is  that  of  Psalm  19  in  L.  M.  It 
is  composed  of  six  stanzas,  and  bears  the 
title,  •*  The  Books  of  Nature  and  of  Scripture 
Compared ;  or,  the  Glory  and  Success  of  the 
Gospel."  In  the  ordinary  versions  of  this 
song  of  David  a  g^oup  of  three  words  in 
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»or,  the  other  was  the  tap  of  the  ham- 

1  the  stone  top  of  the  table  by  my  com- 
.  Both  occurred  at  the  same  instant — 
me  particle  of  the  instant — they  were 
ely  simultaneous.  But  the  man  who 
the  word  could  not  see  the  clock ;  he 
oking  at  the  star  that  came  swinging 
:ill  it  touched  the  spider-web  line  in  his 
nent;  and  the  other  man  who  struck 
mmer-stroke  could  not  see  the  star ;  he 
K)king  at  the  second-hand  on  the  dial- 
When  the  index  in   its  simplicity  of 

r  duty  marked  twenty  minutes  after 
ere  fell  the  click  on  the  stone ;  and  then, 
ere  came  on  in  the  heavens,  millions  of 
away,  one  of  God's  stars,  having  no 
1.  but  rolling  in  on  time,  as  he  bade  it 

go- 

n  I  was  invited  to  look  in  and  see  the 

of  light  and  beauty  as  it  swept  by  the 

ber  in  the  tube.     But  afterward  I  went 

sly  to  the  book,  and  found  that  it  had 

)ublished  ten  years  before,  and  that  its 

itions  ran  far  away  into  the  future,  and 

had  been  based  on  calculations  a  thou- 

^cars  old.     And  God's  fidelity  to  the 

int  of   nature,  here  now  almost  three 

nd   years  after  David  had   made  the 

inth  Psalm,  had  brought  the  glorious 

re  of  the  sky  into  the  held  of  Harvard 

e's  instrument  just  as  that  patient  clock 

d  the  second  needed  for  the  truth  of 

cient  prediction.    Need  I  .say  that  those 

•ofessors  almost  wondered  (so  used  to 

tiings  were  they)  at  the  awestruck  devo- 

ic  hushed  reverence,  with  which  I  left 

Dm? 

Christian  Evidence.  L.  M. 

Upon  the  Gospel's  sacred  page 
The  gathered  beams  of  ages  shine ; 

And,  as  it  hastens,  every  age 
But  makes  its  brightness  more  divine. 

2  On  mightier  wing,  in  loftier  flight, 
From  year  to  year  does  knowledge  soar ; 

And,  as  it  soars,  the  Gospel  light 
Becomes  eflfulgent  more  anamore. 

3  More  glorious,  still,  as  centuries  roll, 
New  regions  blest,  new  powers  unfurled, 

Expanding  with  the  expanding  soul, 
Its  radiance  shall  o'erflow  the  world— 

4  Flow  to  restore,  but  not  destroy  ; 
As  when  the  cloudless  lamp  of  day 

Pours  out  its  floods  of  light  and  joy. 
And  sweeps  the  lingering  mists  away. 

^er  of  the  excellent  hymns  which  Sir 
Jowring,  the  distinguished  scholar  and 
lat,  has  given  to  the  churches.  It  is  to 
nd  with  five  stanzas  in  his  Matins  and 
rs,  1823.  It  has  a  unique  value  from 
ct  that  almost  all  hymn-writers   have 


appeared  to  find  their  most  welcome  themes 
of  song  outside  of  the  fields  of  science.  This 
composition  worthily  notices  the  triumphs  of 
the  inspired  Word  over  the  oppositions  of 
something  beside  the  heathen  philosophies. 
The  late  Frank  Buckland  finished  his  last 
and  most  interesting  work,  T/ie  Natural 
History  of  British  Fisheries,  just  two  days 
before  his  death.  This  was  the  dead  natural- 
ist's simple  creed:  "To  put  matters  very 
straight.  1  steadfastly  believe  that  the  Great 
Creator,  as  indeed  we  are  directly  told,  made 
all  things  perfect  and  *  very  good '  from  the 
beginning;  perfect  and  very  good  every 
created  thing  is  now  found  to  be,  and  will  so 
continue  to  the  end  of  time."  It  has  been 
said  that  science  is  opposed  to  and  in  con- 
flict with  revelation.  But  the  history  of  the 
former  shows  that  the  greater  its  progress, 
and  the  more  accurate  its  investigations  and 
results,  the  more  plainly  it  is  seen  not  only  not 
to  clash  with  the  latter,  but  in  all  things  to 
confirm  it.  The  very  sciences  from  which 
objections  have  been  brought  against  religion 
have  by  their  own  progress  removed  those 
objections,  and  in  the  end  furnished  full  con- 
firmation of  the  inspired  Word  of  God. 
There  is  a  species  of  minor  criticisms  put 
forward  with  harmful  ingenuity  at  the  present 
day,  which,  though  exceedingly  trivial,  do  yet 
in  their  results  become  vexatious.  They  will 
pass  the  notice  of  a  thoroughly  intelligent  or 
candid  man,  for  he  will  not  believe  them  to 
have  been  seriously  pressed  ;  but  they  are  the 
arguments  that  powerfully  move  small  minds, 
for  they  are  easily  grasped  and  held  with 
much  tenacity.  To  the  educated  Bible  stu- 
dent they  resemble  only  insects  of  little  bulk, 
though  of  vast  activity ;  and  he  hardly  deems 
it  needful  more  than  to  smite  them  with  the 
open  palm  of  his  hand  when  they  come  sing- 
ing in  his  ear,  only  that  their  sting  proves  an- 
noying and  sometimes  leaves  a  mean  irrita- 
tion behind  it. 

"Nature  stngs**  L.  M. 

Now  let  my  soul,  eternal  King. 
To  thee  its  grateful  tribute  bring ; 
My  knee  with  humble  homage  tow. 
My  tongue  perform  its  solemn  vow. 

2  All  nature  sings  thy  boundless  love, 
In  worlds  below  and  worlds  above ; 
But  in  thy  blessed  word  I  trace 
Diviner  wonders  of  thy  grace. 

3  Here  Jesus  bids  my  sorrows  cease. 
And  gives  my  laboring  conscience  peace : 
Here  lifts  my  grateful  passions  high, 
And  points  to  mansions  in  the  sky. 

4  For  love  like  this,  oh.  let  my  song. 
Through  endless  years,  thy  praise  prolong  ; 
Let  distant  climes  thy  name  adore, 
Till  time  and  nature  are  no  more. 


io6 

The  Rev.  Ottiwcll  Heatnliutfiuin. 
pendent  or  Congregational  itiinistcj 
a  brief  while  in  Sudbur\.  !.ii)^iiiiul. 
there  in  1744,  and  dii.il 
1768,  al  the  tarly  age  1  il 
said  to  have  been  remarkable  l(ir  .. 
ity.  a  quality  made  quite  ma:ille9& 
hymns  he  left  to  ihe  churolies  li) '' 
and  sung.    These  number 
five,  and  while  they  are  rh;ii 
gentleness  and  sweetness  n 
criticism  would  be  that  tli 
clem  in  strength  and  s<iiiii.  1 
ness.     Some  of  them  arc 
expression,  but  are  babcO 
by  IJr.  Watts.     From  ilir 
»-ork  as  nastor  the  chun  1 
putcs.  and  he  sank  undr  r  : 
dissensions  he  could  n<<. 


Thk  ?piri>  hrraih. 
3  The  hand  that  » 


Foriuehabrie'. 

VVithbHRisaf'.    . 
^Jb- soul  rejoin 

Th«!  Utv*  "<  hiP 
Till  Klory  break.  ■ 

Iiilffijthwr  wor 

We  must  study  thi^ 
well-known  poet,  W'il 
neetion  with  the  aw 
which  it  came.  In  on 
afflicted  child  of  God 
scribe  the  processes  of 
Standing  upon  the  ac- 
HcKiys; -Conscience 
of  memor\",  and  out  n 
tcts.  t'.hiists  of  false 
guiltv  em->-ings  and 
tions'  of  dead  lusts,  al 
condemn.  He  sure  1 
will  find  J-ou  out.  anc 
unliving  things  pcoplir 
you  with  agonv  and  fi 
is  offered  (or  this  is  fo 
texts  of  Deuicrnnoiny 
when  he  was  tempting  -. 
now  and  then,  the  Scupii 
instruction  on  ihe  exaci 


^  IS  easily  seen  in  the  simple  cjtpr*' 

■».*i  fttre  remembered  afterwards  t 

-  -1  who  stood  around  his  bed  nh( 

-  I  would   be  waiting  to   see  wb 

jo  with  me.     It  is  good  to  say. ; 

_  -rr.  "What.  when,  and  where  He 

The  business  of  a  Christian  is  I 

rvjr  llie  will  of  God :  and  if  1  were 

.-.-vld  but  be  doing  that,  and  that 

.     r)i>w.     If  God   should   raise  me  I 

•^ay  finish  some  more  of  my  papei 

.    ,-jn  make  use  of  me  to  save  a  sou 

nil)  be  worth  liiing  for.     If  God  h; 

7  service  for  me  lo  do.  [  am  rcai 

(race.     It  is  a  great  mercy  to  ti 

■,ht;  no  manner  of  fear  or  dread  • 

1   could,  if  God  please,  lay  my  he; 

^i  dk  w*ithoui  alarm  this  afternoon  1 

\tv  chief  supports  are  from  my  ^ie 

-j1  things,  and  the  interest  I  have 

1   trust   M    my  sins    are    pardom 
■,  the  blood  of  Christ." 

/>UA*  il».  C.I 

dKlhtllht  Lofd  oouldEUidciBi'ways 

T*kRphi.>iii(nl«iimi 
OkttuUmvOil  would  (nnt  DC  (iscc 

TafciK»  mill  00  hisnnll. 
«4k.  ••nd  Ihy  S|>int_^do»b,  is  wrtw 


Mr&t  n*  tuiiKur'iiidulccilEalt, 
Ol  •«  >h«  lafs  purl. 
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r  his  face,  and  Time  was  pulling  it  away 
sad  by  thread  so  as  to  permit  him  to  see 
iriy;  and  this  is  a  fair  illustration  from 
ich  young  converts  may  learn  a  lesson, 
u  do  not  need  to  study  the  creeds  of  the 
uists  or  the  systems  of  the  theologians, 
t  you  do  want  to  know  your  Bibles  thor- 
rhly.  It  is  a  reproach  to  have  it  said  that 
1  would  rather  go  far  andJwork  hard  to  be 
the  head  of  a  class  than  to  spend  one  quiet 
jr  at  home  teaching  your  own  soul  what 
d  has  intended  to  say  for  its  own  growth 
i  improvement.  Enter  classes  for  a  while. 
idy  the  Bible  before  you  attempt  to  ex- 
iind  it.  I  am  discouraging  no  one.  When 
ind  a  young  man  willing  to  go  through  the 
U  day  after  day  in  the  camp  of  instruction, 
>^in  to  be  very  hopeful  for  his  future.  I 
ow  the  time  will  not  be  long  before  he  will 
summoned  to  lead  in  the  army  of  God. 

B  Psalm  119.  C.  M. 

How  precious  is  the  book  divine, 

By  inspiration  ^iven ! 
Bright  as  ^  lamp  its  doctrines  shine, 

TO  guide  our  souls  to  heaven. 

2  O'er  all  the  strait  and  narrow  way 
Its  radiant  beams  are  cast ; 

A  light  whose  never  weary  ray 
Grows  brightest  at  the  last. 

3  It  sweetly  cheers  our  drooping  hearts, 
In  this  dark  vale  of  tears ; 

Life,  light,  and  joy  it  still  imparts, 
And  quells  our  rising  fears. 

4  This  lamp,  through  all  the  tedious  night 
Of  life,  shall  guide  our  way, 

Till  we  behold  the  clearer  light 
Of  an  eternal  day. 

In  1782  Rev.  Dr.  John  Fawcett,  who  did 
€  receive  his  degree  of  D.  D.  until  it  was 
nferred  upon  him  by  an  American  institu- 
fi  in  1 811,  Brown  University  in  Rhode 
and.  published  his  collection,  entitled 
mtns  Adapted  to  the  Circumstances  of 
thlic  Worship  and  Private  Devotion, 
\t  one  under  our  examination  now  was 
long  the  one  hundred  and  sixty-six  which 
mposed  that  volume.  They  were  largely 
n>ared,  like  most  of  those  by  Doddridge 
ci  Watts,  to  be  sung  after  particular  ser- 
Mis  to  which  they  had  reference ;  it  is  said 
It  many  were  composed  in  the  midnight 
urs  preceding  the  Lord's  Day.  This  was 
md^  upon  Psalm  119:105:  "Thy  word 
a  lamp  unto  my  feet."  It  receives  a  pa- 
lic  illustration  in  the  reflections  which  this 
od  man  WTOte  upon  the  pages  of  his  diary 
the  time  of  his  deep  heart-searching  as  to 
»  indmdual  duty  in  choosing  the  ministry 
a  profession.  He  went  to  his  Bible  for  aid ; 
studied,  and  he  prayed  for  help ;  thus  he 
ind  light  upon  his  path  of  difhcult  decision. 


"  O  Lord,"  he  said,  "  I  know  not  what  to  do, 
but  my  eyes  are  upon  thee.  If  in  thy  wise 
counsel  thou  hast  fixed  upon  me  to  bear  thy 
name  to  sinners,  I  earnestly  implore  that  thou 
wouldst  give  me  a  right  spirit,  and  bestow 
upon  me  every  needful  qualification  for  that 
most  difficult  and  important  work.  If  thou 
dost  not  call  me  to  it,  O  Father,  not  my  will, 
but  thine,  be  done."  He  began  to  preach  in 
1764,  and  the  next  year  he  became  pastor  of 
a  small  Baptist  church  at  Wainsgate,  York- 
shire, July  31,  1765. 


''EndUss  glory:'  CM. 

Father  of  mercies !  in  thy  word 

What  endless  glory  shines  I 
For  ever  be  thy  name  adored 

For  these  celestial  lines. 

a  Here  the  fair  tree  of  knowledge  grows. 

And  yields  a  free  repast ; 
Sublimer  sweets  than  nature  knows 

Invite  the  longing  taste. 

3  Here,  the  Redeemer's  welcome  voice 
Spreads  heavenly  peace  around  ; 

And  life  and  everlasting  joys 
Attend  the  blissful  sound. 

4  Oh,  may  these  heavenly  pages  be 
My  ever  dear  delight ; 

And  still  new  beauties  may  I  see, 
And  still  increasing  light. 

5  Divine  Instructor,  gracious  Lord ! 
Be  thou  for  ever  near ; 

Teach  me  to  love  thv  sacred  word, 
And  view  my  Saviour  there. 

On  the  Tuesday  before  his  death,  Mr. 
Thomas  Bywater  Smithies  —  the  genial- 
hearted  editor  of  the  British  Workman  for 
so  many  years,  known  all  over  the  habitable 
globe  for  his  works  of  kindness  and  philan- 
thropy— while  quietly  resting  and  apparently 
asleep,  suddenly  broke  the  silence  of  his 
chamber  by  repeating  in  a  firm  and  joyous 
tone  the  verse : 

"  Father  of  mercies !  in  thy  word 
What  endless  glory  shines  ! 
For  ever  be  thv  name  adored 
For  these  celestial  lines." 

This  is  the  opening  stanza  of  a  hymn  con- 
taining twelve  verses,  from  which  in  our 
modem  collections  seven  are  usually  omitted. 
The  original  poem  was  written  by  Miss  Anne 
Steele,  of  Broughton,  Hants,  in  England.  It 
seems  like  the  passionate  outcry  of  a  loving 
soul  after  God  as  revealed  in  the  Bible.  This 
is  the  way  in  which  the  author  framed  her 
hymns.  And  this  is  the  way  in  which  John 
Wesley  fashioned  his  theology.  Said  he :  "I 
want  to  know  one  thing — the  way  to  heaven. 
God  himself  has  condescended  to  teach  mc 
the  way.  He  hath  written  it  down  in  a  book. 
Oh,  give  me  that  book.  At  any  price  give 
me  the  book  of  God.  I  have  it.  Here  is 
knowledge  enough  for  me.     Let  me  be  homo 
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DC  10  wDk  In  thy  cammandi— 

ddighlfulroad: 

■(■init'myGod'" 

'atts  gives  us  this  as  his  version 
Eleventh  Part.  The  piece  has 
all,  and  is  entitled.  "  Breathing 
,"  It  well  pictures  the  necessity 
1  aim  of  the  soul  in  seeking  a 
inion  with  Christ  and  a  greater 
ikeness  to  him  ;  and  it  lauds 


ift  of  Gods  Word 
[ytV 
ih."    Thus 


gift  0 
help. 
ly  w. 
dfor 


de- 
'■  Sanctify  them  through 


a  for  his  disciples  long  ago. 
that  buoy,  sir,  moored  in  the 
LC  captain  of  the  steamship  in 
ted  the  Orkneys.  "  Yes,"  we  re- 
■efully  picking  out  in  the  twilight 
m  danger-signal,  "  Well,  there 
cks  that,  starting  from  the  shore. 
It  within  ten  yards  ot  that  buoy. 
ing  about  it  is  that  there  is  no 
the  reef ;  even  at  low  tide  it  is 
water,  and  woe  be  to  the  ship 
rike  upon  that  dangerous  reef. 
lights  that  buoy  is  an  object  of 
to  me ;  anxiously  do  1  look  out 
steer  with  care  until  it  is  found." 
reed  with  the  captain  we  ascer- 
'  knew  all  this  by  faith ;  that  the 
>ly  marked  in  his  chart— that  he 
ved  for  himself  the  fact,  he  had 
a  boat  and  sounded  the  depth. 
11.  dived  down  to  ascertain  by 
*-ledge  that  the  reef  was  there. 
;liei-er,  and  rested  in  the  testi- 
chans.  even  as  we  \\ho  are  be- 
hristians  trust  in  the  testimony 
f  God. 

Tke  Chutch-s  Gift.  1%.  6a,  D. 


Rev.  William  Walsham  How,  D.  D.,  be- 
came Bishop  of  Bedford  by  appointment  of 
Queen  Victoria  in  July,  1879,  He  was  bom 
in  Shrewsbury,  December  13,  [823,  and  hk 
preparatory  studies  for  college  were  pursued 
there;  then  he  went  to  Oxford  and  was  grad- 
uated from  Wadham  College  in  1845.  He 
entered  the  ministry  of  the  Church  of  Eng- 
land at  once,  being  ordained  to  the  priest- 
hood in  1847.  For  a  while  he  served  as 
curate  of  St.  George^  in  Kidderminster,  but 
in  1851  he  became  rector  of  Whittinpon, 
Shropshire,  where  he  was  engaged  in  diligent 
and  faithful  parish  work  for  twenty-eight 
years.  Of  this  period  of  his  life  a  record  has 
been  made  which,  while  accurately  true, 
seems  to  read  like  a  panegyric  :  indeed,  the 
words  are  his  own,  spoken  in  public  when 
he  was  describing  what  a  real  minister  of 
God  should  be.  and  every  one  appears  to 
have  been    impressed   with   the  fitness  with 


ebnven-dnwni 
lirHI  the  living  \\ 
nakt  Ihy  Church 


rlracllghLuori.M: 

MWb  thy  vandcrins  pilnrim! 

clouds  ancTdarkne^s  ended , 


zeal :  "A  man  pure,  holy,  and  spotless  in  hb 
life ;  a  man  of  much  prayer ;  in  character 
meek,  lowly,  and  infinitely  compassionate :  o( 
tenderest  love  to  all:  full  o(  sympathy  for 
every  pain  and  sorrow,  and  devoting  his  days 
and  nights  to  lightening  the  burdens  of  hu- 
manity; utterly  patient  of  insult  and  enmity; 
utterly  fearless  in  speaking  the  truth  and  re- 
buking sin ;  ever  ready  to  answer  evcrj-  calU 
to  go  wherever  bidden,  in  order  to  do  good; 
wholly  without  thought  of  self;  making  him- 
self the  servant  ot  all :  patient,  gentle,  and 
untiring  in  dealing  with  the  souls  he  would 
save ;    bearing    with    ignorance,    wilfulness. 


^^^^■[^^^1 

^B  tc/. 

-- 

1 

T^  s  one  of  the  best  of  those  versions 
tritaux   Psalms  which   Josiali   Conder 
-fl-'  »niong  the  hymns  he  published  in  i 
-■■•eaon  that  bears  his  name,     ll  (umislic 
^  ml  eicellenl  example  of  the  rarious 
iaM»  0*  his  composition.    The  nincieer 
)«Ab  in  our  Psalter  seems  to  present  a  di 
^mav.  as  the  eighth  Psalm  seems  to  presi 
i  avbt-picture.  both  of  which  must  for  nu 

^KO  have  been  familiar  to  David  as  he  kc 

^btlKr's  tloclu  on  Bethlehem  hills. 

rV  Word  of  God  becomes  valuable  im 

■ihB  B  becomes  prattical.    It  needs  to  be  p 

MO  anmediaie  use.    One  who  gels  any  be 

^rwr.  < 

^  trum  daylight  obtains  it  by  placing  him* 
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«teK  It  is  lallmg.  and  then  absorbing  it.   Th 

■a»  rutin's  best  lesson  from  the  Apocalyps 
-And  I  saw  an  ajigel  standing  m  ihe  sun 

rfctf  was  what  made  the  angel  a  seraph.  Tni 
nuist  be  worked  out  into  a  useful  lite.    It] 

Wnous  collection  of  sayings  of  noted  Jewi 

cudcnis  and  teachers  of  the  law,  the  fit 

(Atfi.  or  Ethics  of  the  Fathers,  it  is  said  tl 

^^^^^^^^ 

uHuig  the  frequenters  of  the  house  of  stu 

^^B 

tnur  kmds  of  characters  are  discerned.     Ma 
i  one  goes  thither,  but  does  ooi  condua  hi 
teU  according  to  the  instruction  he  has  heai 

j^ 

Has  one  has  at  least  the  merit  of  having  gt 

^^^^^^^P 

tfaithcr.     Another  practises  what  is  tauj 

there,  but  goes  not  thither ;  this  one  txpt 

toces  a  reward  for  his  deed.     Another  f 

^^r 

^,  »^ 

Irequents  the  school,  and  makes  what  he  th 

^ 

kAms  his  whole  business ;  this  one  is  tr 

^^v 

piou!".     Lastly,  tlier«  is  a  class  \vhich  \ 

'JTC-^i 

neither  hear  nor  do ;  these  deserve  to  be  cal 

^B 

.-^.n 

Uudless. 

•-  ♦- 
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■ 

OKOD,  IbrRotkof  Asm, 
WMo  evermore  h««l*cn- 

Our  dwell ing^>l»ce  Mrenei' 

O  Lord,  the  hike  »  now. 
To  ndlcK  gcnenilons. 

The  EveriMiinji  Ihou  1 
1  Oar  ynn  an  lik*  ihr  tlwdow* 

OBninnyhin«ll..l1U. 
Or  Busses  io  Ihi  memlow* 

Tbll  bloUAIn  hut  I»  illei 

^^^^^Kv. 

''%;'ss°S!S„„u. 

S  O  thou  viM  nn.1  nul  .Innbcf , 

^^^^^Bi" 

'wh«.iirtieN«-..™p.ir, 

^^^^^HF 

Ao<1 1«  tby  Splrtl  brijliieii 

Tbt  h»tt<  il>r>einiut  tdcued  < 

■    K*' 

The  present  hymn  was  composed  in  iS 
U  hsf  four  double  «lanzas  as  it  appears  In 

^^1 

biioi:  published  by  ih>r  Rev.  Edward  He 
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With  witchful  eye  itHdiDL; 
Upon  i»  witli  dElight, 


Bickcrsteth.  D.  D..  From   Year  to  Fear,  1883, 

There  il  is  assigned  to  the  first  Sunday  after 
Giristmas.  We  recognize  it  instantly  as  an 
exquisite  and  almost  literal  rendering  of  cer- 
tain verses  in  Psalm  90,  and  yet  the  author 
added  a  reference  to  Isaiah  40:8.  as  having 
su^esced  It. 

Dr.  Bickersteth  was  born  in  Islington,  Lon- 
don. January  25,  1815.  Graduating  from 
Trinity  College.  Cambridge.  1847,  he  soon 
became  curate  of  the  church  in  Banningham, 
Norfolk.  England,  and  afterward  of  that  in 
Tonbridge  Wells.  His  next  removal  made 
hira  the  rector  of  Hinton  Martell  in  Dorset, 
and  then  in  185s  he  received  the  incumbency 
of  Christ  Church.  Hampstead.  There  he 
wrote  most  of  the  hymns  which  have  found 
their  way  into  use.  The  contributions  to  the 
»er\-ice  of  song  in  the  house  of  God,  which 
this  author  made,  have  been  varied  and  val- 
uable :  and  yet  his  name  is  not  to  be  found  in 
any  one  of  the  three  lists  of  first-class,  sec- 
ond-class, or  third-class  compositions  men- 
tioned in  Anglican  Hymnology.  From  the 
large  majority  of  the  hvmnals  used  in  the 
British  Empire  his  work  seems  to  be  con- 
spicuously absent. 

In  rSSs  this  author  received  the  degree  of 
Doctor  of  Divinity  by  the  grace  of  Cambridge 
University,  and  that  season  also  he  became 
!>ean  of  (Gloucester  Cathedral ;  then  he  was 
suddenly  called  to  the  bishopric  of  Exeter,  to 
which  he  was  consecrated  thai  same  year. 
Still  full  of  life  and  poetr>'  and  usefulness,  he 
resides  at  the  palace,  one  of  England's  most 
popular  and  beloved  prelates  in  the  Estab- 
lished Church. 


This  hymn  was  found  in  the  ColUcHon  of 
the  English  Presbyterian  Church.  1867  ;  taken 
from  that  into  LautUs  Domini,  it  was  intro- 
duced to  the  American  public.  Though  the 
name  of  the  author  of  it  is  vailed  in  obscuri- 
ty, and  even  that  of  the  translator  is  unknown, 
still  the  song  has  become  familiar  with  us  and 
is  growing  welcome  in  the  hymnals  of  all  the 
churches.  It  has  no  data  beyond  this: 
"  Dutch  Hymn," 

240  Smtttign  Lour.  7>,  te.  D. 


The  worffliad"el^nl'h?Blled  m«. 

To  heavenly  glohM  blind. 
My  h«n  owns  none  above  ihee; 

For  Ihy  rich  grace  I  Ihinl; 
This  ki.owlnB— if  I  love  Ihee, 

Thou  must  have  loved  me  firsl, 

This  hymn  was  written  by  Josiah  Conder, 
and  is  interesting  as  showing  that  one  of  the 
most  rugged  doctrines  of  the  Calvinistic  the- 
ology can  be  set  to  music  and  sung  with  good 
riiytnm.  It  is  a  singular  thing  to  lind  one  in- 
spired writer  calling  another  "  bold."  But 
this  is  what  Paul  once  w  rote :  "  Esaias  is 
very  bold,  and  saith,  I  was  found  of  them 
that  sought  me  not ;  I  was  made  manifest 
unto  them  that  asked  not  after  me."  A 
quotation  with  appro\al  signiries  agreement. 
John  takes  up  the  same  theme,  and  goes  a 
step  further :  he  asserts  that  our  feeling  is  the 
result  of  God's :  ■■  We  lo\e  him  because  he 
first  loved  us,"  It  requires  a  positive  effort 
to  open  our  minds  to  a  thought  so  stupen- 
dous, namely,  that  the  Almighty  is  really 
found  sometimes  by  those  tt'ho  are  not  ex- 
pfcrimentally  seeking  him.  That  is  10  say, 
there  is  a  sovereign  love  of  God  which  goes 
out  after  a  human  soul  before  that  soul  has 
even  so  far  started  out  for  Cod  as  to  wish  for 
him.  That  is  the  moment  in  which  one  can 
be  certainly  saved.  Procrastination  is  peril- 
ous.    The  old  Spanish  proverb  says, "  The 


N. 


"s         ^ 


%^ 


^*    ^ 


X^ 
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:v<  for  R-li^nous  work  of  a.  literary  kiiid. 
.  •.  i»y  t'(lLiraii<»n  and  natural  ta>tf*«  he 
•    ..i-^v.rahly  adapted.       \\  hile  a    br.y   he 
^   .  ^;>reiuire(l  to  a  linen-draper  in  Londofi ; 
.      ■  ;  \"i  and  tliere  at  the  aj^e  of  fourteen  he 
•  .^/.'.ed  articles  of   real   merit  to  various 
^■.    a's.  and  by  the  proceeds  from  them 
i----.d  in  the  supj)ort  of  his  sister  and  his 
-.7.     Kdiuated  at  Daventr)-  as  a  dis^tnt- 
•^  ■•.:ni>ter.  he  was  settled    sueoessi\<!y  r.t 
^.     .'in-  in  Yorkshire,  at  London,  at  Sidh'.ir)- 
.  .  "A  Devonsliire.  and  at   IJath.     Wh.ile  at 
^  •  •■.:ry  he  issued  a  volume  of  his    London 
-»••  ■•V'!:s,  addin;^  to  each  discourse  a  **  suita- 
'  .'   "'.mn  "  of  his  own  composition,  with  the 
-   .;^cstion  that  it  he  sunvi  after  the  exj>(i>-.tii'n 
'.».;   Iven   read,  aloud   in   the   family.     'Vht.v. 
'  vVAed   all   sorts   of   useful  and    dev.itioi:al 
.\  •:%»<.   iniiudinv!  a   I-'attiilv   I!/Mi\  ediud  «  n 
4*    t^riy^nnal    plan.       His    lyric    composit'- n'^ 
•.••.nher  over  one  hundred:  r>f  these  the  «  :; 
■'.  w  before  us  is  sinj^ularly  feliiMtous  in  \-^-\\\ 
.■•.>iivdit    and  expression,   combinini^   in   tin* 
••\">>t  charminj^  poetical   form   tlie   subiimcNt 
»'«-iu*ejnion  of  the  un.searchableness  of   (hhI 
w.::ithe  tenderest  emotion  of   love   towards 
:;':n  and  faith  in  his  wisdom  and  power. 
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(fOi)of  my  lilt",  t«»  ihrt*  Ik'Iouk 
Tlir  nr.iti-tul  hcail.  the  jnylul  srnij:  ; 
'I'mui  lutl  l»>  th>  I<»vf.  c.n  ii  iiiTii  ml  chord 
ReMMiinN  tht  •^miiiJtk'ss  i.if  llic  I.oni. 

2  W\  \vli>  ,  tlt-nr  I.ni.j.  tliis  U-inli-r  cite? 
\\h\  rlnth  tin  luiixl  so  kiiiilU  rear 

A  uni-Kss  c'.nnlx.'icr  ni  tin;  >;^">'"nil, 
Oil  wliii  h  so  liule  fiiiit  is  t'liUTul  ? 

3  Sliil  Itl  lh«  barii-ii  fii:-trcr  st.nul 
I'plulil  an«l  fovirfil  b\  thy  hand  ; 
An-i  *.<t  itH  I'lirt  .iinl  vorduro  be 

A  };r.'itilu;  tiilHitf.  Lord,  to  thcc. 

In  the  library  *A  \;\\v  C'olleij:e  there  art  l«' 
be-  found,  anion;;  others.  f<»nr  old  m;inu- 
sirij>ts.  ui'.iili  i  (luiain  the  oriv;inal  hyu'.iis  nf 
Miss  r.Ii/alv!  !i  Scmii.  ilu-  author  of  the  p  ♦■.(• 
now  bifore  us.  she  wa^  ih.e  dauyihter  ot  rh.e 
Kev.  ihiinias  S<ott.  an  indt  pendent  m'U- 
istcr  at  Nfrwicli.  r.n;^land.  in  whit  h  town  she 
w.is  ])..rr..  a'»oiit  tlu-\c.ir  I7()S.  In  i~f;i  ^lie 
ma'-'-iil  I  •  1  r!is|;a  \\ -.'.iiam^.  who  was  l'r«-- 
i. !•.■'.:  I  t  ^'  ."f  ( 'o!".!-^*-.  a!id  .after  h«s  dc.ith  •-he 

i'\   tin    i  b'U.  William  .Sm.i:  . 

>li.    <!nil    at    Welherstu '-1. 

'■  \  \.  \"-'''.     .\  better  knov.  I- 

•  s   ;  t,    ;.,i,i  t  h.;ir:icier   i-*  r«» 

:■•!■{  ; •■tapli    th.an  fn-m  tlie 

••.;■■  ;.i!i'  ■■  ■!>  bit^i^rapbcrs.  'or 

I   ^  ■<•   .\  1-  ■•  a  '..uly  ««f  v^!-.  It 

■A  '  li.,.  .  t.xtensi\e  acij-.-.i-m- 

.i:ui-.   a    ;«j  ;-i  fa'-;-^    ti'v.il.   ar.i!    '^coii    iudvi- 


^ .  ■■  i.. 
....  I 


b'.T.i:*  I- 

..!-■■  .■•  "Ii--  ■■ 
1"   .  !m  .■■-■!  • 

■  •  »  I  \  <»  I  ■ !    "  I  ' 

•  1    II '  ■  "'■ "     ■  ■''i ' 

■  I  ill.  t.^^    ii..*. 
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nent ;  of  abounding  charity,  and  unaffected 
)icty  and  devotion,  adorned  with  every  rec- 
wnmending  excellency.  Few  lived  more 
stccmed  and  loved  or  died  more  lamented." 
This  hymn  was  first  published  in  Ash  and 
Evan's  Collection  of  Hymns,  1 769,  and  was 
entitled  **  On  Recovery  from  Sickness."  But 
few  of  Miss  Scott's  lyrics  are  in  common  use 
now,  although  she  wrote  more  than  a  hun- 
dred. 

250  MysUty.  L.  M. 

Wait,  O  my  soul !  thy  Maker's  will  ; 
Tumultuous  passions,  all  he  still  ! 
Nor  let  a  murmuring  thought  arise  ; 
His  w;<ys  are  just,  his  counsels  wise. 

2  He  in  the  thickest  darkness  dwells, 
Performs  his  work,  the  cause  conceals  ; 
But.  though  his  methods  are  unknown. 
Judgment  and  truth  support  his  throne. 

3  In  heaven,  and  earth,  and  air,  and  seas, 
He  executes  his  firm  decrees  ; 

And  by  his  saints  it  stands  confessed 
That  what  he  does  is  ever  best. 

4  Wail,  then,  my  soul  !  submissive  wait, 
Prostrate  before  his  awful  seat  • 

And,  'mid  the  terrors  of  his  rod,  • 

I'rust  in  a  wise  and  gracious  God. 

This  is  another  of  the  hymns  of  Rev.  Ben- 
jamin Beddome.  taken  from  his  Hymns 
Adapted  to  Public  Worship  or  Family  De- 
votion, 1 8 18.  It  will  tind  an  illustration  in 
the  poetical  simile  of  Jean  Paul  Richter: 
"  The  earth  is  ever>'  day  overspread  with  the 
vail  of  night,  for  the  same  reason  that  the 
cages  of  birds  are  darkened  ;  so  that  we  may 
more  readily  apprehend  the  higher  harmonies 
of  thought  in  the  hush  and  stillness  of  dark- 
ness." 
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Omniscience. — Psa.  139, 


L.  M. 

Lord  !  thou  hast  searched  and  seen  me  through  ; 
Thine  eye  commands,  with  piercing  view, 
My  rising  and  my  resting  hours. 
My  heart  and  flesh,  with  all  their  powers. 

2  My  thoughts,  before  they  are  my  own. 
Are  to  my  God  distinctly  known  ; 

He  knows  the  words  I  mean  to  speak 
Ere  from  my  opening  lips  they  break. 

3  Within  thv  circling  power  I  stand  ; 
On  every  side  I  find  thy  hand  ; 
Awake,  asleep,  at  home,  abroad, 

I  am  surrounded  still  with  God. 

4  Amazing  knowledge,  vast  and  great ! 
What  large  extent  !  what  loftv  height  ! 
My  soul,  with  all  the  powers  \  boast. 
Is  in  the  boundless  prospect  lost. 

J  Oh,  may  these  thoughts  possess  my  breast, 
vVhere'cr  I  rove,  where'er  1  rest  : 
Nor  let  my  weaker  passions  dare 
Consent  to  sin.  for  God  is  there. 

Dr.  Isaac  Watts  has  given  this  as  his  ver- 
sion of  Psalm  139,  L.  M..  First  Part.  As  a 
whole  it  has  thirteen  stanzas,  out  of  which 


these  five  are  usually  chosen  to  be  sung. 
The  point  of  admonition  in  this  inspired 
poem  is  well  enforced  by  the  last  stanza  of 
our  version.  God  sees  every  sin ;  therefore 
let  not  men  dare  to  consent  to  sin.  I  hon- 
estly and  sorrowfully  believe  there  is  no  per- 
son in  any  intelligent  community,  informed 
enough  to  understand  how  search ingly  the 
law  of  God  lays  hold  upon  motives  ancl  pur- 
poses, and  all  the  hidden  movements  of  the 
mind,  who  cannot  even  now  recall  the  day 
and  the  hour  when  his  will  crossed  God's 
will  in  an  actual  experience  of  speech  or  of 
deed,  and  he  determined  to  have  his  own 
way — did  have  it — and  knows  now,  this  very 
moment,  that  in  that  decision  and  behavior 
he  deliberately  sinned  against  the  God  of 
heaven.  To  many  of  us  there  are  faces  on 
earth,  living  somewhere,  near  or  distant, 
which  we  desire  never  to  behold  again ;  faces, 
for  example,  which  seen  in  our  business 
haunts  or  social  circles,  and  likely  to  claim 
old  acquaintance  with  us,  would  mantle  our 
cheeks  with  shame.  There  are  tongues 
which  could  si>eak  in  some  ears  only  a  few 
words  of  recollection  and  recall  that  we 
would  give  the  world  rather  than  have  whis- 
pered in  the  presence  of  those  friends  who 
respect  us  and  trust  us  to-day.  Do  you  sup- 
pose King  David  was  the  only  man  that  ever 
lived  who  could  pray,  or  has  prayed,  in  an 
abashed  wonder  at  his  own  disclosed,  historv : 
"  Remember  not  the  sins  of  my  youth,  nor 
my  transgressions :  according  to  thy  mercy 
remember  thou  me,  for  thy  goodness'  sake, 
O  Lord  "  } 

252  Faithfulness.  L.  M. 

Oh,  for  a  strong,  a  lasting  faith 
To  credit  what  the  Almighiv  sailh  ! 
To  embrace  the  message  of  his  Son  ! 
And  call  the  joys  of  heaven  our  own  ! 

2  Then  should  the  earth's  old  pillars  shake. 
And  all  the  wheels  of  nature  break, 
Our  steadv  souls  should  fear  no  more 
Than  solid  rocks  when  billows  roar. 

This  brief  little  hvmn  is  taken  from  Dr. 
Isaac  Watts*  Book  II..  where  it  is  No.  60.  It 
consists  of  eight  somewhat  "  ruinable  "  stan- 
zas, commencing  with  the  line,  *'  Praise,  ever- 
lasting praise,  be  paid;"  these  which  are 
chosen  here  are  the  sixth  and  seventh,  and 
the  best.  The  title  aft'ixed  to  the  whole  is : 
*'The  Truth  of  God  the  Promiser;  or.  The 
Promises  are  our  Security." 

When  the  great  traveler.  Baron  Humboldt, 
was  journeying  in  South  America,  there  came 
one  day  a  sudden  stillness  in  the  air  which 
seemed  like  a  hush  over  all  nature.  But  this 
was  followed  by  a  fearful  con\*ulsion  of  the 

S 


i;i>l>:— THE  FATHER. 


wiiuh  -M^W  ,i"l  !H\Mt*  t]u^«:  and 
tvili  iclK  L<^  I1..1  ilK-  vMithqiMk«  within 
til  n.is  .i>  ^iv.ti  Mi  t!\U  II)  the  world 
11  \,i  riix  .mI  »».■»»  ol  th*  safety  of 
.mil  S4,.v  viv>*n'\v\l  m  a  nuiment. 
I  V  i'^  '<■  ■■■*<  f>il'*  Ki  Mfrty?  The 
.lm.^tl•v  '\\^ii>j£  :iKv  <,liunkn)  nwn.the 
.  «.n    ■!>•  ^vuixc.  I*"*  if>^v  wrrf  tram- 

111.1  Mauij;,  (itO  iln-  ^lv^•»  were  over- 
I  1  '1. 11  'til  ith-ktj^hit  tiimrO  to  the 
.,n    .•     I  \».l  iW     Sl>L|w  whiih  iust 

«>.,  liMiiii^  wvmvh  I'll  its  surface 
!.'»    .11    .s  1,111^  III  itH- viikIs.    Thus.at 

•. .  ii.i.  lu  It  ;is  u>  h\-  ■■  KH>kpil  up,  and 
,,(  i.hii  til.    liv.i>vit»  »v'tr  viUni   and 

.  ,,i.>it Litl  i>>  itK-  ivMitul  Mvi  trembling 
I  <t  u'  \ii>'n  tiMi.  'itit-ii^h  the  moun- 
>,  n.ii.-t.ti  iikI  v.imW  into  the  midst 
.1.1.  liiid  til-  xtutH'  ihii))>N  whii'h  can- 
Ill, 'I.. 1  I  '1.  w  .tivH'iiu-  i>f  the  things 
.  n.  i.'i  :■.    -;i.U.  I'    ■■  1  veu  fnim  eitr- 

,,.  ,...; ujj  i;..-.!  .«in:.tl.'    "Thy 

..i".,«.i.,^  kiiiKil'-ui."    "The 

i    i:>,    I  .  ..I   A  (i»iu  rvcrlusting  to 


we  lirst  of  all  bow  in  the  presence  of  the  In- 
finite One,  and  thus  recognize  his  sovereignty, 
superlative  wisdom,  and  beneficence.  The 
great  man  then  uncovered,  and  in  the  pres- 
ence of  all  bowed  his  head  and  stood  motion- 
less and  silent  for  the  space  of  three  minutes, 
It  was  a  solemn  scene,  and  made  a  profound 
impression  upon  all  present.  In  no  other  in- 
stance was  the  philosopher  known  to  engage 
in  any  outward  act  of  devotion  in  public. 
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high. 


WilhulUlie-. ,, 

And  i|)angled  heavens,  ■  ■hinins  (nmt. 
Their  great  Orig;ina]  jjrocl»im : 
The  unwearied  Mn.  ffom  day  to  day, 
Doei  his  Creator's  power  diqilay. 

Tb*  work  of  an  ilmighiy  hand. 

3  Soon  as  Ihe  evening  shades  pievail 

The  niDon  tslces  up  the  wondrous  lale ; 

And  nighlly,  to  the  limlening  Mrth, 

Kepeau  Ibe  story  of  her  birth  : 

Wfiile  all  the  sUrt  Ihal  round  her  hnm. 

And  all  the  planets  in  Ihcir  Inm, 

Confirm  the  tiding*  as  (iMy  roll. 

And  spread  the  Inith  from  pole  to  pole. 

iWhat  Ihongh  in  solema  silence,  all 
ove  round  the  dark  lerresltial  bull— 
What  though  no  real  voice  nor  sound 


t   li>' 


r  title  a 


I  \Villi.iiiis.  whom 
ll   I.  t.ninik-(l   ii|M)n 

vMii'liiiiK  llnd  out 
111,-  .\lmi|;luy  unto 
tiiii.iiiii.ilist,  A^as- 

.11 1  .intfmcnts  for 


ll  Ill-lot 


It  I'ei 


.  gathered 
I  III  ilii'  tiuililing  (Icdi- 
,,•,>!•,■  In  tlu-m  of  the 
,  illi'it  ilinu  t.»Kethcr. 

■  about 


"The  hand  t^at  ma.lc  us  is  divine." 


The  name  of  Joseph  Addison  belongs 
rather  to  the  realm  of  literature  than  to  that 
<  mil'  thr  secrets  of  of  hmnology.  He  was  bom  at  Milston.  in 
j>1iii  i»i»l  purpose  of  WilLshire.  F:ngland.  May  i.  1673.  His  father 
Mr.H'''l  1"  <t>c  struc-  was  Rev.  Ijunceloc  Addison,  subsequcntly 
iitiiv  mvaiiisms.  was  the  Dean  of  Lichtield.  His  mother  was  the 
.iihl  hriHf,  he  re-  sister  of  the  Uishop  o(  Bristol,  William  Gul- 
.«iul  .iii|m'|iriate  that     ston.    So  the  bd  grew  up  with  no  love  for 
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:  Puritans,  but  with  a  bigoted  attachment 
Episcopacy  and  the  aristocracy  with  which 
was  associated.  Educated  at  Oxford, 
was  at  once  placed  in  the  front  rank  of 
iters  in  English  prose.  He  was  married 
Charlotte,  the  Countess  of  Warwick,  and 
er  holding  minor  offices  under  the  govem- 
tit,  he  was  at  last  advanced  to  the  position 
Assistant  Secretary  of  State.  In  connec- 
n  with  Sir  Richard  Steele  he  established 
;  spectator :  his  essays  in  this  periodical 
in  down  to  our  own  day  are  reckoned 
long  the  finest  productions  in  the  language, 
s  health  was  not  robust ;  he  was  afflicted 
th  asthma  and  with  dropsy.  He  died 
ne  17,  1 7 19,  at  the  age  of  49,  at  Holland 
)usc.  His  body  lay  irh  state  in  the  Jerusa- 
n  Chamber  of  Westminster  Abbey.  The 
et  Young  says  that  in  his  dying  moments 
sent  for  the  Earl  of  Warwick,  and  said  to 
n. "  See   in   what   peace  a    Christian  can 

*  • 

The  hymn  now  before  us  is  his  version  of 
aim  19;  it  was  published  in  the  Spectator, 
).  465,  August  23,  1712.  He  wrote  only 
e  hymns,  but  these  have  all  been  preserved, 
d  are  in  many  hymnals  yet. 


In  the  Seasons. 


L.M.  D. 


Eternal  Source  of  every  joy. 
Well  may  thy  praise  our  lips  employ, 
While  in  thy  temple  we  appear, 
To  hail  thee,  sovereign  of  the  year  I 
Wide  as  the  wheels  of  nature  fnll. 
Thy  hand  supports  and  guides  the  wliole. 
The  sun  is  taught  by  thee  to  rise. 
And  darkness  when  to  vail  the  skies. 

a  The  flowery  spring  at  thy  command 
Perfumes  the  air,  acloms  the  land  ; 
The  summer  rays  with  vigor  shine, 
To  raise  the  corn,  to  cheer  the  vine. 
Thy  hand,  in  nutumn.  richly  pours 
Through  all  our  coasts  redundant  stores  : 
And  winters,  softened  by  thy  care. 
No  more  the  face  of  horror  wear. 

3  Seasons  and  months,  and  weeks  and  days, 
Demand  successive  songs  of  praise  ; 
And  be  the  grateful  homage  paid. 
With  morning  light  and  evening  shade. 
Here  in  thy  bouse  let  incense  rise, 
And  circling  Sabbaths  bless  our  eyes, 
Till  to  those  lofty  heights  we  soar 
Where  days  and  years  revolve  no  more. 

liis  is  taken  from  Dr.  Philip  Doddridge's 
mns  Founded  on  Various  Texts  in  the 
y  Scriptures,  1755.  It  is  entitled:  "For 
V  Year's  Day.  The  Year  Crowned  with 
Divine  Goodness  :  Psalm  65  : 1 1."  It  is 
wise  to  think  lightly  of  the  teachings 
ch  we  receive  from  the  mute  world 
jnd  us,  and  insist  that  they  are  addressed 
"c  to  the  poetic  sentiment  than  to  the 
onable  understanding.  For  it  is  of  no 
sequence  that  this  should  be  contradicted. 


It  is  the  conscience  of  each  human  being 
which  is  to  be  finally  reached  in  order  that 
his  stubborn  will  should  be  moved;  and  it 
matters  nothing  through  what  avenue  the 
moral  instruction  arrives.  Most  of  us  remem- 
ber that,  when  Diabolus  besieged  Mansoul  in 
the  Holy  War,  he  tried  Eye-gate  as  well  as 
Ear-gate  in  his  approaches;  and  Immanuel 
recaptured  it  in  a  similar  way.  Nature  comes 
before  our  open  eyes,  Revelation  before  our 
open  ears;  but  both  are  seeking  the  heart. 
Hence,  some  of  our  finest  conceptions  of 
spiritual  truth  come  from  our  every-day  dis- 
closures of  material  order  and  beauty.  "  Fa- 
ther," said  a  small  Swedish  child  once,  who 
had  been  gazing  at  the  stars,  "  1  have  been 
thinking  ihax,  if  the  wrong  side  of  heaven  is 
so  very  beautiful,  what  must  the  right  side 
be!" 
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Lord  of  all  being,  throned  afar. 
Thy  glory  flames  from  tuirand  star ; 
Center  and  soul  of  every  sphere, 
Yet  to  each  loving  heart  how  near  I 

a  Sun  of  our  life,  thv  quickening  ray 
Sheds  on  our  path  the  glow  of  dav  ; 
Star  of  our  hope,  thy  softened  li^nt 
Cheers  the  long  vratches  of  the  night. 

3  Our  midnight  is  thy  smile  withdrawn  ; 
Our  noontide  is  thy  gracious  dawn  ; 
Our  rainbow  arch  thy  mercy's  sign  : 
All,  save  the  clouds  of  sin,  are  thine  I 

4  Lord  of  all  life,  below,  above, 

Whose  light  is  truth,  whose  warmth  is  love. 
Before  thy  ever-blaxmg  throne 
We  ask  no  luster  of  our  own. 

5  Grant  us  thy  truth  to  make  us  free. 
And  kindlin{[^  hearts  that  bum  for  thee, 
Till  all  thy  living  altars  claim 

One  holy  light,  one  heavenly  flame  ! 

Dr.  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  has  enriched 
the  hymnody  of  the  churches  unth  a  few  of  its 
very  finest  hymns.  He  calls  this  one  by  a 
name  singularly  appropriate,  and  just  as  sin- 
gularly characteristic  —  **  A  Sun-day  Hymn." 
It  was  written  in  1848,  and  was  used  in  the 
Atlantic  Monthly  to  close  the  last  chapter  of 
The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast  Table  in  De- 
cember, 1859.  The  final  words  are  these: 
"And  so  my  year's  record  is  finished.  Thanks 
to  all  those  friends  who  from  time  to  time 
have  sent  their  messages  of  kindly  recognition 
and  fellow-feeling.  Peace  to  all  such  as  may 
have  been  vexed  in  spirit  by  any  utterance  the 
pages  have  repeated.  They  will  doubtless 
forget  for  the  moment  the  difference  in  the 
hues  of  truth  we  look  at  through  our  human 
prisms,  and  join  in  singing  (inwardly)  this 
hymn  to  the  Source  of  the  light  we  all  need 
to  lead  us,  and  the  warmth  w-nich  alone  can 
make  us  all  brothers." 


GOD:— THE  FATHER. 


i;;": 


illicit  sc-rap-book  which  has 
v  iri-|il  iil'itij,'  with  me  over  the  corduroy 
III  III  my  lifi-  thus  far  I  now  extract  a  news- 
ier rli)i|iiiiK  worth  ouoting  for  my  present 
■il  ■■  I  llivrr  Wriidell  Holmes  was  bom  in 
i.iliriilj-r,  Mnss.,  August  29,  1809,  and  of 
II M-  is  now  (iirty-iwo  years  old.  He  grad- 
iil  a!  Iliirviird  University  in  1829,  and 
.Illy  iiluT  c-iminenced  the  study  of  law; 
Ki  iiiri),'  tired  of  that  for  some  reason,  he 
.1  It  iiii,  ;md  with  characteristic  diligence 
iliiil  hmisilf  to  the  study  of  medicine,  and 

II  Mil  h  sucifss  that  he  was  selected  as 
1  lii-r  I'f  anatomy  and  physiology  in  the 
ilii  ,>!  d.-pnrtmcnt  of  l>artm'outh  College,  a 
■Kiiiii   ivliiili  lie  honorably  and  satisfacto- 

nii-ii.iiiiril  for  about  one  year.  He  has 
ir  II I  iiiilv  held  the  professorship  o(  these 

III  IT  in  ll.irvrtrd  University.  He  does 
n'liry  hiniM-ll  with  the  faiigu'_'s  of  regti- 

[ii. 11  till-,  bill  in  the  summer  quietly  pur- 
s  Mil-  iii'iipiiiion  of  a  farmer  up  in  Kcrk- 
II-  t  iiudlv.iii  ihis  StatelMass.J.cuitivaling 
liis  hue,  and  poetry'  with  his 
pins  with  the  productions  of 
III-  |)ublic  with  the  productions 
■liiirt,  he  so  mixes  up  his  (wcu- 
witty  knight  of  the  quill,  that 
to  his  neighbors  how  he  tnan- 


ages  to  know  his  head  from  a  hill  of  beans !' 
In  fierson  Dr.  Holmes  is  of  a  petite  size,  short, 
slim,  but  is  quick  and  active  in  his  motions 
and  lively  and  entertaining  in  his   convcrsa- 


This  slip  contains  only  two  mistakes,  and 
these  I  have  carefully  corrected,  being  now 
more  than  forty  years  older  than  I  must  ha\-e 
been  when  I  pasted  it  in,  and  knowing  better 
the  value  of  accuracy  in  public  print  than  I 
once  did.  And  from  the  same  scrap-book  I 
bring  out  another ;  I  do  not  know  who  wrote 
either  of  them :  "  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes 
reached  the  age  of  eighty  years  on  Thursday, 
August  29,  He  is  a  few  days  younger  than 
Tennyson,  England's  poet  laureate,  who  at- 
tained the  age  of  eighty  August  6.  I>r. 
Holmes  as  poet,  essayist,  novelist,  has  won  a 
name  in  literature  that  will  not  be  forgotten. 
He  gained  it  not  by  bribery,  intrigue,  or  im- 
pudent pushing,  but  by  patient  industry  and 
spotless  integrity.  He  is  honored  throughout 
the  whole  country.  Hehasdonemuch  togive 
our  country  a  literary  reputation  abroad.  He 
owes  nothing  of  his  reputation  to  wealth  or 
political  honors.  He  is  a  private  citizen,  seek- 
ing no  notoriety,  but  he  is  esteemed  and  be- 
loved for  his  genial  disposition,  hearty  sym- 
pathy for  what  is  beautiful,  true,  ana  good. 
and  his  love  of  humanity.  He  received  con- 
gratulations on  his  birthday  from  his  survi- 
ving Harvard  classmates  and  from  many  who 
are  eminent  in  literature.     His  contemporarj- 

Koet.  Whittier,  two  years  his  senior,  greeted 
im  thus : 

" '  climhing  the  path  II 
We  heard  behiiid  1.. 


I.  Mauding  bcrt 


He.^1 


U  Breakfast  of  the  t 


milH  Biid  tean  Ih 


iryniiEhe 

There  is  a  third  clipping  that  looks  rather 
fresh  on  the  whole ;  and  it  says  for  itself  that 
it  came  from  the  Cliicat^o  Mail.  Like  the 
other  two  it  omits  the  somewhat  interesting 
fact  that  this  great,  good,  little  man  is  the  son 
of  a  Congregation.il  <!erg>'man  settled  in  the 
first  parish  of  Cambridge,  where  he  was  bom 
It  dates,  however,  twelve  months  further 
along,  and  gives  some  more  particulars  of  tht 
poet's  way  <jf  living,  which  may  be  of  use  to 
growing  people  in  times  yet  to  come.  "Oliver 
Wendell  Holmi.-s  thinks  that  he  owes  his  good 
health  and  the  retention  of  his  mental  vigor,  in 


ATTRIBUTES. 


117 


his  eighty-first  year,  to  the  extreme  care  he 
has  lone  taken  of  himself.  Never  robust,  he 
was  still  wiry  in  his  earlier  and  maturer  life ; 
but  since  he  reached  eighty  his  hygienic  vig- 
ilance is  unceasing.  The  rooms  that  he  daily 
occupies  are  equipped  with  barometers,  ther- 
mometers, aerometers,  all  kinds  of  instru- 
ments, in  short,  to  prevent  his  incurring  the 
slig^htest  risk  of  taking  cold.  He  knows  that 
pneumonia  is  the  most  formidable  foe  of  old 
<^e.  and  he  is  determined  to  keep  it  at  a  dis- 
tance, if  possible.  He  never  gets  up  until  he 
knows  the  exact  temperature,  during  winter, 
or  takes  his  bath  without  having  the  water 
accurately  tested.  He  lives  by  rule,  and  the 
rule  is  inflexible.  His  time  is  scrupulously 
dhrided — so  much  allotted  to  reading,  so  much 
to  writing,  so  much  to  exercise,  so  much  to 
recreation.  H is  meals  are  studies  of  prudence 
and  digestion.  He  understands  the  specific 
qualities  of  all  ordinary  foods,  and  never  de- 
parts from  the  severest  discretion  in  eating. 
One  might  think  that  it  would  be  a  serious  in- 
fliction to  keep  up  existence  by  such  precise, 
unvarying  methods.  But  the  little  doctor  en- 
joys them,  having  settled  firmly  in  these  habits 
years  ago.  Philosophic  as  he  is  about  death, 
DC  has  an  eager  curiosity  to  see  how  long  he 
can  live  by  following  the  laws  he  has  vigor- 
ously prescribed  for  himself.  He  has  long 
had  various  theories  on  the  subject  of  health 
and  longevity,  and  he  relishes  exp>erimenting 
upon  himself.  He  thinks  sometimes  that  he 
may  attain  one  hundred,  which  he  would 
dearly  like,  if  he  could  retain,  as  he  has  re- 
tained thus  far,  the  full  possession  of  all  his 
faculties." 


Providence. 


L.  M. 


Lord,  how  mysterious  are  thy  ways  ! 
How  blind  are  we.  how  mean  our  praise  ! 
Thy  steps  no  mortal  eyes  explore  ; 
'T  IS  ours  to  wonder  and  adore. 

3  Great  God  !  I  do  not  ask  to  see 
What  in  futurity  shall  be  ; 
Let  liR^ht  and  bliss  attend  my  days, 
And  then  my  future  hours  be  praise. 

3  Are  darkness  and  distress  my  share  ? 
Give  me  to  trust  thy  guardian  care  ; 
Enough  for  me,  if  love  divine 

At  length  through  every  cloud  shall  shine. 

4  Yet  this  my  soul  desires  to  know, 
Be  this  my  only  wish  below  ; 

That  Christ  is  mine ! — this  great  request. 
Grant,  bounteous  God,  and  1  am  blest ! 

This  is  one  of  the  best  of  Miss  Anne 
Steele's  hymns.  It  is  as  usual  from  Poems  by 
Tkeodosia,  1760.  It  suggests  a  single  re- 
mark once  made  by  Rev.  Frederick  W.  Faber, 
D.  D.,  when  preaching :  he  was  commenting 
upon  the  petulance  and  dissatisfaction  which 


were  likely  to  follow  the  constant  straining 
after  information  concerning  the  purposes  and 
plans  and  foreordinations  and  decrees  of  our 
Maker,  and  this  was  his  very  wise  conclusion 
for  himself  and  his  recommendation  to  others : 
"  The  surest  method  of  arriving  at  a  knowl- 
edge of  God's  eternal  purposes  about  us  is  to 
be  found  in  the  right  use  of  the  present  mo- 
ment. Each  hour  comes  with  some  little 
fagot  of  God's  will  fastened  upon  its  back." 


Sovereignty, 


L.M. 


'    Lord,  my  weak  thought  in  vain  would  climb 
To  searcii  the  starry  vault  profound  ; 
In  vain  would  wing  her  flight  sublime 
To  find  creation's  outmost  bound. 

3  But  weaker  yet  that  thought  must  prove 
To  search  thy  great  eternal  plan— 

Thy  sovereign  counsels,  born  of  love 
Long  ages  ere  the  world  began. 

3  When  my  dim  reason  would  demand 
Why  that,  or  this,  thou  dost  ordain, 

By  some  vast  deep  1  seem  to  stand. 
Whose  secrets  I  must  ask  in  vain. 

4  When  doubts  disturb  my  troubled  breast. 
And  all  is  dark  as  night  to  me, 

Here,  as  on  solid  rock,  I  rest ; 
That  so  it  seemeth  good  to  thee. 

5  Be  this  my  joy,  that  evermore 
Thou  rulest  all  things  at  thy  will : 

Thy  sovereign  wisdom  I  adore. 
And  calmly,  sweetly,  trust  thee  still. 

This  hymn  of  Dr.  Ray  Palmer  is  based 
upon  Romans  11  :  33 :  "On,  the  depth  of  the 
riches  both  of  the  wisdom  and  knowledge  of 
God !  how  unsearchable  are  his  judgments, 
and  his  ways  past  finding  out !"  It  was  com- 
posed in  1850,  when  he'  was  in  the  midst  of 
an  experience  of  great  personal  suffering  from 
ill  health,  which  rendered  him  a  helpless  in- 
valid for  a  season.  It  appeared  first  in  the 
Sabbath  Hymn  and  Tune  Book,  1858.  In  it 
the  writer's  trust  in  God's  sovereignty  is  beau- 
tifully expressed :  but  he  admiLs  that  in  some 
phases  of  its  manifestation  he  finds  inscrutable 
mysteries.  One  becomes  wearied  with  the 
exercise  of  his  reason,  and  settles  down  only 
upon  an  unswer\ing  faith.  Here,  as  on  solid 
rock,  he  rests.  Such  a  hymn  is  worthy  of  the 
author  of  **  My  faith  looks  up  to  thee." 
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Providence, 


C  M.  D. 


While  thee  I  seek,  protecting  Power  I 

Be  my  vain  wishes  stilled  .- 
And  mav  this  consecrated  hour 

With  Setter  hopes  be  filled  ; 
Thy  love  the  power  of  thought  bestowed  ; 

To  thee  my  thoughts  would  soar: 
Thy  mercy  o'er  my  life  has  flowed  ; 

That  mercy  I  adore. 

3  In  each  event  of  life  how  clear 

Thy  ruling  hand  I  see  ! 
Each  blessing  to  my  soul  more  dear 

Because  conferred  by  thee. 
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In  every  joy  that  crowns  my  days, 

In  every  pain  I  bear. 
My  heart  shall  find  delight  in  praise 

Or  seek  relief  in  prayer. 

3  When  gladness  wings  my  favored  hour, 

Thy  love  my  thoughts  shall  fill ; 
Resigned,  when  storms  of  sorrow  lower, 

My  soul  shall  meet  thy  will. 
My  li fled  eye,  without  a  tear, 

The  gathenng  storm  shall  see  ; 
My  steadfast  heart  shall  know  no  fear  ; 

That  heart  will  rest  on  thee. 

Miss  Helen  Maria  Williams  was  born  in 
1762,  at  or  near  Berwick-on-Tweed,  in  the 
north  of  England ;  the  exact  locality  is  dis- 
puted, and  some  writers  continue  to  say  that 
she  first  saw  the  light  in  London.  At  an 
early  period  of  her  life  she  manifested  unusual 
literary  taste  and  gifts,  and  at  the  age  of 
twenty  entered  upon  a  career  of  authorship 
in  London,  instantly  taking  high  rank  as  a 
poetess,  1782.  Three  years  after  this  she 
removed  to  Paris,  where  thereafter  she  made 
her  permanent  residence.  It  was  not  long 
before  she  became  interested  in  the  stirring 
events  of  that  period,  and  she  engaged  her- 
self in  writing  books  and  articles  of  a  semi- 
political  character.  She  was  regarded  as 
being  in  sympathy  with  the  cause  of  the  Gi- 
rondists ;  this  may  account  for  the  fact  that 
she  was  imprisoned  during  the  Reign  of 
Terror,  and  kept  in  bonds  until  the  death  of 
Robespierre  in  1794. 

She  is  known  in  this  country  only  by  one 
hymn  which  bears  her  name.  Through 
those  stormy  years  it  is  best  to  believe  she 
felt  the  need  of  the  "protecting  Power" 
which  she  so  pathetically  invoked  in  these 
familiar  lines.  They  have  the  date  of  1786 
attached  to  them ;  it  is  early  among  the  dates 
of  disorder,  but  the  whole  hymn  has  a  pro- 
phetic instinct  that  shows  how  the  devotional 
trust  was  awakened  within  her  by  the  pain 
she  witnessed  and  afterwards  shared  when 
property  and  life  were  rendered  insecure. 
The  *•  gathering  storm  "  was  coming ;  and  it 
is  on  record  that  she  was  a  deeply  pious  wo- 
man, and  meant  well  according  to  her  light. 
She  remained  in  Paris  after  the  days  of  strife 
were  passed,  attending  with  her  mother  the 
ser\'ices  of  the  Protestant  church  where  such 
men  as  Monod  and  Paul  Rabaut  ministered. 
Little  can  be  learned  about  her  subsequent 
to  this;  she  died  December  14,  1827. 

260  Psalm  1 16.  C.  M. 

What  shall  I  render  to  my  God 

For  all  his  kindness  shown? 
Mv  feet  shall  visit  thine  abode. 

My  songs  address  thy  throne. 

7  Among  the  saints  that  fill  thine  house 

My  oneriiig  shall  be  paid  ; 
There  shall  my  zeal  perform  the  vows 

My  suul  in  anguish  made. 


3  How  much  is  mercy  thy  delight. 
Thou  ever  bless^  God  ! 

How  dear  thy  servants  in  thy  sight  I 
How  precious  is  their  blood  I 

4  How  happy  all  thy  servants  are  I 
How  great  thy  grace  to  me ! 

My  life,  which  thou  hast  made  thy  care. 
Lord,  I  devote  to  thee. 

We  have  here  another  of  Dr.  Isaac  Watts' 
cheery  and  bright  reminiscences  of  what  was 
doubtless  his  own  experience  in  many  an 
hour  of  grateful  acknowledpnent,  after  he 
had  come  up  from  illness.  It  is  his  paraphrase 
of  Psalm  116,  Second  Part,  C.  M.  The  first 
part  has  six  ordinary  stanzas,  and  is  entitled, 
'•  Recovery  from  Sickness."  This  has  an 
equal  number,  from  which  in  public  singing 
two  are  omitted,  and  is  entitled.  *•  Vows  Made 
in  Trouble  Paid  in  the  Church;  or,  Public 
Thanks  for  Private  Deliverance."  It  is  al- 
ways doubtful  how  much  of  one's  emotion 
on  such  occasions  can  fittingly  be  disclosed 
in  the  presence  of  others  who  may  not  know 
the  circumstances  thoroughly;  but  surely  a 
recognizable  profession  of  one's  gratitude  can 
never  be  wholly  out  of  taste.  A  strange 
discovery  to  the  most  of  us  it  is,  along  the 
line  of  these  studies,  that  so  many  of  the 
poets  of  the  Church  learned  their  songs  in 
the  hot  fires  of  pain  and  peril,  sometimes 
seeing  death  while  they  sang  of  the  land  the 
inhabitant  whereof  shall  never  say,  "  I  am 
sick." 

*'  It  is  a  solemn  thing  to  die,"  said  Schiller; 
**  but  it  is  a  more  solemn  thing  to  live."  We 
know  the  story  of  the  Scotch  mother  whose 
child  an  eagle  stole  away ;  half  maddened 
she  saw  the  bird  reach  its  eyrie  far  up  the 
cliff.  No  one  could  scale  the  rock.  In  dis- 
traction she  prayed  all  the  day.  An  old 
sailor  climbed  after  it,  and  crept  down  dizzily 
from  the  height.  There,  on  her  outstretched 
arms,  as  she  pleaded  with  closed  eyes,  he 
laid  her  rescued  babe.  She  rose  in  majesty 
of  self-denial  and  took  it  (as  she  had  been 
taught  in  that  land)  to  her  minister  that  it 
might  be  baptized.  She  would  not  kiss  it 
until  it  had  been  solemnly  dedicated  unto 
God! 

What  shall  a  man  do  ^^^th  a  ii/e  given 
back  to  him  ?  Now  it  returns  with  all  its 
vast  possibilities  for  good.  What  sort  of 
preacher  must  he  be  whose  career  has  been 
consecrated  to  two  pulpits  in  turn?  We 
make  our  honest  resolutions  and  plan  for  a 
new  and  vigorous  endeavor.  But  when  the 
healthful  heart  begins  its  beats  again  we  for- 
get the  discipline  and  refuse  the  vow.  **  1 
will  go  into  thy  house  with  bumt«K)ffcrings ;  I 
will  pay  thee  my  vows,  which  my  lips  nave 
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Uttered,  and  my  mouth  hath  spoken,  when  I 
was  in  trouble.  Come  and  hear,  all  ye  that 
fear  God,  and  I  will  declare  what  he  hath 
done  for  my  soul." 

261  God's  Mercifs.  C.  M.  D. 

The  mercies  of  my  God  and  King 

My  tongue  shall  still  pursue  : 
Oh,  happy  they,  who,  while  they  sing 

Those  mercies,  share  them  too  I 
As  bright  and  lasting  as  the  sun, 

As  lofty  as  the  sky, 
From  aee  to  age  thy  word  shall  run, 

And  chance  and  change  defy. 

2  The  covenant  of  the  King  of  kings 

Shall  stand  for  ever  sure ; 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  thy  wings 

Thy  saints  rer)ose  secuie. 
In  earth  below,  in  heaven  above, 

Who.  who  is  Lord  like  thee? 
Oh,  spread  the  gospel  of  thy  love 

Till  all  thy  glories  see  1 

Rev.  Henry  Francis  Lyte  has  in  these  four 
simple  stanzas,  written  in   1834,  given  us  a 
proof  of  the  supreme  spiritual  intelligence  he 
nad  reached  through  the  intense  disciplines 
in  the  midst  of  which  most  of  his  life  was 
passed.     His  faith  was  high  enough  in  its  ex- 
altation still  to  praise  God  for  his  **  mercies," 
for    he  ''shared"   while   he  "sang"   them. 
There  is  no  such  thing  as  mercy  anywhere 
in  this    fallen  world   outside    of    revelation. 
Providence  would  be  a  series  of  fatalisms, 
only   it   is    God's    providence.     The    ocean 
never  shows  mercy ;   it  rolls  on  filled  with 
wrecks.     The  air  carries  pestilences  with  the 
same  celerity  with  which  it  brings  perfumes 
from  Araby  the  Blest.     Fire  burns  and  water 
suffocates  relentlessly.     "  Man's  inhumanity 
to  man  makes  countless  thousands  mourn. ' 
But  God  overhead  is  ever  *'  mindful  of  his 
own." 

God  in  Nature,  C  M.  D* 

Thbrb  is  a  book,  who  runs  may  read, 

Which  heavenly  truth  imparts. 
And  all  the  lore  its  scholars  need. 

Pure  eves  and  Christian  hearts. 
The  works  of  God  above,  below, 

Within  us  and  around. 
Are  pages  in  that  book,  to  show 

How  God  himself  is  found. 

2  The  glorious  sky,  embracing  all. 
Is  like  the  Maker's  love, 

Wherewith  encompassed,  great  and  small 

In  peace  and  order  move. 
The  Moon  above,  the  Church  below, 

A  wondrous  race  they  run, 
But  all  their  radiance,  all  their  glow, 

Each  borrows  of  its  Sun. 

3  Two  worlds  are  ours  :  't  is  only  sin 
Forbids  us  to  descry 

The  mystic  heaven  and  earth  within, 

Plain  as  the  sea  and  sky. 
Thou,  who  h^st  given  me  eyes  to  see 

And  love  this  sight  so  fair, 
Give  me  a  heart^tplind  out  thee, 

And  read  thee  everywhere. 

Another  of  Rev.  John  Keble's  hymns,  and 


like  all  the  rest  taken  from  the  pages  of  the 
Christian  Year,  It  is  in  commenting  upon 
these  verses  that  the  Rev.  S.  W.  Christophers 
says :  **  The  noblest  minds,  the  greatest 
hearts,  the  most  Christlike  characters  are 
those  who,  with  the  deep>est  spiritual  inter- 
course with  the  heavenly  and  the  unseen,  have 
the  most  tender,  gentle,  childlike  attachment 
to  everything  that  God  smiles  upon  in  visible 
life.  Now  I  am  disposed  to  class  the  author 
of  the  Christian  Year  with  these ;  he  is  not 
always  equal.  In  a  few  instances  his  verses 
lack  vi^or,  are  simply  pretty;  but  when  he 
hymns  it  in  his  best  style  he  gives  us  a  sweet 
relish  for  that  devotion  which  seems  at  once 
to  hush  and  exalt  the  soul  amidst  the  analo- 
gies of  creation.  How  beautifully  he  inter- 
weaves nature  and  grace,  the  visible  and  the 
invisible,  in  his  hymn  for  Septuagesima  Sun- 
day!" Then  he  goes  on  to  rep>eat  with  en- 
thusiasm all  the  fifteen  stanzas  of  the  poem ; 
and  at  the  close  of  the  rehearsal  one  of  his 
hearers — one  of  his  most  earnest  young  men, 
whose  full  round  bass  voice  he  had  often  ad- 
mired when  coming  into  the  chorus  swell  of 
a  jubilant  psalm  or  anthem — bursts  out  with, 
**  Thank  you  ! '  John  Keble  often  succeeds,  as 
he  does  in  this  case,  in  making  us  feel  what 
he  calls  '  that  soothing  tendency  in  the  prayer- 
book,'  and  which,  as  he  adds,  *  it  is  the  chief 
purpose  of '  his  hymns  *  to  exhibit.'  " 


Mystery.  C.  M.  D. 

Thv  way,  O  Lord,  is  in  the  sea ; 

Thy  paths  I  cannot  trace. 
Nor  comprehend  the  mystery 

Of  thine  unbounded  grace. 
As  through  a  glass,  I  dimly  see 

The  wonders  of  thy  love ; 
How  little  do  I  know  of  thee, 

Or  of  the  joys  above ! 

3  'T  is  but  in  part  I  know  thy  will : 

I  bless  thee  for  the  sight  : 
When  will  thy  love  the  rest  reveal, 

In  glor>''s  clearer  light  ? 
With  rapture  shall  I  then  survey 

Thy  providence  and  grace ; 
And  spend  an  everlasting  d^y 

In  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

This  is  found  in  Hymns  Adapted  to  the 
Circumstances  of  Public  Warship  and  Pri- 
vate Devotion,  issued  by  Rev.  John  Fawcett 
in  1782.  It  has  had  a  varied  history,  so  far 
as  silteration  is  concerned,  but  four  of  the 
stanzas  remain  very  closely  as  they  were 
written,  and  are  kept  without  change  in  most 
of  the  modem  hymnals.  The  author  began 
with  a  text  from  the  Old  Testament,  and  hn- 
ished  his  piece  under  the  light  of  another 
from  the  New.  The  first  is  this,  found  in 
Psalm  77  :  19 :  *'  Thy  way  is  in  the  sea.  and 
thy  path  in  the  great  waters,  and  thy  foot- 
steps are  not  known."    The  next  is  taken 
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from  I  Corinthians  13:9.  The  poet  evidently 
had  in  his  mind  the  familiar  words  about 
seeing  •*  through  a  glass  darkly,"  which  our 
new  Revision  does  not  better  much  by  chang- 
ing into  a  stranore  expression,  "  in  a  mirror 
darkly."  It  is  likely  in  most  cases  that  the 
best  poor  mortals  can  do  is  to  own  up  their 
ijjnorance  tranquilly,  and  then  wait  for  clearer 
vision.  With  the  endless  ages  of  that  fresh 
celestial  life,  of  which  God's  Word  speaks, 
open  before  us  for  our  study  and  for  divine 
explanation,  we  ought  to  be  willing  to  remain 
unf retted  now.  Arnold  says  well :  '*  Before 
a  confessed  and  unconquerable  difficulty  the 
mind,  if  in  a  healthy  state,  reposes  as  quietly 
as  when  in  the  possession  of  a  discovered 
truth ;  as  quietly  and  contentedly  as  we  are 
accustomed  to  bear  that  law  of  our  nature 
which  denies  us  the  power  of  seeing  through 
all  space,  or  of  being  exempt  from  sickness 
or  ciecay."  We  can  afford  to  wait  till  all 
these  earthly  shadows  find  their  substance  in 
the  eternal  realities  of  God.  **  For  now  we 
see  through  a  glass,  darkly ;  but  then  face  to 
face ;  now  I  know  in  part ;  but  then  shall  I 
know  even  as  also  I  am  known." 

264  Continued  help.  C.  M. 

When  all  thy  mercies,  O  tny  God  I 

My  rising  soul  surveys, 
Trnnsported  with  the  view,  I  'm  lost 

In  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

3  Unnumbered  comforts,  to  my  soul, 

Thy  tender  care  bestowed, 
Before  my  infant  heart  conceived 

From  whom  those  comforts  flowed. 

3  When,  in  the  slipperv  paths  of  youth, 
With  heedless  steps  I  ran, 

Thine  arm,  unseen,  conveyed  me  safe. 
And  led  me  up  to  m»n. 

4  Ten  thousand  thousand  precious  gills 
My  daily  thanks  emplo>' ; 

Nor  's  the  least  a  cheerful  heart. 
That  tastes  those  gifts  with  joy. 

5  Through  every  period  of  ray  life 
Thy  goodness  I  Ml  pursue ; 

And  after  death,  in  distant  worlds. 
The  glorious  theme  renew. 

6  Through  all  eternity  to  thee 
A  joyful  song  I  *ll  raise  : 

For,  on,  eternity  's  too  short 
To  utter  all  thy  praise  ! 

Joseph  Addison's  literary  fame  will  live  the 
longest  in  connection  with  the  contributions 
he  made  to  the  Tattler  and  the  Spectator,  It 
was  in  the  latter,  No.  453,  August,  171 2,  that 
this  hymn  appeared.  The  essay  with  which 
it  is  given  offers  some  very  fitting  obser\'a- 
tions,  which  might  very  appropriately  be  held 
in  mind  as  we  sing  it :  **  If  gratitude  is  due 
from  man  to  man,  how  much  more  from  man 
to  his  Maker !  The  Supreme  Being  does  not 
only  confer  upon   us  those  bounties  which 


proceed  more  immediately  from  his  hai 
even  those  beaefits  which  are  convcycc 
by  others.  Any  blessing  we  enjoy,  b} 
means  soever  derived,  is  the  gift  01  hir 
is  the  great  Author  of  good,  and  the  J 
of  mercies." 

265  Love. 

CoMR,  ye  that  know  and  fear  the  Lord, 
And  raise  your  thoughts  above  : 

Let  every  heart  and  voice  accord 
To  sing  that  "  God  is  love." 

3  This  precious  truth  his  word  declares, 
And  all  his  mercies  prove  ; 

Jesus,  the  gift  of  gifts,  appears. 
To  show  that  ''^God  is  love." 

3  Behold  his  patience,  bearing  long 
With  those  who  from  him  rove  ; 

Till  mighty  grace  their  hearts  subdues, 
To  teach  them—"  God  is  love." 

4  Ohj  may  we  all,  while  here  below, 
This  best  of  blessings  prove  ; 

Till  warmer  hearts,  in  brighter  worlds. 
Proclaim  that  "  God  is  love." 

Rev.  George  Burder  is  the  author  o 
bright  hymn.  It  is  one  of  the  three  wh 
composed  for  his  Collectibn  after  his  i 
ment  at  Coventr>^  and  was  published  in 
It  there  consists  of  nine  verses,  from 
the  ordinary  selections  are  made  accord 
taste.  A  real  Christian  sees  almost  in 
tively  the  wonderful  directness  of  a  so 
praise  like  this,  and  admires  its  simple  re 
tion  of  that  one  sentence  in  the  Bible  ^ 
adores  as  it  describes  :  **  God  is  love  !" 

John,  the  beloved  disciple,  soon  shows 
self  the  loving  apostle.  Specially,  in  th 
membered  passage  of  his  first  epistle,  n« 
beginning  of  the  fourth  chapter,  he  picti 
range  of  experience  extending  from  G 
man  and  from  man  to  his  fellow-man, 
rare  and  beautiful,  and  full  of  practical 
gestion  to  all  who  will  study  it.  He  s 
us  love  as  an  embodiment  m  God,  love 
manifestation  by  God,  and  love  as  a 
from  God.  He  tells  us,  in  the  outset 
the  Creator  had  cherished  an  eternal  afTc 
and  solicitude  for  fallen  man.  The  next 
leads  him  to  say  that  God  had  plainly  e 
ited  his  interest  bv  his  careful  provide 
Then  he  passes  swiftly  and  enthusiastical 
in  a  glowing  description  of  the  love.  ' 
he  begins  to  laud  it ;  then -he  vindicates  C 
claim  for  obedience  on  account  of  it. 
advancing  constantly,  more  and  more 
under  sway  of  his  theme  as  he  refreshe 
own  soul  with  the  deli  rhts  of  it,  he  at 
reaches  the  climax,  and  in  one  burst  of  as 
tion.  whose  very  simplicity  constiiuta 
grandeur,  he  declares,  "  God  is  love.' 
sense  cf  obligation  is  instantly  asserted : ' 
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knved,  let  us  love  one  another :  for  love  is  of 
God;  and  every  one  that  loveth  is  bom  of 
God.  and  knoweth  God.     He  that  loveth  not. 
knoweth  not  God :  for  God  is  love."     Now 
wc  are  not  to  suppose  he  intended  to  give 
hCTC  an  exact  definition  of  the  Supreme  Be- 
ing.   The  almighty  Creator  is  a  person,  not 
an  attribute.    John  only  takes  what  he  insists 
to  be  the  chief  characteristic  of  the  Deity,  and 
by  a  bold  stroke  of  rhetoric  affirms  that  he  is 
its  perfection  and  embodiment  at  the  highest. 

266  Omnipresence.  C*  M. 

In  all  my  vast  concerns  with  thee, 

In  vain  my  soul  would  try 
To  shun  thy  presence,  Lord  !  or  flee 

The  notice  of  thine  e>-b. 

a  Thine  all-surroundinj^  sight  surveys 

My  rising  ani  my  rest; 
My  public  walks,  my  private  ways. 

And  secrets  of  my  breast. 

3  My  thoughts  lie  open  to  the  Lord 
Before  they  're  formed  within ; 

And.  ere  my  lips  pronounce  the  word, 
He  knows  the  sense  I  mean. 

4  Oh,  wondrous  knowled^.  deep  and  high, 
Where  can  a  creature  hide  ? 

Within  thy  circlint;  arms  I  lie, 
Enclosed  on  every  side. 

5  So  let  thy  grace  surround  me  still. 
And  like  a  Dulwark  prove, 

To  guard  my  soul  from  every  ill. 
Secured  by  sovereign  love. 

Dr.  Isaac  Watts  has  given  this  as  his  ver- 
sion of  Psalm  139,  First  Part.  C.  M.  It  con- 
sists of  ten  stanzas,  and  is  divided  by  a 
••  pause  "  into  two  portions  suitable  for  smg- 
ni.  He  has  entitled  it,  '*  God  is  Everywhere." 
There  is  to  some  persons  a  measure  of  un- 
welcomeness  in  the  nation  of  God's  omni- 
science. Their  hearts  are  not  altojjether  pure 
or  true.  This  fact,  that  the  Almighty  One, 
who  was  the  Maker  and  is  to  be  the  Judge  of 
the  world,  sees  everything  and  everybody, 
seems  like  a  system  of  police  espionage,  or 
the  suspicious  watching  of  a  spy.  It  is  un- 
comfortable for  them  to  think  of  it.  It  is  re- 
corded of  Lafayette  that,  when  he  was  in 
prison  at  Olmutz,  a  band  of  soldiers  was  set 
to  guard  his  cell,  one  of  whom  was  ordered 
to  stand  with  his  eye  at  an  orifice  in  the  door. 
Thus,  succeeding  each  other  in  the  mean  of- 
fice hour  after  hour,  they  kept  up  a  strict 
scrutiny  of  every  act  or  attitude  or  motion. 
He  wrote  to  the  authorities  finally  that  he 
could  not  endure  it.  Now  if  anybody  thus 
conceives  or  caricatures  divine  omniscience  as 
beinfi^  a  mere  cold  and  cruel  requisition  look- 
ing for  guilt  to  condemn,  it  is  necessary  only 
for  us  to  quote  for  his  consideration  a  verse 
from  the  Book  of  God  (2  Chron.  16:9): 
•*Thc   eyes   of  the   Lord   run  to  and    fro 


throughout  the  whole  earth,  to  show  himself 
strong  in  the  behalf  of  them  whose  heart  is 
perfect  towards  him."  Thus  we  learn  that 
God  keeps  his  eyes  upon  us  not  to  detect 
sins ;  he  is  only  seeking  chances  to  help  such 
believers  as  love  and  trust  him.  He  is  not 
looking  for  faults,  but  for  opportunities  to  be- 
friend us. 


Eternity.  C.  M. 

Grrat  God  !  how  infinite  art  thou  I 

What  worthless  worms  are  we ! 
Let  the  whole  race  of  creatures  bow. 

And  pay  their  praise  to  thee. 

a  Thy  throne  eternal  ages  stood, 

Ere  seas  or  stars  were  made : 
Thou  art  the  ever-living  God, 

Were  all  the  nations  dead. 

3  Eternity,  with  all  its  years. 
Stands  present  in  thy  view  ; 

To  thee  there  's  nothing  old  appears — 
Great  God  1  there  's  nothing  new. 

4  Our  lives  through  various  scenes  are  drawn. 
And  vexed  with  trifling  cares ; 

While  thine  eternal  thought  moves  on 
Thine  undisturbed  affairs. 

5  Great  God  !  how  infinite  art  thou  ! 
What  worthless  worms  are  we ! 

Let  the  whole  race  of  creatures  bow. 
And  pay  their  praise  to  thee. 

Dr.  Isaac  Watts  has  given  us  this  as  No. 
67,  Book  II., of  his  Hymns,  1707.  It  has  there 
she  stanzas,  and  is  entitled  **  God's  Eternal 
Dominion." 

The  glor)'  of  the  Almighty  God  is  without 
beginning  and  without  end.  Whether  it  was 
meant  or  not,  the  fact  is  significant  that  the 
word  **  eternity  "  occurs  but  once  in  our  Eng- 
lish Bible.  A  solitary  verse  employs  it  to 
speak  of  the  residence  of  Jehovah  :  '*  For  thus 
saith  the  high  and  lofty  one  that  inhabiteth 
eternity,  whose  name  is  Holy,  I  dwell  in  the 
high  and  holy  place,  with  him  also  that  is  of 
a  contrite  and  humble  spirit,  to  revive  the 
spirit  of  the  humble,  and  to  revive  the  heart 
of  the  contrite  ones."  Hence,  there  are  two 
heavens  of  glory  where  God  deigns  to  show 
his  splendor,  revealed  by  this  solemn,  won- 
derful word  —  the  purified  paradise  and  the 
purified  heart.  The  great,  bright,  mysterious 
heaven  is  everlasting;  and  of  the  obedient 
believer  we  are  told  his  *'  heart  shall  live  for 
ever,"  for  **  he  that  doeth  the  will  of  God 
abideth  for  ever." 


"  Te  Deum.'* 

O  God  !  we  praise  thee  and  confess 

That  thou  the  only  Lord 
And  everlasting  Father  art. 

By  all  the  earth  adored. 

a  To  thee  all  angels  cry  aloud ; 

To  thee  the  powers  oti  high, 
Both  cherubim  aiui  seraphim. 

Continually  do  cry  : — 


C.  M. 


1    *   • 


god: — ^THE  FATHER. 


^  t  IK  'K<>  «;iwivU  thivHii^hout  the  worid, 

« iwii    Ik'-u  'iK  .iv»M*AJ  h'^ihct  Art, 

t:i, ,  w^-vv'ii  .'i  'Iw  aiKMv'iu  /V /Vtrw  has 
..  »v .  x'   X*  .V  uui   v'x'.NV  ,MiK»ojii  the  various  corn- 
's   ,  uv .  ^.   v'.s*^vi  us»<u  tvi\\wn  Bishop  Pat- 
:,  I  tv    \  »;>v.iti  «  uv.     ^.ciK'ruUy  al  present 
,  ..  ix.vv=    .,i;iviv..ll\   u»  ivmain  as  having 

'»x,..   .»  '  Su^lra    n   lox.'.  Nahum  Tate  was 

»,    ..,.    -i  ••  *.i;»;u:  UaK\  P.  l>..an  Irish  cler- 

,  ,  ,  .      '  iv  ; V vv i\ V \l  J^»N  vxlucittlon  at  Trinity 

^i.'\^,         WuU    IHwIvus    help,  he    ^\Tote 

,,    ^  \    .  i -i    ..X,  ;.,%*♦  t/4tt    /» ^/A^^«7.  and  he 

.,..,,,  ^  ,1    cKuiwx  a  u*  l\vl  I  aurrate.     After 

11    1  K  '  ,\».u\    *ik'  uH|M\»\KWnl  life,  he  died 

,4   '    >:i/x'M    \.>;u%i    \\  I7IJ.     Once  in  the 

\.u,.u,»\   V  »MJvi.   HI  ihA.^  dlY  of  Paris,  the 

..  n,  \%  -Ku  «.*  aKiU'Ux  lva\lci  ttsfct^d,  concerning 

.'i  .   . ,  s  V .  w  *K  i^K  i  U»c  u*M  ol  it  in  the  hymn- 

'.,.'»,>  .i,xvl  N\.w*  the  xAinrasinthe  Bible, 

..     »      .    liv  i^.alui  v^  ih\*  pittvrr  book.     It  is 

\\  Ji\    \vv  ..«o\  to -^.ts  U»  wrfl-informed  peo- 

,.'.  .:k,i     U  .  '%  »uu  vMiv  v»t  l><uiii's  psalms.    It 

XX  I       '.n.'o.v^l  lull  .4  Uumnand  years  before 

^•s.   w    .^i*'!   K>»»s   l-^i^nvH  was  made  or  the 

»  ...  I. Ik  Kx'.A  ^'»  ks.^wi  a»n»piled.     We  can- 

^1,     vii,*>»»  liMi    \iubi\vHr.  the  Bishop  of 

vii:.t  I.   >\  M  ('»«     (uihs'i   \«f  it;  but  it  has  by 

.11  i  *x    'I  i:»»  K  *i  »uih\muoj*  l^trn  credited  to 

u  ..,     t.i  t  iimx  '•*  »»v»xUmbi  of  its  having  been 

X,    ,....»»  v:»»  U'luiJi  schtuiv.     Some  will  be 

M.  .   ,     s  .1  •»»  »x.ii^»v<  *  iMU^raph  IromCArtS' 

•m  \  v,    ^*>  M»^  i'harles.    She  says 

.1    \  V  » ..        \\  1^  at  once  a  hymn,  a 

1    r«  I  »  r''*u'     vM   trtlhrr  it  is  a  creed 

I  .'.  v..    NX  M^    ku,!  vx^iiih^  heavenward.     It  is 

I  .  .\      •  ,  .1  \\aN   ^  H\hl\Wn  joy  as  she  counts 

\        X  w  ■■*  *    o'x<  h\»n\«  ihein  at  the  feet  of 

I.  u  »  .,«»i^      h  (<i  I  he  incense  of  prayer 

^     • '*,  M   *i»x    »  uhhow  round  the  throne 

K  ^  •  »  .'%  »v-  u>;h\  M\\\  l»eeome  radiant,  as 
xv  l  4    '»  »vi  kik\      I  \  Umd  ot  incense  illumined 

vxii'i  \    ■ \  v«l  \;Um\  "     So  famous  has  this 

y  4MU.  s  V  ix'wu  \x*  Iv  \\\  hi?«U>r>',  that,  for  cen- 
\tMk«  \\?».  «*  N*\:h  ^Un^i  oI  Miccess  have  sum- 
tuMu.l   \h^    \h\ii\h  at    \a\)ic  to  praise,  the 

*»»'*\^»  Vi*  ^**  \^^^^  ****  '^'^^^  em|>eror  and  king 
)\K  »sxu  vhv  '*M»»e  "lei  the  7>  Da/m  be 
.»Ku        \  Uy  \\\\\\%^\\\  \\{  Anibrikse  has  become 


Providence, 


CM. 


Kbbp  silence,  all  created  things  1 

And  wait  your  Maker's  nod  ■ 
My  soul  stands  tremblinf,  while  she  sinjrs 

The  honors  of  her  God. 

2  Life,  death,  and  hell,  and  worlds  unknown, 
Hang  on  his  firm  decree ; 

He  sits  on  no  precarious  throne, 
Nor  borrows  leave  to  be. 

3  His  providence  unfolds  the  book, 
And  makes  his  counsels  shine : 

Each  opening  leaf,  and  every  stroke, 
Fuldlls  some  deep  design. 

4  My  God  !  I  would  not  long  to  see 
My  fate  with  curious  eyes — 

What  gloomy  lines  are  writ  for  me, 
Or  v^at  bright  scenes  may  rise. 

5  In  thy  fair  book  of  life  and  grace, 
Oh,  may  I  find  my  name 

Recorded  in  some  humble  place. 
Beneath  my  Lord,  the  Lamb. 

Dr.  Isaac  Watts  entitled  this  hymn.  "  God  s 
Dominion  and  Decrees,"  and  it  is  to  be  found 
in  his  Har(B  Lyrica,  1706-9.  It  is  one  of 
the  noblest  and  grandest  of  his  productions. 
Some  years  ago,  when  the  compiler  of  this 
collection  was  making  one  of  his  earlier 
books,  he  was  accosted  by  Rev.  Thornton  A. 
Mills,  D.  D..  who  at  that  period  was  at  the 
height  of  his  fame  and  influence.  He  had 
just  been  given  by  the  Presbyterian  Church 
its  loftiest  honor  as  the  Moderator  of  its  su- 
preme judicatory.  *'  So  you  are  getting  up  a 
new  hymn-book."  said  he  quietly.  "  What  do 
you  find  to  fill  it  ?"  Of  course,  the  great  man 
received  a  somewhat  miscellaneous  reply  as 
to  authors,  concluding  with  the  statement 
that  the  most  and  the  best  would  come  from 
Watts  and  Wesley.  He  bent  his  eyes  keenly 
upon  the  young  man,  as  he  said,  "  Sec  to  it 
you  put  in  *  Keep  silence,  all  created  things :' 
IS  there  anything  on  earth  that  can  surpass 
such  a  hymn  as  that .?" 

270  Power,  c.  M. 

The  Lord,  our  God.  is  fiill  of  might. 

The  winds  obey  his  will ; 
He  speaks,  and.  in  his  heavenly  height. 

The  rolling  sun  stands  still. 

3  Rebel,  ye  waves,  and  o'er  the  land 

With  threateninjc  aspect  roar ; 
The  Lord  uplifts  his  awful  hand. 

And  chains  you  to  the  shore. 

3  Howl,  winds  of  night,  your  force  combine : 
Without  his  high  behest  ' 

Ye  shall  not,  in  the  mountain  pine. 
Disturb  the  sparrow's  nest. 

4  His  voice  sublime  is  heard  a&r, 
In  distant  peals  it  dies  ; 

He  yokes  the  whirlwind  to  his  car, 
And  sweeps  the  howling  skies. 

5  Ve  nations,  bend— in  reverence  bend ; 
Ye  monarchs,  wait  his  nod. 

And  bid  the  choral  song  ascend 
To  celebrate  vour  God. 


ATTRIBUTES. 


"3 


an  instant  notice ;  and  when  the  comrade  was 
asked  the  reason  of  his  coldness  he  frankly 
told  his  lellow-student  that  he  had  eiven  him- 
self to  a  Saviour  he  trusted  and  loved,  and 
was  going  to  lead  a  new  life.  These  tokens 
of  separation  and  rejection  cut  the  young 
skeptic  to  the  heart ;  and  the  result  was  that 
he  too  became  a  follower  of  the  satne  Lord. 


371 


This  hymn  wntten  by  Henry  Kirke  White, 
shows  a  poetic  fervor  and  loltmess  of  imagi- 
nation unusual  in  religious  lyncs  It  reached 
the  public  first  in  Dr.  Collyer's  collection, 
jfymns  Partly  Collected  and  Parity  Original, 
1812.    Il  is  entitled,  "  The  Eternal  Monarch." 

When  one  contemplates  the  general  subject 
of  heredity  he  is  confronted  with  the  fact  that 
Henry  Kirke  White  was  the  son  of  a  butcher. 
What  his  rearing  must  have  been  no  one 
needs  to  inquire ;  for  the  fact  remains  that  he 
was  a  poet  of  the  highest  order,  and  a  hym- 
nist  whose  piety  and  talent  were  welcome  to 
the  churches.  His  temperament  was  sensi- 
tive and  imaginative  in  the  extreme.  He  was 
bmn  in  Nottingham,  England,  March  21, 
■  78;.  His  fame  began  with  the  publication 
of  his  book  of  poems  in  1S03,  and  he  died 
while  in  the  course  of  his  education  in  Cam- 
bridge University,  only  twenty-one  years  old. 
At  fourteen  he  had  been  apprenticed  to  a 
weaver  of  stockings ;  to  this  he  could  not  sub- 
mit, and  he  afterward  began  the  study  of  the 
law.  But  the  Lord  had  other  ends  for  him  to 
serve ;  he  soon  became  a  devout  Christian, 
and  then  he  chose  lo  be  a  preacher  of  the 
Gospel.  He  died  of  consumption  on  Sunday, 
October  19,  1806,  before  he  had  taken  orders 
in  the  English  Church.  The  circumstances 
of  his  conversion,  as  we  find  them  stated  in 
his  biographies,  short  and  long,  are  interest- 
ing :aMt~>instructive.  One  of  his  intimate 
friends  became  a  Christian,  and,  knowing  that 
White  was  a  skeptic  and  was  apt  to  deride 
religious  people,  avoided  him  ;  this  attracted 


MnjeUy.-Pia.  A 
Tkk  Lord  tlcKcndcd  (lom  above 

And  bowed  Ihc  heavens  most  h 
And  underneath  hii  f«I  lie  cast 

The  dgrkneo  of  the  sky. 

Full  roially  he  rode; 
And  on  llie  winp  of  mighty  «in< 

Came  flying  sTl  abrcMid. 
3  He  sat  serene  upon  the  floods, 


4  The  Lord  will  glve.his  people  strenttb. 

Whereby  they  shall  increase ; 
And  he  will  bless  his  chosen  Bock 

With  everlailing  peace. 
{  Give  glory  to  bis  awful  name, 


C.  M, 


Civewoi 
Upon! 


The  present  hymn  is  composed  of  two 
verses  taken  (rom  the  eighteenth  Psalm,  and 
of  three  verses  added  from  the  twenty-ninth. 
The  stanzas  seem  to  have  been  grouped  many 
years  ago  in  order  to  furnish  a  smooth  and 
musical  specimen,  or  representative,  of  the  old 
collection  which  goes  by  the  name  of  Stern- 
hold  and  Hofikins.  1561.  The  first  of  these 
men  evidently  did  the  main  work.  Thomas 
Stcmhold  was  a  Hampshire  tnan,  and  lived 
(or  a  while  in  an  estate  called  "  The  Hayfield," 
near  Blakeney.  He  studied  at  Oxford,  but  for 
some  reason  did  not  graduate  from  any  col- 
lege. Many  public  positions  were  given  him 
by  Henry  Vlll.  Little  is  known  concerning 
his  life,  and  he  died  in  1549. 

Thomas  Siemhold,  groom  of  the  robes 
under  Edward  VI.  of  England  in  the  six- 
teenth century,  perceived  that  the  courtiers 
were  singing  to  their  ladyloves  songs  which 
were  ribald  and  indecent;  he  was  brave 
enough  10  believe  they  would  use  something 
better  il  they  only  found  it  within  reach.  Be- 
ing a  devout  man  withal,  he  constructed  in 
meter  versions  of  fifty-one  psalms,  and  these 
he  adapted  to  music,  in  the  expectation  that 
the  gallants  would  prefer  religion  lo  indecen- 
cy ;  but  it  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  that  he 
was  somewhat  cruelly  disappointed.  An  in- 
genuity of  wit  was  able  to  turn  his  efforts  into 
new  weapons  of  ridicule.  They  called  his  pro- 
ductions "  Geneva  jigs."  and  put  them  in  com- 
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pany  with  others  they  dubbed  **  Beza's  baUets,** 
and  made  the  town  ring. 

This  is  the  quaint  story  of  the  origm  which 
The  Compute  Psalter  had.  Edition  after 
edition  of  it  was  issued,  as  the  need  demanded, 
and  so  these  versions  of  the  Psahns  satisfied 
the  English-speaking  world  for  more  than  a 
hundred  years.  Tlwe  lies  before  me  as  I 
uTite  an  old  octavo  volume,  lately  sent  mc 
from  abroad  by  the  generosity  and  thou^t- 
fulness  of  one  of  my  best  friends.  It  is  a 
curiosity  in  itself ;  for  it  is  absolutely  unbro- 
ken, almost  unstained,  without  any  binding 
left,  and  yet  untom  and  perfect  in  every  leaT 
It  has  on  its  title-page  the  record :  **  London, 
Printed  for  the  Companie  of  Stationers,  1609." 
The  entire  inscription  is  worth  copying,  and 
reads :  "  The  Whole  Booke  of  Psalmes.  Col- 
lected into  English  Meetcr  by  Thomas  Stem- 
hold,  lohn  Hopkins  and  others,  conferred  with 
the  Hebrewe.  with  apt  Notes  to  Sing  them  \%'ith 
all.  Set  forth  and  allowed  to  be  Sung  in  all 
Churches,  of  all  the  people  together,  and  after 
Morning  and  Euening  prayer,  as  also  before 
and  after  Sermons :  and  moreouer  in  priuate 
Houses,  for  their  godly  solace  and  comfort, 
laying  apart  all  vngodly  5>ongs  and  Ballads, 
which  tend  onely  to  the  nourishing  of  vice, 
and  corrupting  of  Youh.  Colossians  III. 
Let  the  word  of  God  dwell  plenteously  in  you 
in  all  wisedome.  teaching  and  exhorting  one 
another  in  Psalmes.  Hymnes.  and  spiritual 
Songs,  and  Sing  to  the  Lord  in  your  hearts, 
lames.  V.  If  any  be  afflicted,  let  him  Pray,  if 
any  be  merrie,  let  him  sing  Psalmes."  This 
book  contains  the  tunes  likewise  for  the  con- 
gregation, each  set  to  its  appropriate  psalm 
m  monotone.  Only  the  one  strong  sober 
melody  is  given,  and  no  harmony  is  at- 
tempted. 

With  this  most  interesting  gift  to  me  came 
also  two  other  books,  of  the  same  size,  but 
printed  in  the  old  black-letter.  These,  un- 
fortunately, are  injured  in  the  lapse  of  ages, 
and  are  incomplete :  but  they  bear  the  date 
four  years  earlier.  1605.  and  are  pathetically 
marked  by  the  handwriting  of  some  one  who 
used  them  centuries  ago.  How  strange  it 
seems  to  think  of  that  unknown  owner,  and 
to  tr>'  to  imai(ine  where  he  is  singing  now  in 
the  rest  that  rcmaincth  ! 
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0  God,  thy  |>ow<t  is  wonderful. 
Thv  j?l(»ry  passinvc  bright ; 

Thy  wisdom,  with  its  deep  on  deep. 
A  rapture  to  the  siKht. 

1  see  thee  in  the  eternal  years 

In  (rlory  nil  alonr. 
Ere  rnun«i  t!»«ne  uncreated  fires 
Created  1  uht  had  shone. 


a  I  see  thee  walk  m  Edea's 

I  see  thee  mfl  throogfi 
Thy 

X. 
Iseethee 

And  oat 
Still.  Sim 

O  God,  jet 

3  AnseUc  spirits,  comtiess 

Of  thee  have  dnmk  their  fiU ; 
And  to  eternity  will  drink 

Thy  'yt9f  mnd  glory  still. 
O  little  heart  of  Bine!  shall  pain 

Or  sorrow  make  thee  moan. 
Ulien  all  this  God  is  aU  fnr  thee. 

A  Father  all  thine  own  ? 

Another  of  the  h\-mns  of  Rev.  Frederick 
William  Faber.  D.  D.    This  is  con; piled  from 
his  poem  with  n^-elve  stanzas,  entitled  **  My 
Father.'*     It  is  a  direct  and  exquisite  presen- 
tation of    the    supreme  fatheiiiood    of    the 
almighty  God,  the  love  and  tenderness  he 
cherishes  for  every  living  soul  whom  his  wis- 
dom has  called  into  existence.     Human  his- 
tory, from  the  Garden  of  Eden  to  the  Para- 
dise of  Heaven,  is  only  the  story  of  diWne 
patience  and  care.    Theon.  one  of   Hillel's 
disciples,  was  one  day  reading  in  the  Holy 
Scriptures.      Unable    to  reconcile  what    he 
found  in  some  of  the  chapters  concerning  the 
wrath  and  the  love  of  Jehovah,  he  closed  the 
book  and  appealed  to  his  teacher  for  aid. 
Hillel    said,  with  his    usual    sage  counsel: 
"  Li^en  to  my  story.     There  lived  in  Alex- 
andria two  fathers,  wealthy  merchants,  who 
had  two  sons  of  the  same  age,  whom  they 
sent  to   Ephesus  on    business.     Both  had 
been  instructed  in  the  religion  of  their  pa- 
rents ;  but  they  yielded  to  the  allurements  of 
that    heathen    city    and    became    idolaters. 
When  Cleon,  one  of  these  fathers,  heard  of 
the  wrong-doing  he  was  wroth ;  he  went  to 
the  other  father  and  told  him  of  the  apostasy 
of  the  young  men.     The  man  laughed  care- 
lessly as    he   replied:  *  If  business  prospers 
with  my  son  it  matters  not  about  religion.* 
Cleon  was  still  more  wroth  when  he  heard 
such    indifference     confessed.      And    now," 
continued  Hillel  the  sage,  "  Tell  me.  Theon. 
which  of  these  two  fathers  was  the  better 
one  }"    Theon  was  wise  enough  to  answer, 
*•  He    who    was    wroth."     Hillel    persisted : 
**  Which  was  the  kinder  and  the  more  lov- 
ing ?"    Theon  still  said  :  "  He  who  was  wroth ; 
he  who  was  the  more  WTOth  as  the  sin  was 
mocked  at."     Then  Hillel  put  the  question 
which   solved   the   enigma  at   once:    ''Was 
Cleon  wroth  with  his  dear  son  all  this  time  ?" 
And  Theon,  with  brightening  eyes,  replied : 
•*  No,  not  wroth  with  his  son  so  much  as 
with  his  son's  apostasy."    So  Hillel  closed 
the    conversation:   "From   this  thou    canst 
think  divinely  of  what  is  divine." 
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273  Perfections.  C.  M.  D. 

I  SING  the  almighty  power  of  God, 
That  made  the  mountains  rise, 

That  spread  the  flowing  seas  abroad, 
And  Duilt  the  lofty  skies. 

1  sing  the  wisdom  that  ordained 
The  sun  to  rule  the  dav  ; 

The  moon  shines  full  at  his  command, 
And  all  the  stars  obey. 

2  I  sing  the  goodness  of  the  Lord. 
That  filled  the  earth  with  foo^i : 

Fie  formed  the  creatures  with  his  word, 
And  then  pronounced  them  good. 

Lord  !  how  thy  wonders  are  displayed 
Where'er  1  turn  mine  eye  I 

If  I  survey  the  ground  I  tread, 
Or  gaze  upon  the  sky  1 

3  There 's  not  a  plant  or  flower  below 
But  makes  thy  glories  known  : 

And  clouds  arise,  and  tempests  blow, 

By  order  from  thy  throne. 
Creatures  that  borrow  life  from  thee 

Are  subject  to  thy  care ; 
There  *s  not  a  place  where  we  can  flee 

But  God  is  present  there. 

This  hymn  comes  to  us  from  Dr.  Isaac 
Watts'  Divine  and  Moral  Songs  for  the  Use 
of  Children,  171 5.  It  has  eight  stanzas  there, 
and  bears  the  title,  "  Praise  for  Creation  and 
Providence."  It  is  designed  first  of  all  to 
make  upon  young  minds  the  impression  that 
God  is  to  be  seen  in  his  works  as  well  as  in 
his  Word.  One  of  our  religious  papers  has 
lately  quoted  the  expression  of  a  great  Eng- 
lish naturalist :  "  I  know  nothing  of  heaven, 
but  I  have  learned  the  infinite  wisdom  and 
love  of  the  Power  who  gave  its  gills  to  the 
fish,  and  I  am  not  afraid  to  trust  myself  into 
his  hands."  Those  who  live  closest  to  nature, 
with  keen  appreciation  of  the  beauty  and 
order  which  pervade  the  world  around  us, 
are  touched  more  nearly  by  what  they  find 
disclosed  there  concerning  the  infinite  justice 
and  mercy  of  the  Creator  than  they  would  be 
by  any  human  lo^ic.  Nature  and  revelation 
are  the  declaration  of  one  God.  Mungo 
Park  tells  us  that  he  once  lost  his  way  in  a 
desert  in  Africa,  and  saw  no  escape  before 
him  from  starvation  and  death.  Suddenly  he 
caught  sight  of  a  patch  of  moss  growing  in 
the  sand.  Its  strength  and  beauty  startled 
him,  in  this  unexpected  place,  as  something 
almost  miraculous.  '*  I  went  on  my  way 
comforted,"  he  says.  **  I  knew  that  the 
Power  which  had  made  and  protected  that 
bit  of  moss  could  and  would  care  for  me." 
To  the  majority  of  men  the  hearing  of  ser- 
mons and  public  worship  is  the  shortest  way 
to  God.  They  are,  however,  too  apt  to  for- 
get that  there  is  any  other.  They  neglect  to 
teach  their  children  to  understand  the  beauty 
in  a  sf)ear  of  grass,  the  reason  for  the  red 
color  of  the  rose,  the  curve  in  the  foot  of  the 
fly,  or  any  other  detail  of  the  vast  and  perfect 


movement  which  we  call  nature;  and  they 
show  them  nothing  of  the  eternal  Power  be- 
hind this  movement.  **  There  are  many 
voices  in  the  world  and  none  of  them  are 
without  signification."  These  voices,  each  in 
its  own  language,  are  intended  to  tell  us  of 
the  justice  and  love  of  our  heavenly  Father. 
If  we  close  our  ears  to  any  of  them,  we  by  so 
much  shut  ourselves  out  from  his  help  on 
our  journey  to  him. 
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Father  I  how  wide  thy  glory  shines  ! 

How  high  thy  wonders  rise ! 
Known  through  the  earth  by  thousand  signs, 

By  thousand  through  the  skies. 

3  Those  mighty  orbs  proclaim  thy  power, 

Their  motions  speak  thy  skill ; 
And  on  the  wings  of  everjr  hour 

We  read  thy  patience  still. 

3  But,  when  we  view  thy  strange  design 
To  save  rebellious  worms, 

Where  vengeance  and  compassion  join 
In  their  oivinest  forms — 

4  Here  the  whole  Deity  is  known  ; 
Nor  dares  a  creature  f^uess 

Which  of  the  glories  brightest  shone, 
The  justice  or  the  grace. 

5  Now  the  full  glories  of  the  Lamb 
Adorn  the  heavenly  plains ; 

Bright  seraphs  learn  Immanuel's  name, 
And  try  tneir  choicest  strains. 

6  Oh,  may  I  bear  some  humble  part 
In  that  immortal  song; 

Wonder  and  joy  shall  tune  my  heart. 
And  love  command  ray  tongue. 

Dr.  Isaac  Watts  published  in  1706  a  small 
volume  bearing  the  name  of  Horce  Lyrica  : 
Poems,  chiefly  of  the  Lyric  Kind.  This  was 
the  year  before  the  issue  of  his  Hymns  and 
Spiritual  Songs:  i/t  Three  Books.  This  is 
the  probable  explanation  of  a  fact  so  surpris- 
ing as  that  this  fine  piece  is  not  found  in  the 
collections  for  public  singing  to  which  his 
name  is  attached.  It  is  not  in  \Vatts\  but  in 
Worcester's  Watts.  It  apfjeared  in  the 
Horce  Lyricce.  This  author  was  as  ouick  as 
King  David  himself  to  see  the  wonderful  sug- 
gestions of  divine  power,  mingled  with  divine 
grace,  in  the  brilliant  heavens  overhead. 
Indeed,  he  was  a  sort  of  spiritual  astronomer, 
seeking  always  for  stars.  He  felt  certain  that 
all  which  was  needed  for  convincing  an  un- 
believer was  just  to  make  sure  that  **  the 
whole  Deity  "  should  be  known. 

In  this  respect  it  is  interesting  to  compare 
his  experience  with  that  of  Sir  Isaac  Newton, 
who,  it  is  said,  set  out  in  life  a  clamorous 
infidel,  but  on  a  nice  examination  of  the  evi- 
dences of  Christianity  was  convinced  and 
hopefully  converted.  Late  in  his  career, 
Newton  remarked    to  an  acquaintance  who 
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suddenly  avowed  skeptical  sentiments :  "  My 
friend,  I  am  always  glad  to  hear  you  when 
you  speak  about  astronomy  or  other  parts  of 
mathematics,  because  that  is  a  subject  that 
you  have  studied  and  understand  well.  But 
you  should  not  talk  of  Christianity,  for  you 
nave  not  studied  it.  I  have,  and  so  I  am 
certain  that  you  know  nothing  of  the 
matter." 

275  Goodness* — Psa.  145.  C.  M. 

Sweet  is  the  memory  of  thy  grace, 

My  God,  my  heavenly  King ; 
Let  age  to  age  thy  righteousness 

III  sounds  of  glory  sing. 

2  God  reigns  on  high  ;  but  ne'er  confines 
His  goodness  to  tne  skies : 

Through  the  whole  earth  his  bounty  shines 
And  every  want  supplies. 

3  With  longing  eves  thy  creatures  wait 
On  thee  for  daify  food ; 

Thy  liberal  hand  provides  their  meat, 
And  fills  their  mouth  with  good. 

4  How  kind  are  thy  compassions,  Lord  I 
How  slow  thine  anger  moves  I 

But  soon  he  sends  his  pardoning  word 
To  cheer  the  souls  he  loves. 

Here  we  have  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  version  of 
Psalm  145,  the  Second  Part,  C.  M.  It  has 
five  stanzas,  and  is  entitled  :  '*  The  Goodness 
of  God."  This  has  always  been  a  favorite 
song  among  the  churches  because  of  its  lively 
call  to  grateful  reminiscences  out  of  a  pros- 
I>ered  past.  There  used  to  be  twenty  years 
ago  a  tract,  put  into  circulation  by  one  of 
the  great  Societies,  having  on  its  cover  the 
best  motto  possible  for  a  genuine  Christian : 
•*  Count  up  your  mercies."  It  is  wise  to  take 
cheerfuf  views  of  divine  things.  One  of  our 
most  thoughtful  modern  preachers  has  given 
us  much  good  sense  in  his  counsel,  as  well  as 
a  beautiful  figure  for  its  utterance,  when  he 
says :  **  Dwell  on  your  mercies ;  be  sure  to 
look  at  the  bright  as  well  as  the  dark  side. 
Do  not  cherish  gloomy  forebodings.  Melan- 
choly is  no  friend  to  devotion ;  it  greatly  hin- 
ders the  usefulness  of  many.  It  falls  upon 
the  contented  life  like  a  drop  of  ink  on  white 
paper,  which  is  not  the  less  a  stain  because  it 
carries  no  meaning  with  it." 
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Lord,  when  my  raptured  thought  surveys 

Creation's  beauties  o'er. 
All  nature  joins  to  teach  ihy  praise, 

And  bid  my  soul  adore. 

2  Where'er  1  turn  my  gazing  eyes. 
Thy  radiant  footsteps  shine; 

Ten  thousand  pleasing  wonders  rise 
And  speak  their  source  divine. 

3  On  me  thy  providence  has  shone 
With  gentle  smiline  rays ; 

Oh.  let  my  lips  and  life  make  known 
Thy  goodness  and  thy  praise. 


4  All-bounteous  Lord,  thy  grace  impart  I 

Oh,  teach  me  to  improve 
Thy  gifts  with  humble,  graterul  heart. 

And  crown  them  with  thy  love. 

Miss  Anne  Steele's  experience  is  all  the 
more  welcome  to  such  as  love  her  hymns  be- 
cause of  the  rarity  of  her  exhibition  of  it.  In 
connection  with  this  piece,  which  really  con- 
sists of  fourteen  stanzas,  as  it  appeared  under 
her  name  of  "Theodosia"  in  1760,  entitled 
"  Meditating  on  Creation  and  Providence," 
her  words  are  often  quoted :  **  I  enjoy  a  calm 
evening  on  the  terrace-walk,  and  I  wish, 
though  in  vain,  for  numbers  sweet  as  the 
lovely  prospect  and  gentle  as  the  vernal 
breeze  to  describe  the  beauties  of  charming 
spring;  but  the  reflection  how  soon  these 
blooming  pleasures  will  vanish  spreads  a 
melancholy  gloom,  till  the  mind  rises  by  a 
delightful  transition  to  the  celestial  Eden — 
the  scenes  of  undecaying  pleasure  and  im- 
mutable perfection."  And  this  at  once  turns 
us  away  to  a  strain  of  holy  feeling  very  simi- 
lar, only  given  us  from  a  mind  and  heart 
almost  world-wide  in  its  separation  from  a 
woman  like  that  tremulous  creature  who 
wrote  the  hymn ;  this  is  what  the  great  meta- 
physician, Jonathan  Edwards,  said  of  his 
meditation  on  the  same  theme:  "As  I  was 
walking  and  looking  up  at  the  sky  and  clouds 
there  came  into  my  mmd  so  sweet  a  sense  of 
the  glorious  majesty  and  ^^ce  of  God  that  I 
knew  not  how  to  express  it.  I  seemed  to  sec 
them  both  in  a  sweet  conjunction — majesty 
and  meekness  joined  together ;  it  was  a  sweet 
and  gentle  and  holy  majesty,  and  also  a  ma- 
jestic sweetness,  an  awful  sweetness ;  a  high 
and  great  and  holy  gentleness.  God's  excel- 
lency, his  wisdom,  his  purity  and  love,  seemed 
to  appear  in  everything :  in  the  sun  and  moon 
and  stars ;  in  the  clouds  and  blue  sky ;  in  the 
grass,  flowers,  trees ;  in  the  water  and  in  all 
nature,  which  used  greatly  to  fix  my  mind. 
I  often  used  to  sit  and  view  the  moon  for 
continuance ;  and  in  the  day  spent  much  time 
in  viewing  the  clouds  and  sky  to  behold  the 
sweet  glory  of  God  in  these  things,  in  the 
meantime  singing  forth  with  a  low  voice  my 
contemplations  of  the  Creator  and  Re- 
deemer." 

277  Faithfulness,  C.  M . 

Begin,  my  tongue,  some  heavenly  theme, 
And  speak  some  boundless  thing  : 

The  mighty  works  or  mightier  name 
Of  our  eternal  King. 

2  Tell  of  his  wondrous  faithfulness, 

And  sound  his  power  abroad  ; 
Sing  the  sweet  promise  of  his  gjace, 

And  the  performing  God. 
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3  Hit  very  word  of  grace  is  strong 
As  that  which  built  the  skies : 

The  voice  that  rolls  the  stars  along 
Speaks  all  the  promises. 

4  Oh,  mi^ht  I  hear  thy  heavenly  tongue 
But  whisper.  **  Thou  art  mine  !*' 

Those  gentle  words  should  raise  my  song 
To  notes  almost  divine. 

Dr.  Isaac  Watts  has  given  us  this  hymn  in 
Book  II.,  where  it  is  No.  69.  It  consists 
nine  stanzas,  and  is  entitled,  **  The  Faith- 
less of  God  in  his  Promises."  It  finds  an 
nesting  illustration  in  an  incident  of  Mar- 
Luther's  life,  of  which  the  great  reformer 
nishes  the  account  in  his  Table-Talk  :  "At 
;  time  I  was  sorely  vexed  and  tried  by  my 
n  sinfulness,"  he  says,  "  by  the  wickedness 
the  world,  and  by  the  dangers  that  beset 
Church.  One  morning  I  saw  my  wife 
ssed  in  mourning.     Surprised,  I  asked  her 

0  had  died.  *  Do  you  not  know  ?'  she  re- 
id:  'God  in  heaven  is  dead.'  I  said, 
ow  can  you  talk  such  nonsense,  Katie  ? 
w  can  God  die  ?  He  is  immortal,  and  will 
:  through  all  eternity.'     Then  she  asked, 

that  really  true?'  'True,  of  course,'  I 
1,  still  not  perceiving  what  she  was  aiming 

*how  can  you  doubt  it?  As  surely  as 
re  is  a  God  in  heaven,  so  sure  is  it  that  he 

1  never  die!'  'And  yet,'  she  went  on, 
ough  you  do  not  doubt  that,  yet  you  are 
hopeless  and  discouraged.'  Then  1  ob- 
vca  what  a  wise  woman  my  wife  was,  and 
stered  my  sadness." 

B  Ommiscimce. — Psa.  139.  C.  M. 

Lord  !  where  shall  guilty  souls  retire. 

Forgotten  and  unknown  ? 
In  hell  they  meet  thy  dreadful  fire — 

In  heaven  thy  glorious  throne. 

3  If.  winged  with  beams  of  morning  light, 

1  fly  beyond  the  west, 
Thv  hana,  which  must  support  my  flight, 

Would  soon  betray  my  rest. 

3  If,  o'er  my  sins,  I  think  to  draw 
The  curtains  of  the  night, 

Those  flaming  eyes,  that  guard  thy  law, 
Would  turn  the  shades  to  light. 

4  The  beams  of  noon,  the  midnight  hour, 
Are  both  alike  to  thee  : 

Oh.  may  I  ne'er  provoke  that  power, 
From  which  I  cannot  flee. 

'his  is  the  remainder  of  Dr.  Isaac  Watts' 
sion  of  Psalm  1 39,  of  which  the  first  part 
)re  the  "  pause  "  is  given  in  our  No.  266. 


Holiness. 

Holy  and  reverend  is  the  name 

Of  our  eternal  King. 
Thrice  holy  Lord  I  the  angels  cry ; 

Thrice  holy !  let  us  sing. 

3  The  deepest  reverence  of  the  mind, 

Pay,  O  my  soul !  to  God  ; 
Lift  with  thy  hands  a  holy  heart 

To  his  sublime  abode. 


CM. 


3  With  sacred  awe  pronounce  his  name. 
Whom  words  nor  thoughts  can  reach ; 

A  broken  heart  shall  please  him  more 
Than  the  best  forms  of  speech. 

4  Thou  holy  God !  preserve  our  souls 
From  all  pollution  free : 

The  pure  in  heart  are  thy  delight, 
And  they  thy  face  shall  see. 

Very  little  is  known  to  us  about  Rev.  John 
Needham.  the  writer  of  this  hynrin,  even  the 
date  of  his  birth  being  uncertain.  He  was 
the  son  of  a  Baptist  clergyman  in  Hertford- 
shire, England,  who  had  a  reputation  as  a 
learned  man  and  probably  attended  to  the 
education  of  the  boy.  In  1750  John  Need- 
ham  became  co-pastor  with  Rev.  John  Bed- 
dome  of  a  Baptist  church  in  Bristol ;  but  two 
years  later,  on  the  retirement  of  his  senior 
associate,  a  dispute  arose  in  the  congregation 
regarding  the  co-pastorate.  Needham  and 
his  followers  removed  to  a  Baptist  meeting- 
house in  Callowhill  St.,  which  they  shared 
with  another  congre^tion  and  pastor.  For 
a  time  the  two  societies  existed  independently, 
but  in  1755  they  were  united  with  a  double 
pastorate,  which  arrangement  is  known  to 
nave  continued  up  to  1 774.  The  exact  date 
of  Needham 's  death  is  not  known;  it  was 
probably  about  1786.  In  1768  he  published 
a  collection  of  two  hundred  and  sixty-three 
hymns,  many  of  which  have  proved  valtiable 
in  the  church,  about  fifteen  of  them  being 
still  in  common  use. 


Providence.  C.  M. 

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way 

His  wonders  to  perform ; 
He  plants  his  footsteps  in  the  sea. 

And  rides  upon  the  storm. 

3  Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 

Of  never-failing  skill 
He  treasures  up  his  bright  designs, 

And  works  his  sovereign  will. 

3  Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take  1 
The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread 

Are  big  with  mercy,  and  will  break 
III  hissings  on  your  head. 

4  Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense, 
But  trust  him  for  his  grace; 

Behind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

5  His  purposes  will  ripen  fast. 
Unfolding  ever>-  hour ; 

The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 
But  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 

6  Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err, 
And  scan  his  work  in  vain  ; 

God  is  his  own  interpreter, 
And  he  will  make  it  plain. 

William  Cowper,  the  bard  of  Olney  (1731- 
1800),  joint  author  with  his  friend  the  Rev. 

John  Newton  of  the  Olmy  Hymns,  wrote  the 
orcgoing  exquisite  lines,  says  Montgomery, 
"  in  the  twilight  of  departing  reason."     **  It  is 
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3  Father,  let  me  taste  thy  love ; 

Saviour,  fill  my  soul  with  peace  ; 
Spirit,  come  my  heart  to  move : 

Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  bless  ! 
Father,  Son,  and  Spirit — thou 

One  Jehovah,  shed  abroad 
All  thy  grace  within  me  now  ; 

Be  my  Father  and  my  God  ! 

lis  excellent  hymn  is  quite  a  characteristic 
ration  of  one  of  Dr.  Horatius  Bonar's 
ices  in  religious  composition.  He^seems 
re  to  choose  a  theme  of  meditation,  and 
follow  it  with  a  consideration  of  each  of 
*ersons  of  the  Trinity,  as  they  stand  re- 
to  it  in  near  or  remote  agency.  It  is 
ed  by  him  "A  Child's  Prayer :  Proverbs 
."  **  I  love  them  that  love  me ;  and  those 
seek  me  early  shall  find  me."  It  first 
ared  in  1843,  i"  ^  volume  of  Songs  for 
Vilderness.  He  afterwards  incorporated 
his  Hymns  of  Faith  and  Hope :  Series 

{57. 


'Holy,  holy,  holy^ 


7S,  D. 


Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord 

God  of  Hosts !  when  heaveo  and  earth. 
Out  of  darkness,  at  thy  word 

Issued  into  {glorious  birth. 
All  thy  works  before  thee  stood. 
And  thine  eye  beheld  them  |2:ood, 
Wliile  they  sunj;  with  sweet  accord, 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord  ! 

3  Holy,  holy,  holy !  thee. 

One  Jehovah  evermore. 
Father,  Son,  and  Spirit !  we, 

Dust  and  ashes,  would  adore ; 
Lifi^htly  by  the  world  esteemed. 
From  that  world  by  thee  redeemed, 
Sing  we  here  with  glad  accord, 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord  ! 

3  Holy,  holy,  holy !   all 

Heaven's  triumphant  choir  shall  sing, 
While  the  ransomed  nations  fall 

At  the  footstool  of  their  King  : 
Then  shall  saints  and  seraphim, 
Harps  and  voices,  swell  one  hymn, 
Blending  in  sublime  accord, 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord  ! 

mes  Montgomery  has  included  this  in  his 
inal Hymns,  1853  ;  indeed,  he  commences 
Kx>k  with  it  as  his  first  ofTering  of  reverent 
adoring  praise.  It  is  entitled  "Thrice 
• !"  and  attached  to  it  for  a  Scripture  ref- 
:e  is  Isaiah  6:3.  It  strikes  the  keynote 
is  poet's  religious  life.  Unaffected  sin- 
y  in  worship  is  nowhere  better  taught  than 
e  hymns  of  Montgomer>'.     He  calls  upon 

the  instruments  to  be  as  honest  as  the 
!rs :  the  *'  harps  and  voices  "  must  *'  swell 
hymn."  Such  a  lesson  may  well  be 
led  in  our  time.  In  our  travels  some  of 
five  seen  the  old  organ  in  a  remote  village 
rermany,  on  the  case  of  which  are  carved 
he  ruggedness  of  Teutonic  characters 
:  mottoes.    If  they  could  be  rendered  from 

terse  poetry  into  English  they  would  do 
nt  ser\Mce  in  our  times  for  all  the  singers 


and  players  together.  Across  the  top  of  the 
key-board  is  this :  **  Thou  playest  here  not  for 
thyself,  thou  playest  for  the  congregation ;  so 
the  playing  should  elevate  the  heart,  should  be 
simple,  earnest,  and  pure."  Across  above  the 
right-hand  row  of  stops  is  this :  **  The  organ- 
tone  must  ever  be  adapted  to  the  subject  of 
the  song ;  it  is  for  thee,  therefore,  to  read  the 
hymn  entirely  through,  so  as  to  catch  its  true 
spirit."  Across  above  the  left-hand  stops  is 
this:  "In  order  that  thy  playing  shall  not 
bring  the  singing  into  confusion,  it  is  becom- 
ing that  thou  listen  sometimes,  and  as  thou 
hearest  thou  wilt  be  likelier  to  play  as  God's 
people  sing." 


'* Divine  Presence. ''* 


7s.  D. 


Lord  of  earth  !  thy  forming  h.ind 
Well  this  beauteous  frame  hath  planned  ; 
Woods  that  wave,  and  hills  that  tower. 
Ocean  rolling  in  his  power  : 
Yet,  amid  this  scene  so  fair, 
Should  I  cease  thy  smile  to  share. 
What  were  all  its  joys  to  me  ? 
Whom  have  1  on  earth  but  thee  ? 

3  Lord  of  heaven  !  beyond  our  sight 
Shines  a  world  of  purer  light  ; 
There  in  love's  uncloudedreign 
Parted  hands  shall  meet  again: 
Oh,  that  world  is  passing  fair  ! 
Yet,  if  thou  wert  absent  there, 
What  were  all  its  joys  to  me  ? 
Whom  have  I  in  heaven  but  thee? 

Another  of  Sir  Robert  Grant's  twelve  ex- 
cellent hymns,  collected  after  his  decease  by 
his  brother.  Only  two  stanzas,  out  of  the 
large  number  of  which  the  original  poem 
consists,  have  been  chosen  for  singing.  The 
theme  is  furnished  by  the  verse  of  Psalm  73, 
which  appears  as  the  refrain  closing  each 
quatrain  of  lines :  "  Whom  have  I  in  heaven 
but  thee,  and  there  is  none  upon  earth  that  I 
desire  beside  thee." 


Bounteous  Care,  P.  M. 

Now  thank  we  all  our  God, 

With  heart,  and  hands,  and  voices, 
Who  wondrous  things  hath  done. 

In  whom  the  world  rejoices; 
Who  from  onr  mother's  arms 

Hath  blessed  us  on  our  way 
With  countless  gifts  of  love. 

And  still  is  ours  to-day. 

a  Oh,  mav  this  bounteous  God 

Throujjh  all  our  life  be  near  us. 
With  ever  joyful  hearts 

And  blessed  peace  to  cheer  us ; 
To  keep  us  in  his  grace, 

And  guide  us  when  perplexed, 
And  free  us  from  all  ills 

In  this  world  and  the  next. 

This  short  hymn  is  aptly  called  the  Te 
Deum  of  Germany.  It  has  in  it  more  hisior>' 
than  any  other,  unless,  perhaps,  we  except 
the  great  Ein  Fcste  Burjr,  It  dates  far  back 
to  the  times  of  the  Thirty  Years'  War.  It 
was  written — "  Nun  danket  alU  Gott " — by 
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iih  everv'thinji^  to  jLjratify  carnal  ambi- 
Idly  case,  and  desire  for  human  ap- 
I   had  been   led  by  a  most  singular 
X  of   heart  to  see  that   I  had  been 
less  making  an  idol  of  literary  cul- 
llectual  accomplishment,  and  world- 
Mi  ;  and,  a  few  months  before,  I  had 
renounced  all  these  things,  that  I 
:»  a  holier  and  more  useful  man.     I 
I  was  not  largely  blessed  as  a  winner 

the  first  time  in  mv  life  1  had  no 
N  idi)I  in  my  heart;  but  for  the  first 
lad  also  a  blessed  consciousness  of 
munion  with  (iod  in  prayer.  I  was 
y-  led  to  ask,  witli  peculiar  impor- 
lat  I  might  in  some  way  be  enabled 
the  multitudes  of  unsaved  souls  who 
)und  us,  but  outside  of  the  churches, 
r  and  positive  conviction  absolutely 
J  me  that  this  prayer  had  been  in- 

God,  and  would  be  answered  in  a 
way  that  would  show  the  hand  of 
'his  solemn  {Persuasion  was  com- 
;d  to  my  wife,  but  to  her  alone ;  and 
illy  and  trustingly  waited  for  (iod  s 
to  come  for  him  to  fultill  this  desire 
er." 

suit  of  this  experience  was  that  the 
ition  were  almost  at  once  brought  to 
5   in   their   pastor's   purpose.     They 

open  the  editice  free  for  a  series  of 
services.     But  in  the  strange  provi- 

God,  the  building  took  tire  m  the 
a  prayer-meeting  and  was  consumed. 

same  serious  purpose  in  the  hearts 
;ople  reigned,  and  evangelical  work 
That  organization  remains  to  this 
ful  and  energetic  as  before, 
►r.  Pierson  resigned  the  care  of  it, 
a  mission  congregation  in  Philadel- 

Fiethany  Presbyterian  Church,  where 

and  success  he  remained  some  years, 
e  left  the  othce  of  a  fixed  pastor  al- 

became  an  evangelist,  a  missionary 
an  author  of  pamphlets  and  books, 
imself  wholly  to  Gospel  work  wher- 
services  could  be  most  useful.  He 
(1892)  going  to  London  in  order 
ae  the  minister  of  the  Metropolitan 
cle,  so  long  under  the  care  of  Rev. 
H.  Spurgeon.  It  is  singular  for  an 
n    Presbyterian    to   be  pastor  of  an 

Baptist    Church.      He   has    led   an 

life  in  these  late  years ;  but  he  is 
illy  blessed  in  all  his  varied  labors, 
las  the  entire  and  affectionate  confi- 
■  those  who   most    intimately  know 


Divin<  Providence. 


13" 
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God  of  the  world !  thy  glories  shine 
Throus^h  earth  and  heaven  with  rays  divine ; 
Thy  smile  gives  beauty  to  the  flower. 
Thine  anger  to  the  tempest  power. 

2  God  of  our  lives !  the  throbbing  heart 
Doth  at  thy  beck  its  action  start ; 
Throbs  on,  obedient  to  thy  will, 

Or  ceases  at  thy  fatal  chill. 

3  God  of  eternal  life !  thy  love 
Doth  every  stain  of  sin  remove ; 

The  cross,  the  cross,  its  hallowed  light 
Shall  drive  from  earth  her  cheerless  night. 

4  God  of  all  goodness  I  to  the  skies 
Our  hearts  in  grateful  anthems  rise ; 
And  to  thy  ser\'ice  shall  be  given 
The  rest  of  life,  the  whole  of  heaven. 

Rev.  Dr.  Scwall  Sylvester  Cutting  was  bom 
January  19.  181 3,  at  Windsor,  Vt.  While  he 
was  still  very  young  his  parents  removed 
across  Lake  Champlain  to  Westport,  N.  Y. 
The  lad  became  a  professing  Christian  in 
1827,  and  united  with  the  Baptist  church  in 
that  town.  Very  soon  after  this  he  began 
the  study  of  the  law,  but  turned  aside  from 
his  purpose  under  the  conviction  that  it  was 
his  duty  to  preach  the  Gospel  as  a  chosen 
vocation.  He  therefore  entered  Watervillc 
College  for  the  higher  course  of  education, 
and  after  a  year  changed  his  class  for  one  in 
the  University  of  Vermont,  where  he  was 
graduated  in  1835.  His  public  ministr>'  com- 
menced as  the  pastor  of  the  Baptist  church 
at  West  Boylston,  Mass.,  March  31,  1836. 
Subsequent  to  this  he  spent  eight  of  his  best 
years  at  Southbridge,  and  then  left  pastoral 
work  for  the  editorial  chair.  He  was  on  the 
staff  of  Tlie  Recorder,  the  IVafchman  and 
Reflector,  and  the  Christian  Re7'te7v :  after 
this  he  aided  in  establishing  The  Examiner, 
In  1855  he  was  appointed  to  the  chair  of 
Rhetoric  and  History  in  the  University  of 
Rochester,  and  he  remained  in  charge  of 
these  duties  until  1868.  The  liaptist  Church 
now  made  demands  upon  this  distinguished 
man  for  denominational  ser\*ices.  He  became 
the  Secretary  of  the  Educational  Commission, 
and  in  1876  the  Secretary'  of  the  liaptist 
Home  Mission  Society;  this  latter  office  he 
held  for  three  industrious  seasons,  and  then 
went  abroad  for  special  study.  At  the  table, 
January  16.  1882,  he  was  struck  with  paraly- 
sis, and  died  February  7.  after  a  long,  useful, 
and  honored  life  as  a  ser\-ant  of  (»od.  These 
particulars  arc  given  in  his  biography.  We 
nave  no  special  account  of  the  occasion  of 
his  wTiting  this  h>Tnn.  but  its  subject  com- 
mends it  to  our  notice.  God  is  in  nature,  in 
science,  in  providence,  and  in  grace. 

It  has  been  said  that  the  operations  of  the 
spider  suggested  the  arts  of  spinning  and 
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wea\'ing  to  man.  That  may  be  doubtful,  but 
it  IS  quite  certain  that  to  a  hint  from  an  insect 
was  due  the  invention  of  a  machine  instru- 
mental in  accomplishing  one  of  the  most  stu- 
pendous works  of  modem  times — the  exca\*a- 
tion  of  the  Thames  tunnel  Mark  Isambard 
Brunei,  the  great  engineer,  was  standing  one 
day,  about  three-quarters  of  a  century  ago,  in 
.1  shipyard,  watching  the  movements  of  an 
animal  known  as  the  Teredo  Xai'ai/s — in 
English,  the  naval  wood -worm — when  a 
brilliant  thought  suddenly  occurred  to  him. 
He  saw  that  this  creature  bored  its  wav  into 
the  piece  of  wood  uf)on  which  it  was  operat- 
ing by  means  of  a  ver\'  extraordinary  me- 
chanical apparatus.  Looking  at  the  animal 
attentively  through  a  microscoj>e,  he  found 
that  it  was  covered  in  front  with  a  pair  of 
valvular  shells ;  that,  with  its  foot  as  a  pur- 
chase, it  communicated  a  rotar\*  motion  and 
a  fon\ard  impulse  to  the  valves,  which,  act- 
ing upon  the  wood  like  a  gimlet,  penetrated 
its  substance ;  and  that,  as  the  particles  of 
wood  were  loosened,  they  passed  through  a 
fissure  in  the  foot,  and  thence  through  the 
body  of  the  borer  to  its  mouth,  where  they 
were  expelled.  **  Here,"  said  Brunei  to  him- 
self. "  is  the  sort  of  thing  I  want.  Can  I  pro- 
duce it  in  an  artificial  form  ?"  He  forthwith 
set  to  work,  and  the  final  result  of  his  labors, 
after  many  failures,  was  the  famous  boring 
shield  with  which  the  Thames  tunnel  was 
excavated.  This  stor>^  was  told  by  Brunei 
himself,  and  there  is  no  reason  to  doubt  its 
truth.  The  keen  obser\er  can  draw  useful 
lessons  from  the  humblest  of  the  works  of 
(iod. 

289  Thf  Trinity.  L.  M. 

O  HOLY,  holy,  holy  Lord  I 

Brijj:ht  in  thy  deeds  and  in  thy  name, 

For  ever  be  thv  name  adored. 
Thy  glories  let  the  world  proclaim  ! 

2  O  Jesus  !  Lamb  once  crucified 
To  take  our  load  of  sins  away. 

Thine  be  the  hymn  lliat  rolls  its  tide 
Along  the  realms  of  upper  day  ! 

3  O  Holy  Spirit  !  from  above. 

In  sticams  of  light  and  gl^ry  given. 
Thou  source  of  ecstacy  and  love. 

Thy  praises  ring  through  earth  and  heaven  ! 

4  O  CtOi\  Triune  I  to  thee  wc  owe 
Our  everv  thought,  our  every  song ; 

An<l  ever  may  thv  praises  flow 

From  saint  ana  seraph's  burning  tongue- 

Rev.  James  Wallis  Eastbiirn,  to  whom  we 
owe  this  poem,  was  born  in  London,  Septem- 
ber 26,  1797.  but  his  family  removed  to  New 
York  in  1803.  where  he  was  educated  at  Co- 
lumbia College,  graduating  in  1 8 16.  Two 
veiirs  later  he  was  ordained,  and  became  rec- 


tor of  an  Episcopal  church  at  Accomac,  Vir- 
ginia, but  his  labors  there  were  all  too  brief. 
His  failing  health  necessitated  a  southern 
voyage,  and  he  started  for  \'cra  Cruz;  but 
died  on  the  fourth  day  out.  December  2. 
1819.  and  was  buried  at  sea.  He  was  a  bro- 
ther of  Dr.  Eastbum,  the  beloved  Bishop  of 
the  diocese  of  Massachusetts,  and  displayed 
marked  literar\*  abilit)*.  With  his  assistance 
Robert  C.  Sands  began  the  compK>sition  of 
Yamayden,  a  tale  of  the  wars  of  King  Philip, 
and  on  account  of  his  participation  in  the  ear- 
lier cantos  he  has  been  included  bv  Griswold 
among  the  list  of  American  poets.  In  spite 
of  the  brexnt)*  of  his  life,  he  will  be  long  re- 
membered by  the  glowing  hymn  quoted  here, 
which  has  won  for  itself  a  permanent  place 
in  the  songs  of  the  church. 


Goodness, 


L.  M. 


Triumphant  Ix>rd.  thy  goodness  reigns 
Through  all  the  wide  celestial  plains  ; 
And  its  full  streams  unceasing  now 
Down  to  the  abodes  of  men  below. 

2  Through  nature's  work  its  glories  shine  ; 
The  cares  of  providence  are  thine  ; 

And  grace  erects  our  ruined  frame 
A  (airer  temple  to  thy  name. 

3  Oh,  give  to  everv  human  heart 

To  taste,  and  feel  fiow  good  thou  art ; 
With  grateful  love  and  reverent  fear. 
To  know  how  blest  thy  cliildren  are. 

In  the  Hymns  of  Dr.  Philip  Doddridge  this 
appears  with  five  stanzas.  1755.  It  oners  us 
a  brilliant  vision  of  the  divine  character  when 
seen  in  nature  and  in  grace,  and  it  summons 
us  to  love  and  fear  in  the  same  breath. 

An  interesting  legend  is  published  in  the 
Indian  Mirrirr,  and  it  has  come  across  two 
oceans  as  an  illustration  of  the  text,  **  Behold 
the  goodness  and  severity  of  God."  It  reads 
thus :  "A  dispute  arose  among  the  sages  as 
to  which  of  the  three  gods  was  greatest ;  so 
they  applied  to  the  great  Bhrigu,  one  of  the 
ten  Maharshis.  or  primeval  patriarclis.  cre- 
ated by  the  first  Manu.  to  determine  the  point. 
He  undertook  to  put  all  three  gods  to  a  se- 
vere test,  and  went  first  to  Brahma,  on  ap- 
proaching whom  he  purposely  omitted  an 
obeisance.  Upon  this  the  god's  anger  blazed 
terribly  forth  :  but,  restraining  it,  he  was  at 
length  pacified.  Next  he  repaired  to  the 
abode  of  Siva,  in  Kailas,  and  omitted  to  re- 
turn the  god's  salutation.  The  vindictive 
deity  was  enraged,  his  eyes  flashed  fire,  and 
he  raised  his  trident  to  destroy  the  s«^ ;  but 
the  god's  wife,  Parvati,  fell  at  his  feet  and  by 
her  intercession  appeased  him.  Lastly,  he 
repaired  to  \'aikuntha.  the  heaven  of  \'ishnu. 
whom  he  found  asleep,  with  his  head  on  his 
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consort  Lakshmi's  lap.    To  make  a  trial  of 
his  forbearance,  he  boldly  gave  the  god  a 
kick  on  his  breast,  which  awoke  him.      In- 
stead  of   showing  anger,    however,   Vishnu 
arose,  and,  on  seeing  Bhrigu,  asked  his  par- 
don for  not  having  greeted  him  on  his  first 
arrival.       Next  he  expressed   himself  highly 
honored  by  the  sage's  blow   (which  he  de- 
clared had  imprinted  an   indelible  mark  of 
good  fortune  on  his  breast),  and  then  inquired 
tenderly  whether  his  foot  was  hurt,  andf  pro- 
ceeded to  rub  it  gently.    "This,"  said  Bhrigu, 
••  is  the  mightiest  god.     He  overpowers  by 
the  most  potent  of  all  the  weapons — gentle- 
ness and  generosity." 

29 1  Go^  our  Light,  L.  M. 

All  holy,  ever-Hving  One ! 

With  uncreated  splendor  bright  I 
Darkness  may  blot  from  heaven  the  sun. 

Thou  an  my  everlasting  light. 

2  Let  every  star  withhold  its  ray  : 

Clouds  hide  the  earth  and  sky  from  sight ; 
Fearless  I  still  pursue  my  way 
Toward  thee,  my  everlasting  light. 

3  Thou  art  the  only  source  of  day  ; 
Forgetting  thee  alone  is  night  - 

All  thmgs  for  which  we  hope  ana  pray 
FlowTrom  thine  everlasting  light. 

4  Still  nearer  thee  my  soul  would  rise ; 
Thus  she  attains  her  highest  flight, 

And,  as  the  eagle  sunward  flies, 
Seeks  thee,  her  everlasting  light. 

The  Rev.  Thomas  Hill,  D.  D..  LL.  D.,  the 
author  of  several  hundred  hymns — many  ori- 
ginal, others  translated  —  was  of  English  pa- 
rentage, but  bom  at  New  Brunswick,  N.  J., 
January  7,  i8i8.  He  was  placed  in  an  apoth- 
ecary's shop,  but  left  it  at  the  age  of  twenty 
to  begin  the  study  of  Greek  and  Latin.  In 
1843  he  graduateci  at  Har\'ard  College,  and  at 
the  Cambridge  Divinity  School  in  1045.  He 
was  for  fourteen  years  the  pastor  of  the  Uni- 
tarian Church  in  Waltham,  Mass.,  which  he 
left  to  become  President  of  Antioch  College, 
Ohio,  in  1859.  The  success  of  Dr.  Hill  in 
this  position  was  so  g^eat,  and  his  learning 
and  talents  so  eminently  adapted  to  such 
work,  that  at  the  close  of  the  Civil  War  he 
\*-as  chosen  President  of  Har\'ard  College. 
He  retained  this  office  for  six  years.  In  1873 
he  became  pastor  of  the  '*  First  Parish  in 
Portland,  Maine,"  and  died  in  1891. 

Dr.  Hill  was  not  only  a  theologian,  but  a 
scientific  man  as  well.  He  first  suggested 
the  idea  of  reporting  in  the  daily  papers  the 
weather  predictions  taken  from  the  telegraphic 
accounts.  He  is  also  said  to  have  invented 
an  instrument  for  the  mechanical  calculation 
of  eclipses  and  occultations  for  any  latitude 
and  longitude. 


Tht  THnity,  L.  M. 

Blbst  Trinity !  from  mortal  sight 
Vailed  in  thine  own  etenial  light ! 
We  thee  confess,  in  thee  believe  ; 
To  thee  with  loving  hearts  we  cleave. 

2  O  Father !  thou  most  holy  One  ! 
O  God  of  God  !  Eternal  Son  ! 

O  Holy  Ghost  !  thou  Love  Divine  ! 
To  join  them  both  is  ever  thine. 

3  The  Father  is  in  God  the  Son, 
And  with  the  Father  he  is  one  ; 
In  both  the  spirit  doth  abide. 
And  with  them  both  is  glorified. 

4  Eternal  Father  I  thee  we  praise  ; 
To  thee,  O  Son  !  our  hymns  we  raise  ; 
O  Holy  Ghost !  we  thee  adore  ! 

One  mighty  God  for  evermore. 

This  is  another  of  Rev.  Sir  Henry  Wil- 
liams Baker's  translations  found  in  Hymns, 
Ancient  and  Modern,  1861.  It  is  an  easy 
and  felicitous  rendering  of  the  ''O  luce  guic 
tua  latest  so  well  known  in  the  Paris  Bre- 
viary. It  affords  a  sin^larly  interesting 
example  of  the  way  in  which  natural  science 
sometimes  unconsciously  parallels  the  deep- 
est mysteries  of  spiritual  revelation,  and  after- 
ward appears  almost  to  explain  them. 

Just  now  my  eye  has  been  caught  by  a 
Quotation  from  (iregory  Nazianzen,  which  is 
floating  around  in  the  religious  newspapers : 
**  When  1  endeavor  to  contemplate  the  One 
Eternal  Glory,  it  resolves  into  Three ;  when 
I  would  gaze  upon  the  Three,  they  blend  into 
One."  These  words  have  arrested  my  mind 
the  more,  I  presume,  because  of  a  most  inter- 
esting experiment  which  it  was  my  fortune 
lately  to  witness,  and  1  cannot  quite  forget 
the  amusing  bewilderment  into  which  my 
mind  was  thrown.  We  were  all  told,  years 
ago,  that  if  the  three  primar>'  colors  in  the 
Sf)ectrum  were  mingled  into  one  in  prof>er 
proportion  they  would  form  a  perfect  white ; 
and  it  is  likely  we  believed  it.  But  a  some- 
what per\erse  mood  seized  my  imagination, 
and  1  found  myself  insisting  that  even  yellow 
was  darker  than  white,  and  red  (and  of  course 
blue)  would  onlv  darken  vellow  down ;  what 
would  be  the  result  I  could  not  say,  but  it  did 
appear  most  unphilosophical  to  state  that  three 
paints  of  three  hues  or  three  liquids,  blue  and 
red  and  yellow,  would  make  plain  white. 

The  optician  put  before  us  a  broad  disk  of 
thin  metal  on  which  he  had  painted  segments 
of  color  in  due  measure,  the  proportion  of 
surface  running  from  circumference  to  center, 
and  ending  at  the  axis  in  a  point.  This  he 
placed  in  a  holder  geared  with  wheels  and 
began  to  whirl  rapidly  around ;  to  my  simple 
amazement  the  three  colors  disappeared,  and 
the  metal  shone  like  a  silver  shield ;  it  was  a 
most  brilliant  white.     I  went  up  close  along- 
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,  -».     I  Ic  wills  and  waits  ai  hi>  <  iwr. 

At-  look  up  and  tiiul  him  wat.ii- 

n::vi\v    wIhtc    to   finil    him    al\va\v 

.  .^;..iiity  and  v^loryaiid  wtU'onu*  nf  i:.  - 

>  rcnUTt'd  in  upon  the  niu-  rw-.i.i- 

..:  :hf  ( ind  whom  wc  sec  is  iht- S.i\  •■«.::• 

.\f  iow  :  "  Jf^us  Christ,  the  sanu-  m--- 

aiul  to-dav.  and  for  cvtrr." 
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J03  ^^'K'  n-ii^rn/v.  i\    M 

To  him  tliai  <"hi>si-  us  first. 
».   \i  I{»*fi>rf  ilu-  \\«irlr|  !n-^au  : 

T<»  liim  iliu  h.  Ml-  thi-  cuisi- 
Ti»  s;i\r  iilivllious  m.in  : 
To  him  lliDi  fMrmvil  t'lii  liturls  arii-XN. 
Is  ciuHrss  iMai-i-  an- 1  ijlmv  iliu". 

.;  Thr  I'alhtt's  \n\v  sha'.I  run 

Thnmuli  our  imnn»iia'  si>uv:>  : 
\Vj-  III  iiiv;  l.>  ('ri.-l  -III-  Si'u 
Ilt'saiitias  uti  our  if)iii^iK-*i : 
Our  lips  a<iilri  -s  the-  Spirit's  ickuc 
With  i«pial  prais,.- ;uiil  /i;al  the  sam^.-. 

^  I. ft  *.\'  r\  saiui  abov*-. 
Ami  an-^vl  touthI  l!u-  tlironc. 

Fol   i-\cr  Mi'ss  ;ifiil   low- 

Tlu-  '•ai  n-'l  Thrt-t*  in  ( )ru-  ; 
Thus  ht'a\.-u  shall  raise  his  hi>nor.s  hiijl'. . 
Wluii  <.ai:li  atnl  time  i;rovv  oM  atul  lii'  . 

lust  at  the  clcise  of  his  Ifytnns,  ronstitiiiin-^ 
a  little  .iL^roup  of  prai^^es  to  the  Triniiv.   1  »r. 
Isaac  Walls  has  added  M-veral  l)rief  |>oefns  -f 
v^reat   lyrie   slrenv;lh   .'tnd   beauty.     He  refers 
this  one  amonv:  them  to  Psalm  148  as  its  sii^i- 
v;csti<Mi.     It  «elel)rates  the  wonderful   sovt-r- 
ei'^niy  of  divim-  l«i\e.     "  In  this  was  manifest- 
<•(!  the   l<)\t' »tf  ( io^l  toward  us.  hei'aiisi-  iha- 
( iod  sent  his  only-lHv;"Hen  Son  into  the  wtirlii. 
that  wi- niii^hi   Ii\e  throui^h  him.      Herein  i> 
love,  not  tha!  we  loved  (lod.but  that  he  io\id 
us.  and  miu  hi^  .Son  to  he  the  pr<»])iiiaticMi!  fi^- 
our  sins."     AthI  all  our  love  simplv  j^nnvs  ni.r 
of  his:  ■' \\"f  ioM-  him  because  he  first  !')\ei! 
u^."     I'ut   why  did  he  first  love  us  r     The-e 
\\a>i  noiliin-^  in  fallen  man  to  attract   adiniivi- 
tion.      \\\-   jiAt-   wliat   is  l<tvely:    we   believ; 
(Ind  dois  ihc  s.mic.      l*,iii  we  are  all  in  ri:i:>. 
joiMtlMii  !.i\id  l)a\id  bee.'iiise  he  was  st>  br.ivr 
and    i'.i';«'r   a*-  lif   told   about    (ioliaih.      Ni^' 
ua>  tl"i<  l«i\<   of  (iod  drawn  out  toward*i  nun 
b\    .ii:\    ;■' .■■.-Ml    of    priiiiiisv    f(»r    the    future 
I'l!.i-.i"hs  .!.i-  -ht,  r  hi  ard  the  (Ty  <»f  a  hahc 
i:^  'h'    b';:r.>!ws;  she  whispered   eontemj>lu- 
•    .'".    't    ■'.  ■■  l!    i^  oiii\  one  of  the  Hebrew^" 
'  ■    '■•    •    '        H'M  wlit-n  the  attendant  stoopeil 
d-    '.  ■    ■     :■    '■    I  'i:».  shr  *<aw  it   was  "a  i^o.  »dlv 
•  :.    .■■  tl  -•■:m'  thiii'^  mi'.^ht  In*  matle  of  it  if 
■■•  '\  ^':'.    .«.■  •:  li  -'M-  it   ;i   liitle   fairer  <hance. 

11'  ". '  ■■  '■■.■i!  A\\\  hii;)e  of  b<-tiermeni  h\ 
\"V   '  m:i    w.is  this  dixine    hnf 

-'.•    t'W.C'!^  11^  i>y  anv  alfeetion  th.i! 

!i  Vi-ii'.  li  t"-  I'ini.      I  le  knows  how  wf 

■»    \\:\    '.MA.inls    liiin.      "The   carnal 
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-^§  mind  is  enmity  against  God."     The  love  we 
fi\'c  upon  is  the  sovereign,  unconstrained  gift 
d  God.     "  For  when  we  were  yet  without 
strength,  in  due  time  Christ  died  for  the  un- 
godly.    For  scarcely  for  a  righteous  man  will 
one  die :  yet  peradventure  for  a  good  man 
some  would  even  dare  to  die.     Bui  God  com- 
mendeth  his  love  towards  us.  in  that,  while 
we  were  yet  sinners,  Christ  died  for  us." 


at  the  conclusion  of  another  hymn.  I  have 
added  also  a  few  hosannas,  or  ascriptions  of 
salvation  to  Christ,  in  the  same  manner,  and 
for  the  same  end." 


Thi'  Trinity.  H.  M. 

\Vk  jj;ive  immortal  praise 

For  (iod  ihe  Father's  love, 
For  all  our  comforts  here, 

Ami  hetter  hopes  above: 
He  sent  his  own  eternal  Son 
To  die  for  sins  that  we  had  done. 

3  To  Go<l  the  Son  belongs 

Immortal  glory  too, 
Who  bought  us  with  his  blood 

From  everlasting  woe : 
And  now  he  lives,  and  now  he  reigns, 
And  sees  the  fruit  of  all  his  pains. 

3  To  C,o<l  the  Spirit's  name 
Immortal  worship  give. 

Whose  new-creatinj^  power 

Makes  the  dead  smner  live  : 
His  work  completes  the  great  design, 
And  filN  the  soul  with  joy  divine. 

4  Almighty  Got!  !  to  thee 
Be  endless  honors  done, 

The  undivided  Three, 

The  great  and  glorious  One : 
Where  reason  fails,  with  all  her  powers, 
There  faith  prevails  and  love  adores. 

This  is  another  of  that  small,  but  very  sig- 
nificant, group  of  doxologies  under  the  gen- 
eral head  of  "A  Song  of  Praise  to  the  Blessed 
Trinity,"  with  which  Dr.  Isaac  Watts  closes 
Book  ill.  of  his  Hymns,  1707.  The  inscrip- 
tion, with  which  he  introduces  this  particular 
dixision  of  the  Book,  ought  for  ever  to  settle 
the  question  of  his  religious  faith.  He  says  : 
**I  cannot  persuade  myself  to  put  a  full 
period  to  these  Divine  Hymns  till  I  have  ad- 
dressed a  special  song  of  glory  to  (lod  the 
Father,  the  Son,  and  the  Holy  Spirit.  Though 
the  I-atin  name  of  it.  Gloria  Patri,  be  retained 
in  our  nation  from  the  Roman  Church ;  and 
though  there  may  be  some  excesses  of  super- 
stitious honor  paid  to  the  words  of  it,  which 
may  have  wrought  some  unhappy  prejudices 
in  weaker  Christians,  yet  I  believe  it  still  to 
be  one  of  the  noblest  parts  of  Christian  wor- 
ship. The  subject  of  it  is  the  doctrine  of 
the  Trinity,  which  is  that  peculiar  glory  of 
the  divine  nature  that  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ 
has  so  clearly  revealed  unto  men.  and  is  so 
necessary  to  true  Christianity.  The  action  is 
praise,  which  is  one  of  the  most  complete 
and  exalted  parts  of  heavenly  worship.  I 
have  cast  the  song  into  a  variety  of  forms, 
and  have  fitted  it  by  a  plain  version,  or  a 
larger  paraphrase,  to  be  sung  either  alone  or 


Psalm  93.  H.  M. 

Thb  Lord  Jehovah  reigns ; 

His  throne  is  built  on  high  ; 
The  garments  he  assumes 

Are  light  and  majesty  : 
His  glories  shine  with  beams  so  bright 
No  mortal  eye  can  bear  the  sight. 

2  The  thunders  of  his  hand 
Keep  the  wide  world  in  awe ; 

Hi^  wrath  and  justice  stand 

To  guard  his  holy  law  ; 
And  where  his  love  resolves  to  bless. 
His  truth  confirms  and  seals  the  grace. 

3  And  can  this  mightv  King 
Of  glory  condescend. 

And  will  he  write  his  name. 

My  Father  and  my  Friend  ? 
I  love  his  name,  I  love  his  word  : 
Join,  all  my  powers,  and  praise  the  Lord ! 

Some  few  changes  have  been  made  in  the 
phraseology'  of  this  very  familiar  song  of 
praise.  It  can  be  found  entire  as  No.  169  of 
Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  Hymns,  Book  II.  It  is  not 
claimed  as  a  version,  but  it  is  evidently  sug- 
gested by  Psalm  148.  Four  stanzas  are  given, 
and  the  title  is  affixed,  **  The  Divine  Perfec- 
tions." Ir  marks  with  a  most  skillful  progress 
of  poetic  transition  the  passing  of  Christian 
thought  over  from  God's  almost  insufferable 
glor>'  and  grandeur  and  majesty  to  his  grace 
and  love  and  fatherhood,  as  if  one  were  en- 
tering and  emerging  from  a  thunder-cloud 
and  suddenly  saw  the  iris  overhead  in  the 
sky.  The  ancient  Hebrews  had  one  doxolog)* 
which  it  was  prescribed  for  every-  one  to  use 
whose  heart  devoutly  desired  to  praise  the 
Almighty  on  the  departure  of  a  storm.  Each 
worshiper  must  sing  on  the  instant  the  rain- 
bow app>eared  along  the  surface  of  the  re- 
treating cloud :  "  Blessed  be  thou,  Jehovah 
our  God,  King  of  eternity,  ever  mindful  of 
thy  covenant,  faithful  in  thy  promise,  firm  in 
thy  word."  How  much  more  fitting  is  such 
an  ascription  when  we  see  the  rainbow  in 
these  gospel  day*>  I  We  need  never  more  be 
alarmed  when  we  think  of  the  omnipotent  Dei- 
ty of  earth  and  heaven  ;  all  the  power  we  dread 
is  engaged  on  our  side,  and  remains  pledged 
for  our  safety  and  salvation.  It  becomes  the 
sign  of  a  covenant  indeed ;  a  gauge  of  unal- 
terable affection. 


Thr  Living  God.  H.  M. 

The  Lord  Jehovah  lives, 

And  blessed  be  my  Rock  ! 
Though  earth  her  lK>som  heaves 

An<r  mountains  feel  the  shjx^k. 
Though  oceans  rage  and  torrents  roar, 
He  IS  the  same  for  evermore. 
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8  The  Lord  Jehovah  lives, 

The  dyiiiff  sinner's  Friend  ; 
How  freely  nc  forgives 

The  follies  that  offend  ! 
He  wipes  the  penitential  tear, 
Bids  faith  and  hope  the  spirit  cheer. 

3  The  Lord  Jehovah  lives 

To  hear  and  answer  prnyer  ; 
Whoe'er  in  him  believes 

And  trusts  his  guardian  care, 
A  Father's  tender  love  shall  know, 
Whence  living  streams  of  comfort  flow. 

This  hymn,  written  by  Dr.  Thomas  Hast- 
ings, and  suggested  by  a  passage  in  Psalm 
1 8,  was  originally  composed  of  four  stanzas 
of  six  lines  each,  and  entitled  **  The  Liv- 
ing Ciod."  It  appeared  in  the  Additional 
Hymns  of  the  Reformed  Dutch  collection  in 
1846. 

While  we  are  writing,  up  in  the  high  re- 
gions over  this  vast  city  of  living  men  and 
women,  very  close  to  the  torrents  and  flashes 
and  roars  of  a  storm  in  the  spaces  still  higher 
overhead,  the  thought  forces  itself  upon  sense 
and  imagination  alike  that  all  this  tremendous 
power,  the  display  of  which  tills  the  soul  with 
awe  and  hushes  earthly  emotion  into  a  sub- 
dued reverence,  is  on  our  side  and  pledged  to 
a  believer's  positive  protection.  For  it  is  our 
Father  who  is  doing  this  in  the  air  at  noon- 
day !  '*  Canst  thou  send  lightnings,  that  they 
may  go  and  say  unto  thee.  Here  we  are  .^"  It 
is  said  that  the  Oerman  peasants,  with  a  fine, 
sweet  sense  of  (}od's  grand  care  mingled  with 
infinite  majesty,  speak  of  das  Hebe  Ge^vitter — 
"  the  dear  thunder."  They  must  have  some 
secret  of  the  Lord  which  is  deep  and  abiding 
in  their  hearts.  There  is  a  word  that  aston- 
ishes the  man  who  tries  to  appreciate  it  in  the 
midst  of  a  cold  rush  of  a  winter  tempest  for 
the  first  time ;  it  is  the  Almighty  himself, 
talking  out  of  a  whirlwind,  who  asks  the 
question  in  the  Hook  of  Job :  **  Hast  thou 
entered  into  the  treasures  of  the  snow  ?  or 
hast  thou  seen  the  treasures  of  the  hail  ?" 
Think  of  that!  "the  treasures — the  treas- 
ures " — twice  in  the  same  sentence  I  And 
then  the  same  vciice  adds.  "  which  I  have  re- 
served against  the  time  of  trouble !"  Let  us 
remeniber  that  Sweden's  greatest  king,  Gus- 
tavus  Adolphus.  when  he  was  warned  not  to 
risk  his  life  in  battle,  answered  with  a  calm- 
ness which  silenced  all  objection,  *'  (}od.  the 
Almighty,  liveth  I" 


307  Thrre  in  One. 

Grkat  Creator  I  who  this  day 
From  thy  perfect  work  didst  rest, 

By  the  souls  that  own  tliy  swav 
Hallowed  Ik*  its  hours  and  blest ; 

Cares  of  earth  aside  be  thrown, 

This  day  given  to  heaven  alone. 
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2  Saviour !  who  this  day  didst  break 
The  dark  prison  of  the  tomb, 

Bid  my  slumberine  soul  awake. 

Shine  through  all  its  sin  and  gloom  ; 
Let  me,  from  my  bonds  set  free, 
Rise  from  sin,  and  live  to  thee. 

3  Blessed  Spirit !  Comforter  I 

Sent  this  dav  from  Christ  on  high. 
Lord,  on  me  thy  gifts  confer, 

Cleanse,  illumine,  sanctify ; 
All  thine  influence  shed  abroad  : 
Lead  me  to  the  truth  of  God. 

Mrs.  Julia  Ann  Elliott  was  the  daughter  of 
John  Marshall,  a  gentleman  residing  at  Hall- 
steads,  LUleswater,  in  England.  The  date  of 
her  birth  does  not  appear  in  the  various  no- 
tices of  her  life.  But  the  somewhat  romantic 
incident  is  recorded  that  about  the  year  1827 
she  was  invited  by  her  father  to  accompany 
him  on  a  visit  to  Brighton.  While  there  she 
attended  upon  the  ministry'  of  Rev.  Henry 
Venn  Elliott,  the  brother  of  Miss  Charlotte 
Elliott,  whose  admirable  hymns  were  becom- 
ing known.  An  acquaintance  sprang  up 
which  ripened  into  a  sincere  affection,  ana, 
October  31,  1833.  Miss  Marshall  became  the 
wife  of  the  preacher  she  had  heard.  For  the 
parish  life  she  entered  she  was  eminently 
fitted ;  she  was  devout,  imaginative,  affection- 
ate-hearted, gentle,  and  charming.  In  1835 
her  husband  issued  Psalms  and  Hymns  for 
Public^  Prrifate,  and  Social  Worship.  To 
this  his  wife  contributed  a  few  pieces  ^\•ithout 
giving  her  name.  But  when  the  third  edition 
of  the  book  was  reached,  and  as  its  success 
was  assured,  her  initials  were  added  to  each 
hymn.  Thus  she  became  associated  closely 
with  her  husband's  sister,  and  sang,  quite 
fitly,  wMth  the  singer  who  gave  the  church, 
**  Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea."  Mrs.  El- 
liott died,  deeply  lamented,  November  3. 
1 841. 


''One  in  Threer 

Comb,  thou  Almighty  King, 
Help  us  thy  name  to  sing. 

Help  us  to  praise ; 
Father  !  all-glorious, 
O'er  all  victorious. 
Come,  and  reign  over  us. 

Ancient  of  Days ! 

2  Come,  thou  incarnate  Wurd» 
Gird  on  thy  mighty  sword  ; 

Our  praver  attend ; 
Come,  and  thy  people  bless. 
And  give  thy  word  success  ; 
Spirit  of  holmess ! 

On  us  descend. 

3  Come,  holy  Comforter  1 
Thy  sacre<l  witness  bear, 

In  this  glad  hour  : 
Thou,  who  almightv  art. 
Now  rule  in  ever>'  neart. 
And  ne'er  from  us  depart. 

Spirit  of  power ! 
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4  To  the  great  One  in  Three 
The  highest  praises  be, 

Hence  evermore! 
His  sovereign  majesty 
Mav  we  in  glory  see, 
Ana  to  etemitv 

Love  and  adore. 

seems  odd  that  the  question  is  never  to 
id  concerning  so  famous  and  so  excellent 
nn  as  this.  It  was  found  printed  on  a 
leaflet  somewhere  in  1757,  and  there  are 
,'side  of  it  two  others  which  are  surely 
omposition  of  Charles  Wesley ;  hence  by 

compilers  it  is  ascribed  to  that  author. 
lever  claimed  it,  however,  nor  has  any 
:lse  ever  claimed  it  for  himself  or  for  any- 
else.  It  is  one  of  the  brightest  hymns 
r  language ;  for  over  a  hundred  years  it 
stood  cr«lited  to  Charles  Wesley.  It 
published  in  an  old  collection  by  Rev. 
in  Madan  in  1 763,  and  he  seems  once  to 

told  Walter  Shirley  he  might  use  it. 
lobody  can  say  how  Madan  had  author- 
ver  it  if  Wesley  composed  it,  nor  why 
ey  did  not  issue  it  and  own  it  after  he 
vritten  it.  if  he  did  write  it.  It  was  not 
hn  Wesley's  collection  in  1779.  But  if 
dy  ever  comes  up  from  history  to  stand 
K>nsor  for  this  waif,  and  the  world  has 
nto  the  habit  of  giving  the  glory  of  it  to 
Ics  Wesley,  it  is  only  putting  another 
n  on  the  Epworth  forehead,  and  we  are 
lied. 

*' The  blessed  Trinity:'  75.  61. 

Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord, 

God  of  hosts,  eternal  King. 
By  the  heavens  and  earth  adored  ; 

Angels  and  archangels  sing, 
Chanting  everlastingly 
To  the  blessed  Trimly. 

a  Thousands,  tens  of  thousands,  stand, 
Spirits  blest,  before  the  throne. 

Speeding  thence  at  thy  command. 
And,  when  thy  commands  are  done. 

Singing  everlastingly 

To  the  blessed  Trinfly. 

3  Cherubim  and  seraphim 

Vail  their  faces  with  their  wings  ; 
Eyes  of  angels  are  too  dim 

To  t)ehold  the  Kinj?  of  kings. 
While  they  sing  eternally 
To  the  blessed  Trinity. 

4  Thee  apostles,  prophets  thee, 
Thee  the  noble  martyr  band. 

Praise  with  solemn  jubilee. 

Thee,  the  church  in  every  land  ; 
Singing  everlastingly 
To  the  blessed  Trinity. 

5  Halleluiah !  Lord,  to  thee, 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Chosl ; 

Godhead  one.  and  Persons  three  ; 
Join  us  with  the  heavenly  host, 
Singing  everlastingly 
To  the  blessed  Trinity. 

ridently,  although  reckoned  fitly  enough 


among  the  original  compositions  of  Bishop 
Christopher  Wordsworth,  this  hymn  is  a  close 
following  of  the  ancient  Te  Deum^  and  it 
might  be  considered  a  version,  or  at  least  a 
paraphrase,  of  that  great  anthem  of  Ambrose. 
It  was  first  published  in  The  Holy  Year :  or. 
Hymns  for  Sundays  and  Holy -days,  and 
Other  Occasions :  1862.  There  it  is  entitled 
**  Holy  Trinity,"  and  has  eight  stanzas. 


78.  61. 
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3 10  Nature's  King. 

Oh,  give  thanks  to  him  who  made 
Morning  light  and  evening  shade  ; 
Source  and  giver  of  all  good. 
Nightly  sleep  and  daily  food  ; 

guickener  of  our  wearied  powers  ; 
uard  of  our  unconscious  hours. 

3  Oh,  give  thanks  to  nature's  King, 
Who  made  every  breathing  thing : 
His,  our  warm  and  sentient  frame. 
His,  the  mind's  immortal  flame. 
Oh,  how  close  the  ties  that  bind 
Spirits  to  the  Eternal  Mind ! 

3  Oh,  give  thanks  with  heart  and  lip, 
For  we  are  his  workmanship : 
And  all  creatures  are  his  care  : 
Not  a  bird  that  cleaves  the  air 
Falls  unnoticed  ;  but  who  can 
Speak  the  Father's  love  to  man  ? 

Oh,  give  thanks  to  him  who  came 
n  a  mortal,  suffering  frame — 
Temple  of  the  Deity— 
Came,  for  rebel  man  to  die  ; 
In  the  path  himself  hath  tro<i 
Leading  back  his  saints  to  God. 

From  The  Congregational  Hymn  Book, 
1836,  this  ascription  of  devout  acknowledg- 
ment has  been  chosen  as  worthy  of  ever>' 
collection  made  for  the  use  of  the  singing 
children  of  God.  It  bears  the  name  of  Josiah 
Conder  who  compiled  and  edited  that  book. 
The  popularity  of  this  author  may  be  inferred 
from  the  fact  that  his  contributions  to  the  real 
ser\'ice  of  the  sanctuar)',  accepted  on  both 
sides  of  the  sea.  rank  next  in  number  and 
value  to  those  of  Watts  and  Wesley  and 
Doddridge.  The  one  now  before  us  is  feli- 
citously entitled,  **  Thanksgiving  for  Daily 
Mercies." 


3  I  I  The  Babe  of  Bethlehem. 

As  with  gladness  men  of  old 
Did  the  guiding  star  behold. 
As  with  joy  they  hailed  its  light. 
Leading  onward,  beaming?  bright  ; 
So,  most  gracious  Lord,  may  we 
Evermore  be  led  to  thee. 

2  As  with  joyful  steps  they  sped. 
Saviour,  to  thy  manner  bed. 
There  to  bencT  the  knee  before 
Thee  whom  heaven  and  earth  adore 
So  may  we  with  willing  feet 

Ever  seek  the  mercy-seat. 

3  As  they  offered  gifts  most  rare 
At  thy  cradle  rude  and  bare. 

So  may  we  with  holy  io\ . 
Pure  and  free  from  sins  alloy. 
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All  our  costliest  treasures  bring, 
Christ,  to  thee  our  heavenly  King. 

4  Holy  Jesus,  every  day 
Keci)  us  ill  the  narrow  way  ; 
And,  when  earthly  things  are  past, 
Bring  our  ransomed  souls  at  last 
Where  they  need  no  star  to  guide, 
Where  no  clouds  thy  glory  hide. 

Mr.  William  Chatterton  Dix,  the  author  of 
this  excellent  hymn,  is  the  son  of  John  Dix,  a 
surj^eon  in  Bristol,  Enji^land ;  he  was  born 
June  14,  1837.  His  poems  appear  in  the  Avra 
Eucharist ica,  1864;  Lyra  Messianica,  1864; 
and  the  Illustrated  Book  of  Poems,  1867.  He 
also  wrote  for  .S7.  RaphaeVs  Hymn-Book  in 
1 86 1.  This  hymn  first  appeared  in  Hymns, 
Ancient  and  Modern,  and  was  written  in 
i860.  It  has  attained  and  certainly  merited 
an  unbounded  popularity  ;  for  it  is  found  even 
in  the  Free  Church  Hymn-Book,  and  in  all 
the  new  hymnals  on  this  side  of  the  ocean. 
It  is  placed  amonj?  the  325  "  standard  hymns 
of  the  highest  merit  according;;  to  the  verdict 
of  the  whole  Anglican  Church  "  in  England, 
and  in  the  tirst  rank ;  it  is  included  also  in 
the  list  of  "  the  best  one  hundred  hymns  in 
the  English  language."  chosen  out  of  3,400 
lists  sent  at  its  invitation  to  the  Sunday  at 
Home,  in  London.  The  writer  is  not  a  cler- 
g>'man,  but  a  layman  in  the  Church  of  Eng- 
land, educated  at  Bristol  Grammar  School, 
and  trained  for  mercantile  pursuits.  It  pro- 
fesses to  be  an  Epiphany  hymn  founded  upon 
the  passage  in  Matthew  2:1,2.  In  these 
verses  is  given  an  account  of  the  visit  of  the 
Wi.se  Men  to  Jesus. 

We  have  no  authentic  record  of  the  number 
and  the  social  position  of  these  Magi.  They 
must  have  been  persons  of  wealth  and  rank, 
traveling  with  a  considerable  retinue.  That 
they  were  Gentiles  appears  from  the  whole 
tenor  of  the  narrative.  The  legends  concern- 
ing them  are  numerous  and  curious.  Their 
three  gifts  led  to  the  fancy  that  they  were 
three  in  number,  which  was  supposed  to 
correspond  to  the  three  divisions  of  the  earth 
as  then  known,  and  to  the  Trinity.  They 
were  three  kings — representatives  of  the  three 
great  families  of  Sheni.  Ham.  and  Japhet ; 
and  hence  one  was  regarded  as  an  Ethiopian 
and  painted  black.  Sometimes  they  are 
spoken  of  as  fifteen,  and  sometimes  as  twelve, 
to  correspond  with  the  apostles,  and  their 
names  given,  and  the  special  gifts  they  pre- 
sented. Their  kingdoms  also  are  mentioned, 
and  their  very  ages,  which  are  made  to  rep- 
resent, youth,  manhood,  and  age.  Bede  de- 
scribes Melchior  as  an  old  man,  with  long 
white  hair  and  a  sweeping  beard,  who  gave 
the  gold,  as  to  a  king.     Caspar  was  a  beard- 


less youth,  with  a  ruddy  face,  who  presented 
the  frankincense,  as  a  gift  worthy  the  God. 
Balthasarwas  a  swarthy,  strong-bearded  man, 
who  gave  the  myrrh  for  the  burial.  Another 
tradition  affirms  that  they  arrived  at  Jerusa- 
lem with  a  retinue  of  a  thousand,  and  that 
they  left  an  army  of  7,000  men  on  the  far 
bank  of  the  Euphrates.  In  the  cathedral  at 
Cologne  the  supposed  skulls  of  the  three,  set 
in  jewels,  are  exhibited  in  a  golden  shrine. 
They  are  said  to  have  been  discovered  by 
Bishop  Reinald  of  Cologne  in  the  twelftn 
century. 

312  The  child  Christ.  L.  If. 

All  praise  to  thee,  eternal  Lord, 
Clothed  in  a  garb  of  flesh  and  blood  ; 
Choosing  a  manger  for  thy  throne. 
While  worlds  on  worlds  are  thine  alone! 

2  Once  did  the  skies  before  thee  bow ; 
A  virgin's  arms  contain  thee  now  ; 
Angels,  who  did  in  thee  rejoice, 
Now  listen  for  thine  infant  voice. 

^  A  little  child,  thou  art  our  guest. 
That  weary  ones  in  thee  may  rest ; 
Forlorn  and  lowly  is  thy  birth. 
That  we  may  rise  to  heaven  from  earth. 

4  Thou  comest  in  the  darksome  night 
To  make  us  children  of  the  light ; 
To  make  us,  in  the  realms  divine. 
Like  thine  own  angels  round  thee  shine. 

3  All  this  for  us  thy  love  hath  done: 
By  this  to  thee  our  love  is  won  ; 
For  this  we  tune  our  cheerful  lays, 

And  shout  our  thanks  in  ceaseless  praise. 

Music  was  the  charm  of  Martin  Luther's 
life.  He  played  the  flute  beautifully.  He 
composed  excellent  tunes,  and  translated 
psalms  and  wrote  hymns  to  suit  the  meters. 
*•  The  whole  people  is  singing  itself  into  this 
Lutheran  doctrine ;"  so  said  one  of  his  op- 
posers,  growing  afraid  of  the  Gospel  he  wove 
mto  his  lyrical  strains.  He  published  a  col- 
lection of  them  in  1524. 

This  one.  made  for  children,  is  found  in  the 
Sabbath  Hymn-Book,  compiled  in  Andover, 
Mass.,  and  issued  in  1858.  It  is  there  given 
as  a  translation,  but  without  name  attached 
to  it.  Mr.  S.  W.  Duflfield  says  that  the  Ger- 
man hymn  of  Luther,  '*  Gelobet seist  Du,' Jesus 
Christ,^'  was  itself  '*  a  free  rendering  probably 
from  the  Latin  of  Notker  Balbulus,  of  St. 
Gall,  composed  in  the  ninth  century:  *  Grates 
nunc  omnes  reddamus.'  " 

The  particulars  of  Martin  Luther's  life  and 
career  are  found  anywhere,  and  only  the  most 
meager  recital  of  tnem  is  needed  here.  He 
was  born  in  the  village  of  Eisleben  in  1483, 
entered  the  university  at  Erfurt  in  1501,  was 
graduated  with  honor,  receiving  the  degree  of 
Doctor  of  Philosophy.  He  was  received  into 
an   Augustinian  monastery  in  Erfurt  as  a 
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in  1507,  and  by  all  the  authorities  is 
;d  with  a  sincere  and  const- ientious 
f  to  all  the  rcKulalions  of  the  order.  A 
k  of  his  is  often  q^uoted  as  bearing  his 
estimony  to  the  religiouBness  of  his  life 
;  this  period :  '■  If  ever  a  monk  got  to 
n  by  monkery.  I  was  determined   10  jjet 

attainments  in  scholarship  were  so  no- 
ic  that  in  the  next  year  he  was  called 
chair  of  philosophy  in  the  University  of 
nberg.  and  in  1513  he  was  honored  with 
grce  of  Doctor  of  Theology,  He  had 
misgivings  in  the  course  iif  these  jears. 
believed  they  would  vanish  if  only  he 
once  visit  Rome  as  the  center  ax  the 
h.  He  succeeded  at  last  in  making  the 
[lage.  and  crawled  up  I'ilate'.s  Staircase 
bare  knees,  as  true  a  devotee  as  ever 
aman  Catholic  Church  knew.  But  the 
ition  and  scandal  he  sau'  among  the 
iastics  startled  him  yet  more  seriously. 
en  he  returned  home  he  was  shocked 
;  public  sale  of  induli;enccs  by  Tet/e!, 
■iied  by  Leo  X..  who  w.is  then  the 
Against  this  venal  w  ickcilness  his  sou! 
1  opposition.  On  (Icicilier  31,  1517.  he 
1  at  midday  his  niiitty-iive  7fi,-sfs 
(/  tAe  merit  of  /iiil:i/,;eii(i<  on  (he  lioor 
church  in  Wittenberg.  That  act  began 
eat  Refonnaiion. 


From  this  his  progress  was  direct  and  rapid. 
He  was  excommunicated,  but  at  once  burnt 
the  pope's  bull.  This  was  in  1520.  He 
kindled  the  tire  which  illuminated  the  world. 
As  the  years  passed  on  he  advanced  to  the 
very  front  of  the  movement.  He  translated 
the  New  Testament  in  1 522,  and  so  ga\e  the 
Ciospel  to  the  common  people  of  (iermany. 
He  issued  tracts  voluminously.  Of  course  he 
was  pursued,  denounced,  and  condemned. 
Through  a  hundred  perils  he  yet  lived  to  a 
good  old  age.  and  died  in  1546  in  his  own 
home.  His  last  words,  three  times  repeated. 
were  these  :  "  Father,  into  thy  hands  I  com- 
mend my  spirit.  Thou  hast  redeemed  me, 
thou  faithful  God." 

313  tnca^nalion.  L.  M. 


Willi  God  he  wu 


Dreucd  in  such  twblc  Rcsli  u  Ihcy 

4  MorlBls  wiih Joy  b«bo1<l  his  fiicr. 

The  elcinal  Palher's  nnlv  Son  : 
How  full  oriruth.  how  fuM'of  Rrac-, 

When  in  his  c>d  the  I'.o.lhea<l  shot 
J  Archangels  leave  Ihrir  hiRh  nhode. 
The  love  of  ov 


I  or  In 


s;;;f'- 


In  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  Hymns  this  stands  as 
No,  !  of  Book  I.,  with  the  title.  •'  The  Deity 
and  Humanity  of  Christ."  To  many  it  must 
always  seem  a  dull  piece  of  poctr)- ;  but  it 
helps  when  one  wishes  to  sing  solid  doctrine 
for  an  exercise ;  and  it  will  always  be  availa- 
ble as  a  masterful  rejoinder  when  critics  be- 
gin again  to  insist,  as  they  used  to.  that  the 
famous  Congregational  hymn-maker  was  at 
heart  a  Unitarian.  Here  he  sings  like  a  po- 
lemic :  and  he  marshals  his  priH)f-Iexls  as  he 
proceeds:   John  1  :  13,  14;  Colossians  i ;  16  : 


Ephesians  3  : 9 

10. 
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•■GodwUh 

Beyond 
Before  Ih, 

Father,  who 

All  thinn  created  mo 
HiehlntfieheivMislhi 
Tfaou  hast  thy  thTone 


)  JESUS  CHRIST. 

Colleges  and  Academies  has  developed  into 
one  oi  the  principal  and  most  prosperous 
benei-olent  agencies  in  the  Presbjieriiin 
Church.     Dr.  Ganse  was  the   composer  of 

numerous  hymns  amon^  church  collections, 
and  sung  by  Presbyterians  uhiversally.  He 
was  a  man  of  positive  convictions,  decisive 
utterance,  but  always  courteous,  gentle,  and 
generous.     He  died  September  8,  1891. 


3(9  -Thfyiawlk 

When,  minhaled  oi 

The  gliileriiie  hos 

One  Btar  alone,  of  all 

Can  fin  the  sinner' 


While  the  pen  was  writing  the  lines  of  this 
notice  of  his  hymn,  the  news  came  that  Rev. 
Hen-ey  Doddridge  Ganse,  D.  U.,  had  died 
suddenly  at  his  home  on  Belden  Avenue, 
Chicago.  111.,  from  paralysis  of  the  heart. 
Only  a  week  before,  he  had  (with  much  mod- 
est protestation)  sent  his  photograph  (or  the 
likeness  which  accompanies  the  annotation. 
He  was  bom  in  FishkiU,  N.  Y.,  February  27. 
i8i3.  In  1839  he  graduated  at  Columbia 
College,  and  at  New  Brunswick  (Reformed 
Dutch!  Theoli)j;ical  Seminary  in  1843.  He 
was  first  installed  as  the  pastor  of  the  church 
of  Freehold.  N.  J.,  wheni-e  he  was  called  in 
1856  to  the  Twenty-third  Street  Reformed 
Church  of  New  Vork  city,  afterward  called 
the  Madison  Avenue  Church.  In  1876  he 
transferred  his  ecclesiastical  connection  to  the 
Presbrterian  bmly.  and  became  the  pastor  of 
the  F'irsl  fresbyterJan  Chunh  of  St.  Louis. 
V'pon  the  i>rgani/.ation  of  the  I'resbyierian 
Itoard  of  .\iil  for  Colleges  and  Academies  in 
1883.  Dr.  G.'inse  was  elected  its  secretary, 
and  removed  to  Chicago  lo  enter  upon  the 
duties  of  the  office,  continuing  therein  until 
his  death.  In  every  position  which  he  filled 
Dr.  t'.anse  dispinyed  abilities  of  the  hii;hest 
order,  combined  with  unusual  consecration 
to  duty.  The  iK'auliful  building  now  occu- 
pied by  the  M;idison  Avenue  Reformed 
Church  in  Fifty-seventh  Street  was  erected 
during  his  pastorate.     The  Hoard  of  Aid  for 


MStfliie^E'""' 


The  win/ Ihal  liHsed  mv  lounderinc  bark. 
Deep  hector  Ihen  my  vHala  froze : 

Denth-slruck.  I  ccaiol  Ihc  tide  lu  utta ; 
When  suddenly  ■  Mar  arote, 

II  was  the  Star  of  Belhlehem  I 
3  II  wa»  my  gyide,  my  iighl,  my  all  ; 

It  t>adc  mv  durk  fbrebwlines  cease. 

It  led  me  10  ihe  port  of  peace. 

Vn  singT  first  in  niEhlV diadem,' 
For  ever  and  for  evermore. 
The  Star,  the  Star  of  Bethlehem  1 

Formerly,  in  New  England  collections,  this 
piece  began  with  the  line.  "  Once  on  the  ra- 
ging seas  1  rode,"  and  used  to  be  sung  to  the 
air  of  the  -Scotch  "Bonnie  Doon."  It  is 
more  than  usually  interesting  to  Christian 
sensibility  as  it  stands  now  complete  :  for  h 
is  known  that  Henry  Kirke  White  meant. 
when  he  composed  it.  that  the  progress  of 
the  verses  should  seem  to  picture  the  ad- 
vance of  his  own  experience  in  coming  forth 
from  his  youthful  skepticism  into  the  glorious 
light  of  the  gospel.  He  was  a  precocious 
boy.  full  of  imagination  and  sensibility:  but 
he  read  Scott's  I~i>rci-  of  Truth  with  the 
greatest  profit.  He  caught  the  apposite 
hgure  in  the  star  which  led  the  Magi  to  the 
spot  where  the  young  Child  was.  He  was 
converted  joyously,  but  died  in  preparation 
for  the  evangelical  ministry,  leaving  behind 
him  this  marvelous  song  for  the  help  of  oth- 
'    -  published  in  Dr.  Collyers 
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•■Prmcr  of  Salem."  L.  M. 

Ian  hushrd  his  waien  Mill, 

c slept  on  Zion's  hill; 

m's  shepherds  thrcniKh  Ihe  night 

'er  iheir  Aocka  by  alany  light ; 

•r\  the  midnight  IuUb  around. 
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a  On  wheels  of  light,  on  wings  of  flame, 

The  glorious  hosts  of  Zion  came ; 

High  heaven  with  songs  of  triumph  rung. 

While  thus  the>'  struck  their  harps  and  sung : 

•*  O  Zion  !  lift  thy  raptured  eye ; 

The  long-expected  hour  is  nigh ; 

The  joys  of  nature  rise  again, 

The  Prince  of  Salem  comes  to  reign. 

3  "  He  comes  to  cheer  the  trembling  heart. 

Bids  Satan  and  his  host  depart ; 

Again  the  Daystar  gilds  the  gloom. 

Again  the  bowers  of  Eden  bloom." 

O  Zion  !  lift  thy  rapturerd  eye ; 

The  long-expected  hour  is  nigh ; 

The  joys  of  nature  rise  again, 

The  Prince  of  Salem  comes  to  reign. 

It  is  not  worth  while  to  record  here  the 
rms  in  the  biography  of  Thomas  Campbell, 
e  well-known  author  of  Gertrude  of  Wy- 
ting,  and  The  Pleasures  of  Hope.  He  was 
►m  in  Glasgow,  July  27,  1777;  he  was 
aduated  at  the  University  there,  and  lived 
become  three  times  in  succession  the  Lord 
ector  of  his  Alma  Mater,  He  had  nothing 
common  with  religious  hymnology.  Only 
is  piece  survives.  He  died  at  Boulo^e  in 
ranee,  June  15,  1844:  and  he  lies  buned  in 
'cstminster  Abbev. 
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The  Angels'  Song. 


C.  M.  D. 


It  ca'iie  upon  the  midnight  clear, 

Th<it  glorious  song  of  old, 
From  angels  bending  near  the  earth 

To  touch  their  harps  of  gold  : 
*'  Peace  to  the  earth,  good-will  lo  men, 

From  heaven's  all-gracious  King  :" 
The  earth  in  solemn  stillness  lay 

To  hear  the  angels  sing. 

3  Still  through  the  cloven  skies  they  come. 

With  peaceful  wings  unfurled  ; 
And  still  celestial  music  floats 

O'er  all  the  wear>-  world  ; 
Above  its  sad  and  lowly  plains 

They  bend  on  heavenly  wing. 
And  ever  o'er  its  Babel  sounds 

The  blessed  angels  sini;. 

3  O  ve,  l>eneath  life's  crushing  load 
Wnose  forms  are  bending  low. 

Who  toil  alone  the  climh  n^  way 

With  painful  steps  and  slow- 
Look  up  !  for  glad  and  golden  hours 

Come  swiitly  on  the  wm^  ; 
Oh,  rest  beside  the  weary  road. 

And  hear  the  angels  sing  ! 

4  For  lo  I  the  days  are  hastening  on, 
By  prophet-bards  foretold. 

When  with  the  rver-cirdinxi  vears 

Comes  round  the  age  of  gof»l ! 
When  peace  shall  over  all  the  earth 

Its  final  splendors  fling. 
And  the  whole  world  svri<i  hack  the  song 

Which  now  the  angels  sjnv: ' 

Rev.  Edmund  Hamilton  Scars.  D.  D.,  the 
uthor  of  this  hymn,  was  l>()rn  at  Sandistield, 
lass.,  April  6.  18 10.  He  rr* dved  his  aca- 
cmic  education  at  I'nion  Colk*v(e  in  Sche- 
cctady,  N.  Y..  where  he  graduated  in  1834. 
lis  theological  preparation  for  the  ministry 
k'as  made  at  the  Divinity  S(  hool  of  Har\'ard 


University.  He  entered  at  once  upon  the 
pastorate  of  the  Unitarian  Church  in  Way- 
land,  Mass.,  being  installed  in  1838.  He 
changed  his  residence  several  times  in  the 
course  of  his  life,  coming  back  after  a  while 
to  his  first  charge  again,  in  1847.  In  1865 
be  removed  to  Weston,  Mass.,  where  he  re- 
mained until  his  death,  Januar>'  14.  1876. 
He  WTOte  good  books,  and  sang  many  exqui- 
site songs,  of  which  this  one,  and  that  begin- 
ning, **  Calm  on  the  listening  ear  of  night," 
have  gone  around  the  world  as  among  the 
best  in  the  language.  This  app>eared  first  in 
the  Christian  Rej^ister,  December,  1850. 

The  beauty  of  the  imagery  and  rhythm 
here  is  almost  matchless,  and  the  sentiment 
is  hopeful  and  prophetic.  I  may  be  par- 
doned for  illustrating  such  a  statement  by 
referring  to  an  incident  which  made  a  deep 
impression  upon  our  party  once,  as  we  stood 
together  in  the  Alabaster  Mosque  at  the  Cita- 
del in  Cairo  a  few  years  ago. 

Wearied  of  architecture  at  last,  we  were 
lingering  beside  the  singular  tomb  of  the 
great  man  who  founded  the  mosque  at  the 
first  on  the  citadel  long  before  this  structure 
was  erected.  The  monument  is  more  than 
fi\t  hundred  years  old.  It  is  surrounded  by 
an  iron  railing,  the  door  of  which  is  kept 
heavily  padlocked.  Silver  lanterns  were 
burning  over  and  around  the  elevated  sar- 
cophagus, whose  glittering  radiance  lit  the 
surface  of  stone  until  it  Hashed  with  its  inlaid 
jewels  and  plates  of  overlying  gold.  Just 
there  I  had  a  conversation  with  our  drago- 
man, an  Egyptian  whom  I  had  employed  on 
two  occasions  to  cf)n(iuct  our  party  into  Pal- 
estine, and  had  used  as  a  valet  tie  place  in 
Egypt  beforehand. 

Noticing  the  carefulness  with  which  the 
small  railing  was  IcKked  on  ever\'  side,  I 
asked  if  any  one  was  ever  allowed  to  enter  the 
gates.  He  said  •*  No."  I  intimated,  however, 
that  I  presumed  ///•  might  go  in  if  he  desired 
it,  being  a  Ixjlicvt-r.  even  though  the  people 
wouki  forbid  a  forci^^ncr.  He  replied  hastilv, 
and  with  an  unalfe<ied  start  of  alarm,  **  On, 
no !  I  would  never  vjo  inside  there !  He  was 
a  holy  man.  I  am  never  so  good.  He  lived 
in  a  Ix'tter  yrar.  That  wiis  a  great  while  ago 
in  Cairo.  Those  years  are  gone.  No  man 
like  him  lives  now.  Those  years  were  gold 
ye^rs.  I  here  is  a  l)<M>k  at  Snechem  worth  a 
great  deal  of  money,  more  than  I  can  telL 
The  EuKlislunen  are  trying  to  get  it.  They 
sent  a  mat)  last  summer  to  buy  it.  He  offered 
them  a  hundred  thous;inds  of  pounds.  Thcv 
could  not  buy  il.  They  will  have  that  book 
by  and  by  from  som<l>«><ly.     Then  there  will 
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be  no  more  your  religion,  no  more  English 
religion,  no  more  my  religion.  That  book 
will  give  the  only  true  religion.  Our  men 
know  all  about  it.  They  want  the  true  reli- 
gion the  more  than  English  want  it.  Our 
religion  is  not  good.  It  was  good.  A  great 
while  ago  it  was  gold  time.  Now  it  is  not 
gold  time  any  more." 

Astonished  at  the  high  excitement  of  this 
man,  for  he  was  trembling  in  every  limb,  and 
arrested  on  the  instant  by  his  mistaken  notion 
of  the  endeavors  which  the  British  Explora- 
tion Fund  for  Palestine  during  the  year  just 
previous  had  been  making  to  secure  a  copy 
of  the  Samaritan  Bible  from  the  priests  on 
Mount  Gerizim,  who  guard  it  with  more  jeal- 
ousy than  is  proportionate  to  its  value,  I  in- 
quired again  with  eagerness  of  surprise 
whether  that  book,  as  he  supposed,  would 
prove  the  Koran  to  be  wrong.  And  his  an- 
swer came  sadly,  and  was  made  in  a  quiet 
tone  almost  like  a  whisper,  **Yes;  all  our 
men  say  so.  They  tell  every  one  now  that 
Koran  religion  is  good,  but  that  this  book 
will  give  what  is  the  true  religion.  We  arc 
all  bad.  We  want  a  new  religion.  Great 
while  ago  men  were  good.  Our  religion  was 
good,  but  it  will  not  longer  last  for  us.  We 
shall  have  the  true  religion  in  the  book.  Not 
ever  your  religion ;  not  ever  my  religion ;  the 
true  religion.  Then  it  is  the  gold  times  will 
all  come  back  again.  Men  will  be  good  men 
then." 

He  then  went  on  to  relate  how  many  of  the 
preachers  of  his  faith  he  knew  who  were  ex- 
pecting an  overthrow  of  their  church  and 
government  before  long.  His  voice  continued 
to  grow  mournful  and  melancholy  when  he 
admitted  how  wicked  most  of  the  people  had 
become.  During  this  interview  the  day  was 
drawing  nearer  its  close.  The  entire  scene 
has  an  element  of  romance  in  it,  a  touch  of 
glamour,  as  I  try  to  recall  it  at  this  distance 
of  time.  I  have  sometimes  sat  in  the  gloom 
at  nightfall  suffering  my  imagination  to  re- 
produce the  spectacle.  I  seem  to  see,  as  I 
reflect,  the  earnest  face  of  that  excited  Egyp- 
tian while  he  stands  by  the  tomb  he  admits 
he  is  not  worthy  ever  to  enter.  His  hand  is 
trembling  as  he  grasps  the  bar  of  the  gilded 
grating.  Over  us  both  falls  a  rich  light  from 
the  arches  overhead,  blending  a  score  of  hues 
in  glorious  beams  as  they  stream  through  the 
panes  of  stained  glass.  Around,  far  off,  as 
my  eyes  range  into  the  recesses  of  the  after- 
noon shadows  of  the  mosque,  I  can  dimly 
discern  a  host  of  kneeling  forms  of  followers, 
some  of  them  positive  devotees,  of  the  historic 
faith  of  Islam. 


And  I,  a  child  of  hope  through  grace  of  a 
living  Redeemer,  crucified  once,  but  now 
glorified  for  ever,  a  preacher  of  the  coming 
and  everlasting  reign  of  Immanuel  whose 
kingdom  will  absorb  and  include  all,  am  sud- 
denly confronted  with  a  disclosure  of  weak- 
ness and  the  admission  of  dotage  and  con- 
sternation on  the  part  of  some  of  its  most 
formidable  foes.  There  we  meet  upon  the 
Book  !  The  true  religion  is  in  the  Bible  for 
all  of  us  alike.  When  it  comes  to  be  the 
source  of  truth  and  the  law  of  conduct  on 
earth,  there  will  be  good  men  in  the  world 
once  more  to  lift  the  race  and  glorify  God. 
I  am  told  by  a  heathen,  as  all  have  been 
taught  to  call  him,  that  not  just  what  a  man 
takes  for  his  religion  is  to  save  him,  but  what 
he  is  to  be  himself  is  to  save  him. 

So  I  am  apt  to  sit  thinking  of  the  day  as 
perhaps  nearer  than  an  apathetic  Church  has 
appeared  to  be  imagining  lately,  when  the 
King  of  the  kingdom  will  be  here.  And 
sometimes  I  sing  just  softly  to  myself : 

"  For  lo !  the  days  are  hastening  on, 
By  prophet-bards  foretold. 
When  with  the  ever-circling  years' 
Comes  round  the  age  of  gold  1" 
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While  shepherds  watched  their  flocks  by  night, 

All  seated  on  the  ground, 
The  angel  of  the  Lord  came  down, 

And  glory  shone  around. 
"  Fear  not,"  said  he— for  mighty  dread 

Had  seized  their  troubled  mind — 
"  Glad  tidings  of  great  joy  I  bring, 

To  you  and  all  mankind. 

3  "  To  you,  in  David's  towm  this  d«y, 

Is  bom  of  David's  line 
The  Saviour,  who  is  Christ,  the  Lord, 

And  this  shall  be  the  sign  ;— 
The  heavenly  babe  you  tnere  shall  find 

To  human  view  displayed. 
All  meanly  wrapped  m  swathing  bands. 

And  in  a  manger  laid." 

3  Thus  spake  the  seraph — and  forthwith 

Appeared  a  shining  throng 
Of  angels,  praising  God,  who  thus 

Addressed  their  joyful  song : — 
"  All  glory  be  to  God  on  high, 

And  to  the  earth  be  peace  ; 
Good-will  henceforth  from  heaven  to  men 

Begnn,  and  never  cease  I" 

This  cjuaint,  picturesque,  familiar  old  hymn 
is  now  in  almost  universal  use  throughout 
Christendom.  It  has  been  rendered  into 
nearly  all  the  li\nng  languages  of  the  world, 
and  ingenious  scholars  who  love  it  have  vied 
with  each  other  in  translating  its  stanzas  into 
classical  Latin.  It  is  the  work  of  Nahum 
Tate,  once  Poet  Laureate  of  England,  and  is 
found  in  the  Supplement  to  the  collection  of 
Psalms  he  made  in  partnership  with  E>r.  Bra- 
dy :  Third  Edition.  1702.  The  authorship  of 
the  earlier  part  of  the  book  was  concealed. 
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SO  that  there  will  always  be  some  obscurity 
concerning  the  credit  of  speciric  versions  of 
the  Psalms;  but  it  is  generally  agreed  now 
that  the  Supplement  was  the  work  of  Tale. 
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Calm  on  the  listening  ear  of  night 

Come  heaven's  metodious  strains, 
Where  wild  Judea  stretches  far 

Her  silver-mantled  plains. 
Celestial  choirs,  from  courts  above, 

Shed  sacred  glories  there. 
And  angels,  with  their  sparkling  lyres. 

Make  music  on  the  air. 

a  The  answering  hills  of  Palestine 

Send  back  the  glad  reply. 
And  greet  from  all  their  holy  heights 

The  Dayspring  from  on  high: 
O'er  the  blue  depths  of  Galilee 

There  comes  a  holier  calm  ; 
And  Sharon  waves  in  solemn  praise 

Her  silent  groves  of  palm. 

3  "  Glory  to  God  !"  the  lofty  strain 

The  realms  of  ether  fills ; 
How  sweeps  the  song  of  solemn  joy 

O'er  Judah's  sacred  hills  1 
"  Glory  to  God  !"  the  sounding  skies 

Loud  with  their  anthems  ring  : 
"  Peace  on  the  earth  ;  good-win  to  men, 


From  heaven's  eternal  King. 

We  have  now  the  second  of  the  two  hymns 
by  Rev.  Edmund  Hamilton  Sears,  D.  D., 
which  have  received  the  highest  praise  as 
poetry  ever  bestowed  upon  an  American 
writer  of  religious  verse.  The  author  passed 
his  life  in  the  communion  of  the  Unitarian 
Church ;  but  we  are  told  since  his  death  that 
**  he  held  always  to  the  absolute  Divinity  of 
Qirist,"  and  that  •*  his  views  were  rather 
Swedenborgian  than  Unitarian."  This  piece 
appeared  first  in  the  Bos/on  Observer,  1834. 
The  melody  of  the  lines,  as  they  rise  and  fall 
like  Christmas  chimes  in  the  air,  the  exquisite 
gladness  of  the  sentiment,  the  lofty  range  of 
imagination  in  the  figures,  are  inimitably  fine. 

The  Nativity.  7s.  D. 

Hark  !  the  herald  angels  sing 
•*  Glory  to  the  new-bom  Kine : 
Peace  on  earth  and  mercy  mild, 
God  and  sinners  reconciled  1" 
Joyful,  all  ye  nations,  rise. 
Join  the  triumph  of  the  skies  ; 
With  the  angelic  host  proclaim, 
Christ  is  bom  in  Bethlehem  1 

2  Christ,  by  highest  heaven  adored ; 
Christ,  tbe  everlasting  Lord  ; 
Late  in  time  behold  him  come. 
Ofbpring  of  the  Virgin's  womb: 
Vailed  in  flesh  the  Godhead  see  ; 
Hail  the  incarnate  Deity. 
Pleased  as  mnn  with  men  to  dwell ; 
Jetus,  our  Immanuel  I 

X  Hail  I  the  heaven-bora  Prince  of  Peace  I 

Hail  the  Sun  of  Riehteousness  ! 

Light  and  life  to  an  he  brinip. 

Risen  with  healing  in  his  wings: 

Mild  he  lays  his  glory  by, 

Born  that  man  no  more  may  die: 

Born  to  ndse  the  sons  of  earth, 

Bom  to  give  them  second  birth. 


This  familiar  and  favorite  hymn  from 
Hymns  ami  Sacred  Poems,  1739,  owes  some- 
thing of  its  popularity  to  the  splendid  piece 
of  music  to  which  it  is  generally  sung  in 
America.  Mendelssohn's  tune  is  exactly 
adapted  to  carry  its  majestic  strains  of  tri- 
umph ;  the  choirs  of  highest  training  equally 
with  the  simplest  children  of  the  Sunday- 
schools  are  fond  of  it  and  edified  by  it.  It  is 
noticeable  that  this  is  the  only  one  of  Rev. 
Charles  Wesley's  contributions  to  England's 
treasures  of  hymnody  that  was  ever  included 
in  the  English  Book  of  Common  Prayer  ;  and 
how  it  came  there  no  one  can  say. 

Just  here  it  is  worth  the  inquiry  how  it 
comes  about  that  angels  from  a  sinless  heav- 
en are  interested  enough  in  the  birth  of  a  hu- 
man Redeemer  to  show  such  lively  and  exu- 
berant pleasure  as  makes  these  Bethlehem 
hills  ring  with  their  praise  unto  God.  And  the 
answer  cannot  be  clifficult.  We  must  recall 
the  description  furnished  us  of  angels'  emo- 
tions while  they  were  compelled  to  wait  under 
the  awful  mystery  of  Christ's  sufferings. 
They  are  presentee!  to  us  as  fitly  imaged  in 
the  cherubim  on  the  mercy-seat  of  old :  those 
two  singular  figures  of  gold,  bending  rever- 
ently forward  toward  each  other  over  the  ark 
in  the  Holy  of  Holies,  with  eyes  cast  down- 
ward, as  if  they  were  curiously  listening  to 
whatever  might  be  spoken  from  out  the  inef- 
fable light  between  them.  The  language  is 
familiar ;  but  there  is  in  it  a  felicity  almost 
lost  in  its  rendering  into  ours.  "  Which 
things  the  angels  desire  to  look  into :"  this 
means,  which  things  they  are  peering  over 
into — bending  their  heads  down  and  fixing 
their  eyes,  as  if  a  holy  curiosity  possessed 
them,  as  if  they  were  mvestigatine  an  awful 
secret  which  demanded  closest  and  most  ear- 
nest attention. 

Furthermore,  we  must  remember  that  the 
apostle  Paul  asserts,  in  a  brilliant  passage  of 
the  Epistle  to  the  Ephesians.  that  there  was 
once  a  recognized  and  explicit  moment  in 
eternal  histor>'  when  the  manifold  wisdom  of 
God  was  made  known  unto  the  powers  and 
principalities  in  heavenly  places — the  fellow- 
ship of  the  mystery  hid  in  God  from  the  be- 
ginning of  the  world.  When  was  that }  At 
what  precise  instant — at  what  period  along 
the  ages  of  human  registering  by  days  and 
years — did  the  angels  first  learn  tne  meaning 
and  the  majesty  of  Christ's  incarnation,  his 
suffering,  and  his  death  }  We  can  get  no  in- 
spired answer ;  but  surely  there  never  was  a 
more  appropriate  opportunity  for  this  sublime 
disclosure  than  this  now  offered  on  the  day 
when  the  incarnation  became  a  fact.     It  docs 
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not  seem  unlikely  that  when  the  midnight 
first  fell  away  from  over  Hethlehem  and  its 
shepherds  on  the  hills — at  just  that  crisis  in 
histor)',  human  and  angelic  —  the   heavenly 
host  were  earliest  made  aware  of  the  deep 
sipiificance  of  the  amazing  transaction  they 
witnessed.       It  may   be    imagined    without 
harm,  as  has  been  suggested  by  one  of  the 
most  eloquent  of  English  preachers,  that  Je- 
sus' errand  on  earth  was  then  explained  to 
angels  by  just  these  very  words  we  are  sing- 
ing, spoken  by  their  leader,  this  chief  angel, 
to  those  astonished  shepherds  out  upon  the 
hill.     And  if  it  be  true  that  these  high  intelli- 
gences, who  had  until  this  supreme  moment 
never  before  understood  what  it  was  for  an 
unpardoned  sinner  against  God  to  have  an 
atonement ;  who  had  gazed  upon  the  vvTeck 
of  a  fair  world  without  any  hope  of  its  resto- 
ration ;  who  had  witnessed  the  action  of  in- 
flexible justice,  as  it  actually  sent  hell  into 
existence  for  the  doleful  abode  of  some  of 
their  own  race,  even  then  chained  in  its  horri- 
ble pit  with  no  provisions  for  release ;  if,  I 
say,  these  angels  now  met  one  historic  instant 
of  disclosure,  in  which  the  vail  of  eternity 
dropped  away  from  before  its  chief  mystery, 
and  so  was  revealed  to  their  hitherto  baffled 
minds  the  secret  on  which  they  had  for  ages 
so  hopelessly  pondered — if  this  be  true,  then 
it  would  not  be  surprising  if  the  moment  of 
such  vast   discover}',  such  unparalleled  and 
immense  acquisitions  of  knowledge,  should 
give  birth  to  a  song  transcending  every  strain 
they  had  ever  previously  chanted,  filling  the 
earth  and  the  heavens  alike  with  melody ;  and 
this   would  certainly  give  us  a  new  force,  if 
not  a  new  meaning,  to  the  old  verse  that  to 
so    many    readers    seems    such    a    puzzle : 
"  When  he  bringeth  in  the  first-begotten  into 
the  world,  he  saith.  Let  all  the  angels  of  God 
worship  him." 


32  I  "  Thf  Christ  of  God.'' 

Hr  has  come  !  the  Christ  of  God 
Left  for  us  his  glad  alxwU* ; 
Slooiiiiip  from  his  throne  of  bliss 
To  this  (larks* »me  wilderness. 
He  has  come  I  the  Prince  of  Peace; 
Come  to  hid  «>ur  sortows  cease  ; 
Come  to  sc.itter  with  liis  liRht 
All  the  shadows  of  our  night- 

2  He  the  mighly  King  has  come  ! 
Makiiiv;  this  p«t«»r  earth  his  home  ; 
Come  i<)  hear  our  sins  sad  load  : 
Son  of  L).*vi<i,  Son  <if  ( t«»d  I 

He  has  come,  whose  name  of  grace 
Speaks  dcliveram^e  to  «»ur  race  ; 
Left  for  us  his  glad  abinle  ; 
Son  of  Mar>',  Son  of  (»<Mi ! 

3  I'nto  us  a  child  is  born  ! 
Ne'er  has  earth  beheld  a  morn, 
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Among  all  the  moms  of  time, 

Half  so  glorious  in  its  {irime. 

Unto  us  a  Son  is  given  ! 

He  has  come  from  God's  own  heaven, 

Bringing  with  him  from  above 

Holy  peace  and  holy  love. 

This  is  one  of  the  best  of  the  lyrical  pieces 
which  Dr.  Horatius  Bonar  has  piven  to  the 
singers  in  the  churches.  The  author  has  en- 
titled it  "A  Bethlehem  Hymn."  It  may  be 
found,  in  its  entirety  of  six  stanzas,  in  the  first 
series  of  Hymns  of  Faith  and  Hope,  1857. 
He  has  also  annexed  to  it  the  quotation  from 
Augustine  :  Mumiuni  implens,  in  prcesepio 
jacens.  It  is  wonderfully  effective  as  an  in- 
carnation anthem,  recognizing  so  fully  as  it 
does  the  humanity  and  divinity  of  our  Lord 
Jesus.  Those  who  are  so  apt  at  saying  hritrht 
things  about  the  Madonna  and  her  child — 
and  those  who  are  so  foolish  as  to  talk  con- 
cerning the  Church  and  her  Christ — might,  if 
they  would,  take  notice  that  the  Scriptures, 
when  they  speak,  mention  the  chila  first 
One  can  easily  imagine  that  the  shepherds, 
when  they  entered  the  presence  of  "  the  young 
child  and  his  mother,"  were  satisfied  to  know 
they  had  something  to  tell,  as  well  as  some- 
thing to  listen  to.  And  our  curiosity  almost 
runs  riot  as  we  think  of  the  conversation  there 
at  the  side  of  the  manger.  How  the  quiet 
Mary's  eyes  would  glisten,  as  she  heard  about 
the  song  of  angels  on  the  hill !  Indeed,  Jo- 
seph and  Mar>'  might  well  welcome  these 
homely  men ;  for  tnere  was  in  their  plain 
words  of  congratulation  that  which  rejoiced 
their  souls  far  more  than  those  gifts  of  gold, 
frankincense,  and  myrrh  which  the  Magi 
brought  them  afterward.  Good  words  arc 
always  more  valuable  than  rich  offerings, 
which  have  less  heart  in  them  ;  they  arc  l«c 
**  apples  of  gold  in  pictures  of  silver.'* 


Psalm  98.  C.  M. 

Jov  to  the  world  ;  the  Lord  is  come  1 

Let  earth  receive  her  King; 
Let  every  heart  prepare  him  room, 

And  heaven  and  nature  sing. 

a  Joy  to  the  earth  ;  the  Saviour  reigns ; 

Let  men  their  songs  employ  ; 
While  fields  and  floods,  rocks,  hills,  and  plains, 

Repeat  the  sounding  joy. 

3  No  more  let  sins  and  sorrows  grow, 
Nor  thorns  infest  the  ground  ; 

He  comes  to  make  his  blessings  flow 
Far  as  the  curse  is  found. 

4  He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace. 
And  makes  the  nations  prove 

The»  glories  of  his  righteousness, 
And  wonders  of  his  love. 

The  theme  of  this  version  of  Psalm  98.  as 
Dr.  Isaac  Watts  announced  it,  is.  "  The  Mes- 
siah's   Coming    and    Kingdom."     It  is  hb 


INCARNATION  AND   BIRTH. 


149 


Second  Part,  C.  M.,  and  is  here  in  the  four 
stanzas  complete.  The  combination  of  these 
most  spirited  words  with  the  bright  arrange- 
ment of  music  by  Dr.  l!owell  Mason,  which 
he  called  "Antioch,"  is  a  great  favorite  at 
missionary  anniversaries  and  large  conven- 
tions for  evangelical  work.  But  it  ought  to 
be  confessed  that  it  is  frightfully  awkward,  in 
the  estimation  of  all  good  singers,  to  be 
obliged  to  repeat  the  syllables  in  the  absurd 
way  which  the  tune  requires  in  the  last  line. 
It  makes  no  trouble  that  needs  to  be  noticed 
to  say  over,  **  And  heaven — and  heaven — and 
nature  sing."  And  it  is  endurable  to  say — 
"Repeat  —  repeat  the  sounding  joy."  But 
we  submit  that  '*  Far-ar-a-as — far-ar-a-as  the 
curse  is  found  "  is  laughable ;  and  **  A-and- 
wo-ond  —  and  wo-o-onnders  of  his  love  "is 
ridiculous.  The  remedy  for  this  is  found  in 
slurring  the  notes  needed  for  the  musical 
phrase  and  singing  the  syllables  as  a  reader 
would  speak  them. 

323  **AU  haa  the  morn  /"  78.  D. 

Ha'l  the  night,  all  hail  the  mom. 
When  the  Prince  of  Peace  was  bom ! 
When,  amid  the  wakeful  fold, 
Tidings  good  the  angels  told. 
Now  our  solemn  chant  we  raise 
Duly  to  the  Saviour's  praise : 
Now  with  carol  hymns  we  bless 
Christ  the  Lord,  our  righteousness. 

2  While  resounds  the  joyful  cry, 
"  Glory  be  to  God  on  high, 
.   Peace  on  earth,  good-will  to  men  1" 
Gladly  we  respond.  "Amen !" 
Thus  we  greet  this  holy  day, 
Pouring  forth  our  festive  lav  ; 
Thus  we  tell  with  saintly  mirth 
Of  Immanuel's  wondrous  birth. 

This  hymn  was  taken  for  use  in  Laudes 
Domini  from  the  Sabbath  Hymn-Book,  where 
it  was   registered  as  "From  the  German." 
We  have  never  been  able  to  trace  its  author- 
ship any  farther  than  to  an  anonymous  selec- 
tion  called    Christmas  Carols,  published   in 
London,  1837.     It  is  interesting  and  useful  in 
that  It  emphasizes   the   fact  that  a  celestial 
choir  came  to  the  earth  to  sing  at  the  time 
Jesus  was  born  at  Bethlehem.     In  gathering 
the  matter  for  our  own  instruction  just  now, 
we  ought  to  be  satisfied  if  we  can  be  led  to 
remember  this  sweet  song,  and  hold  the  rich 
s^ificance  of  its  three  announcements  of 
glory  to  God,  peace  on  earth,  and  good-will 
toward  men.     One  particular  angel,  we  ob- 
serve, seems  to  assume  a  sort  of  leadership  to 
a  company  of  others ;  he  delivers  the  mes- 
sage, and  then  they,  unannounced,  burst  forth 
into  a  strain  of  music.     Gabriel  it  was  who 
brought  prophetic  announcement  of  the  Mes- 
siah to  Daniel ;  the  same  messenger  foretold 


Jesus'  birth  to  his  mother.  From  the  begin- 
ning to  the  end  of  our  Lord's  earthly  career 
do  these  inhabitants  of  heaven  seem  to  walk 
alongside,  just  out  of  sight.  We  discover 
them  ministering  to  him  when  in  the  wilder- 
ness of  temptation ;  they  are  found  strength- 
ening him  under  the  terrible  agony  of  Geth- 
semane ;  the  women  saw  one  sitting  at  the 
head  and  one  at  the  foot  of  the  spot  where 
the  crucified  Saviour  had  lain  in  the  sepul- 
cher.  We  are  given  to  understand  that  an- 
gels are  even  now  all  the  time  God's  messen- 
gers to  the  heirs  of  salvation.  They  are 
coming,  at  the  last  day,  with  Christ  when  he 
advances  to  judgment.  And  in  the  glory  of 
heaven,  while  they  sit  singing  praise  on  the 
mount  of  God,  the  chief  burden  of  their 
happy  hymns  is  joy  over  each  repenting  sin- 
ner. Is  it  not  a  fine  thing  to  have  such 
friends  at  court } 

324  Immantul.  7S>  D. 

God  with  us !  oh,  elorious  name  I 
Let  it  shine  in  endless  fame; 
God  and  man  in  Christ  unite : 
Oh,  mysterious  depth  and  height ! 
God  with  us  !  the  eternal  Son 
Took  our  soul,  our  flesh,  and  bone  ; 
Now,  ye  saints,  his  grace  admire. 
Swell  the  song  with  holy  fire. 

2  God  with  us  !  but  tainted  not 
With  the  first  transgressor's  blot ; 
Yet  did  he  our  sins  sustain, 
Bear  the  guilt,  the  curse,  the  pain. 
God  with  us !  oh,  wondrous  grace  ! 
Let  us  see  him  face  to  face  ; 
That  we  may  Immanuel  sing, 
As  we  ought,  our  God  and  King  ! 

The  hymn  here  given  is  found  in  Dobell's 
collection,  but  there  is  credited  to  Wood's 
collection.  It  has  five  stanzas;  and  two 
passages  of  the  New  Testament,  Matthew 
1 :  23,  and  I.  Timothy  3:16.  are  annexed  to  it 
as  the  foundation  texts.  The  original  publi- 
cation, so  Mr.  Duffield  says,  was  made  in 
The  Gospel  Magazine,  1779.  Very  little  is 
known  of  the  author,  Sarah  Slinn.  It  is 
likely  that  she  was  an  unmarried  lady,  this 
being  her  maiden  name,  and  that  she  was 
connected  with  the  Church  of  England.  She 
lived  a  century  ago.  and  her  history  is  per- 
petuated among  Christians  by  the  force  of 
one  really  gocxl  hymn. 

At  the  little  upper  window  of  that  lowly  cot- 
tage in  Bedford,  is  to  be  seen,  of  an  evening, 
a  faint  light,  casting  athwart  the  curtain  a  dark, 
deep  shadow,  as  of  a  man  in  deep  thought. 
It  is  Bunyan.  with  his  Bible,  and  his  glowing 
heart,  and  his  magic  pen,  "  sequestering  * 
himself  to  his  *'  beloved  work  of  setting  forth 
the  glories  of  Immanuel."  Night  after  night 
his  studies  are  protracted  far  into  the  morn- 
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Church  of  Rome  in  worshiping  Mary  is 
guilty  of  rank  idolatry.  **  Thou  shalt  wor- 
ship the  Lord  thy  God  and  him  only." 


''  Blessed  Lord r 


8s,  7S,  7S. 


Shout,  O  earth !  from  silence  wakinj^, 
Tune  with  joy  thy  varied  tongue  ; 

Shout !  as  when  from  chaos  breaking 
Sweetly  flowed  thy  natal  song  : 

Shout !  for  thy  Creator's  love 

Sends  redemption  from  above. 

a  Downward  from  his  star-paved  dwelling 
Comes  the  incarnate  Son  of  God  ; 

Countless  voices,  thrilling,  swelling, 
Tell  the  triumphs  of  his  olood  : 

Shout !  he  comes  thy  tribes  to  bless 

With  his  spotless  righteousness. 

3  See  his  glowing  hand  uplifted  ! 
Clustering  bounties  drop  around  ; 

Rebels  ev'n  are  richlv  gifted, 

Pardon,  peace,  ana  ioy  abound  I 
Shout.  O  earth  !  and  let  thy  song 
Ring  the  vaulted  heavens  along. 

4  Call  him  blessed  !  on  thv  mountains, 
In  thy  wild  and  citied  plains ; 

Call  him  blessed  !  where  thy  fountains 

Speak  in  softly  murmuring  strains. 
Let  thy  captives,  let  thy  king;s 
Join  the  lyre  of  thousand  strings. 

5  Blessed  Lord,  and  Lord  of  blessing  ! 
Pour  thy  quickening  gifts  abroad  : 

Raptured  tongues,  thy  love  confessing, 

Shall  extol  the  living  God. 
Blessed,  ble.ss^,  blessed  Lord  ! 
Heaven  shall  chant  no  other  word. 

Rev.  William  Henry  Havergal  was  bom  at 
High  Wycombe,  Buckinghamshire.  England, 
in  1 793,  ^"^  educated  at  Oxford.  He  entered 
the  ministry  after  his  graduation  and  became 
rector  of  Astley,  Worcestershire,  in  1829.  re- 
maining there  until  1842,  when  he  took 
charge  of  a  church  at  Worcester.  In  i860 
he  was  appointed  rector  of  Shareshill,  near 
Wolverhampton.  From  1845  he  was  hon- 
orar>'  canon  of  Worcester  cathedral.  He 
wrote  nearly  one  hundred  hymns,  many  of 
them  designed  for  special  services  and  printed 
singly  as  leaflets.  These  are  of  value;  but 
their  author  will  be  also  remembered  for  his 
musical  attainments,  having  composed,  be- 
sides many  tunes  and  chants,  several  anthems 
and  an  entire  ser\ice.  This  hymn  was  first 
published  in  1 849  in  the  Worcester  Psabns 
and  Hymns.  Canon  Havergal  was  the  father 
of  Frances  Ridley  Havergal.  whose  poems 
are  endeared  to  so  many  Christians  both  in 
Europe  and  America.  He  died  at  Leaming- 
ton, April  18,  1870. 


"  The  new-born  Kin^:' 


8s,7S,  4S. 


Angels,  from  the  realms  of  glory, 
Wing  your  flight  o'er  all  the  earth  ; 

Ye  who  sang  creation's  story. 
Now  proclaim  Messiah's  birth: 

Come  and  worship — 
Worship  Christ,  the  new-born  King. 


3  Shepherds  in  the  field  abiding, 
Watching  o'er  your  flocks  by  iiighl 

God  with  man  is  now  residing ; 
Yonder  shines  the  infant  light: 

Come  and  worship — 
Worship  Christ,  the  new-born  Kin 

3  Sa^es,  leave  your  contemplations- 
Brighter  visions  beam  alcr : 

Seek  the  great  Desire  of  nations: 
Ye  have  seen  his  natal  star: 

Come  and  worship — 
Worship  Christ,  the  new-born  K  in 

4  Saints,  before  the  altar  bending. 
Watching  long  in  hope  and  fear, 

Suddenly  the  Lord,  descending, 
III  his  temple  shall  appear  : 

Come  and  worship — 
Worship  Christ,  the  new-born  Kin 

5  Sinners,  wrung  with  true  repentan 
Doomed  for  guilt  to  endless  pains. 

Justice  now  revokes  the  sentence — 
Merc>'  calls  you— break  your  chain 

Come  and  worship—^ 
Worship  Christ,  the  new-bom  Kin 

"  Good  Tidings  of  Great  Joy  to  all 
is  the  title  to  this  piece  as  it  appears 
Montgomery's  Original  Hymns,  185 
one  of  the  best  of  his  poems,  full  o 
and  force,  with  a  grand  sweep  of 
cast  in  magnificent  imagery,  all  to  tl 
of  God. 

What  were  the  actual  words  of  thi 
song  ?  It  is  well  that  we  all  recoiled 
•*  Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  and 
peace,  good-will  toward  men  !"  Fro 
gle  form  of  expression  employed  h 
coming  alon^  the  ages  through  tl 
Vulgate  version,  has  been  named  « 
spired  chant,  one  of  the  noblest  in  I 
the  Gloria  in  Excelsis — given  us  by  tl 
Church  somewhere  about  300  A.  D. 
stanzas  in  one  hymn.  The  first  ( 
and  the  foremost  in  thought,  is  **Glor 
in  the  highest^  This  is  not  a  pray 
but  an  ascription.  It  was  no  time  tc 
ing  that  God  be  glorified  when  th 
universe  was  quivering  with  the  new 
ure  of  a  Gloria  in  Excelsis  such  as  bl 
could  see  and  deaf  men  could  hear, 
angels  did  not  pray.  Glory  be  to  G 
they  exclaimed,  Glor>'  is  to  God  in  tl 
est,  in  the  highest !  And  then  they  r 
idly  into  an  enumeration  of  particul 
connection  of  thought  is  close.  Glon 
is  in  the  highest,  because  peace  has 
the  earth,  and  good-will  has  already  j 
toward  men.  These  angels  are  mak 
clamation  that  the  rebellious  race  is  f 
more  subdued.  Men  should  be  re< 
sin  should  be  positively  checked ;  al 
of  a  worn-out  and  wretched  e.xistenct 
be  banished ;  poverty  should  be  r 
sickness  and   aeath   find    a  master 
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should  be  foiled  by  Immanuel  in  person. 
Hence  the  vision  which  flashed  on  their 
awakened  intelligence  and  started  their  song 
was  reversive  and  revolutionary.  The  earth 
seemed  to  rouse  itself  to  a  new  being. 
Cursed  for  human  sin,  it  saw  its  deliverance 
coming.  The  day  had  arrived  when  streams 
and  lakes  of  crystal  should  gleam  in  the  sun- 
shine, when  the  valleys  should  smile  and 
laugh  and  sing,  when  flowers  should  bloom 
and  stars  should  glitter — all  to  the  glory  of 
God  in  the  highest ! 


Christ's  coming. 


8s,  7S,  4S. 


Jesus  came,  the  heavens  adoring, 

Came  with  p«race  from  realms  on  high  ; 

Jesus  came  for  man's  re<iemption, 
Lowlv  came  on  earth  to  die  ; 

Hallelujah !  Hallelujah ! 
Came  in  deep  humility. 

a  Jesus  comes  again  in  mercy. 

When  our  hearts  are  bowed  with  care  ; 
Jesus  comes  again  in  answer 

To  an  earnest  heartfelt  prayer ; 
Hallelujah !  Hallelujah ! 

Comes  to  save  us  from  despair. 

3  Jesus  comes  to  hearts  rejoicing, 
Bringing  news  of  sins  forgiven  ; 

Jesus  comes  in  sounds  of  gmdness, 
Leading  souls  redeemed  to  heaven  ; 

Hallelujah  1  Hallelujah ! 
Now  the  gate  of  death  is  riven. 

4  Jesus  comes  in  jov  and  sorrow, 
Shares  alike  our  nopes  and  fears  ; 

Jesus  comes,  whate'er  befalls  us, 
Glads  our  hearts,  and  dries  our  tears ; 

Hallelujah  I  Hallelujah  ! 
Cheering  ev'n  our  failing  years. 

5  Jesus  comes  on  clouds  triumphant, 
When  the  heavens  shall  pass  away ; 

Jesus  comes  again  in  glory  ; 
Let  us  then  our  homage  i)ay, 

Hallelujah !  ever  singing, 
Till  the  dawn  of  endless  day. 

This  hymn  was  written  by  the  Rev.  God- 
frey Thring  in  1862.  Its  purpose  seems  to 
be  to  show  how  many  ways  there  may  be  for 
interpreting  what  the  Scriptures  say  concem- 
ii^  tnc  second  coming  ot  our  Lord.  Jesus 
came  at  Bethlehem ;  he  comes  now  to  his 
people  when  they  pray  to  him,  by  a  genuine 
answer  of  help ;  he  comes  in  revival  times 
with  pardon  for  sins  and  news  of  advance ; 
be  comes  spiritually  to  the  believer  in  all  his 
moods  and  exposures ;  he  is  going  to  come 
finally  in  the  clouds  of  heaven  when  the  end- 
less day  shall  dawn.  As  one  of  the  speakers 
at  a  great  meeting  in  London  said  on  the 
platform :  **  Jesus  has  been  coming  all  the 
time  ever  since  he  went  away  !" 

331  Adfste,  Fideles.  P.M. 

Oh,  come,  all  ye  faithful, 

Joyfully  triumphant. 
To  Bethlehem  hasten  now  with  glad  accord  ; 

Lo  I  in  a  manger 

Lies  the  King  of  angels  ; 
Oh,  come,  let  us  adore  him,  Christ  the  Lord. 


2  Raise,  raise,  choirs  of  angels. 
Songs  of  loudest  triumph. 

Through  heaven's  high  arches  be  your  praises 
poured : 

Now  to  our  God  be 

Glory  in  the  highest ; 
Oh,  come,  let  us  adore  nim,  Christ  the  Lord. 

3  Amen  !  Lord,  we  bless  thee, 
Born  for  our  salvation, 

O  Jesus  I  for  ever  be  thy  name  adored  ; 

Word  of  the  Father, 

Late  in  flesh  appearing ; 
Oh,  come,  let  us  adore  him,  Christ  the  Lord. 

This  version  of  the  Adesie,  fideUs,  attrib- 
uted to  the  seventeenth  or  eighteenth  century, 
is  usually  given  to  Rev.  William  Mercer.  But 
a  careful  criticism,  following  it  around  through 
the  various  hymnals  now  in  use,  would  reach 
the  conclusion  that  it  was  the  work  of  many 
hands.  Very  likely  Mercer  found  an  old 
form  of  rendering  and  changed  it  with  per- 
fect freedom,  and  then  with  equal  frankness 
others  altered  his,  and  so  the  present  compo- 
sition grew  apace.  Rev.  Frederick  Oakeley 
stands  as  the  next  in  the  line  of  competition ; 
and  then  certain  very  essential  changes  were 
made  by  the  compilers  of  Hymns,  Ancient 
and  Modern.  Even  our  most  industrious 
and  indefatigable  friend,  Rev.  Samuel  Wil- 
loughby  Duffield,  does  not  seem  to  have 
found  out  who  made  the  Latin  hymn;  he 
goes  no  further  than  to  say  that  **  the  original 
IS  sometimes  ascribed  to  Bonaventura." 

Concerning  the  tune  with  which  this  com- 
position is  for  ever  associated  it  is  worth  while 
to  give  a  bit  of  information.  Many  years 
ago  the  writer  of  these  annotations  received 
from  Brazil  a  printed  card  on  which  was 
published  the  following  statement,  which  he 
has  since  tried  to  verify,  and  which  he  has 
every  reason  now  to  regard  as  true.  This 
**  Portuguese  hymn  "  was  the  musical  compo- 
sition of  a  chapel-master  of  the  King  of  Por- 
tugal. His  name  was  Marcas  Portugal,  and 
he  died  at  Rio  Janeiro  early  in  the  present 
centur)'.  The  piece  was  originally  played  in 
the  ser\'ice  as  an  offertorv.  The  American 
missionary,  Dr.  Fletcher,  who  has  interested 
himself  much  in  fi.xing  the  authorship  of  it, 
gives  the  date  of  Marcas  Portugal's  death  as 
1834. 

The  Glad  Song,  Ss,  7s. 

Hark,  the  hosts  of  heaven  are  singing 
Praises  to  their  new-born  Lord, 

Strains  of  sweetest  music  flinging. 
Not  a  note  or  word  unheard. 

a  On  this  night,  all  niehts  excelling, 
God's  high  praises  sounded  forth. 

While  the  angels'  sonars  were  telling 
Of  the  Lord's  mysterious  birth. 

3  Through  the  darkness,  strangely  splendid, 
Flashed  the  light  on  shepherds'  eyes ; 

As  their  lowly  flocks  they  tende<l. 
Came  new  tidings  from  the  skies. 
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s ;  but  if  so,  we  have  no  means  of  ascer- 
ning  it.  Only  the  words  reach  us;  but 
;y  are  well  worth  the  study  of  the  world. 
le  startling  abruptness  with  which  this  se- 
>hic  anthem  fell  on  the  ears  of  the  herdsmen 
it  first  Christmas  night  adds  greatly  to  the 
^matic  effect  of  the  scene.  Hardly  lin^er- 
j  for  their  leader  to  end  his  communication, 
It  choir  of  singers  **  suddenly  "  burst  forth 

one  loud  volume  of  exquisite  harmony, 
lebrating  the  praises  of  Jehovah,  whom 
;y  saw  in  a  fresh  field  of  splendid  display. 
lere  was  a  vast  number  of  singers — "  a 
St ;"  that  is  to  say,  an  army,  "  an  army  eel- 
rating  a  peace." 

Surely  there  was  enough  to  inspire  their 
iisic ;  and  great  armies  of  voices  sing  to- 
ther  quite  often  with  immense  power  of 
:h  and  voluminous  harmony.  It  was  an 
aggeration.  no  doubt,  but  ancient  history 
avely  records  that,  when  the  invader  of 
acedon  was  finally  expelled,  the  victorious 
reeks  who  heard  the  news,  and  so  learned 
at  freedom  had  come  and  fighting  was  over 
id  home  was  near,  raised  along  the  military 
les  and  throughout  the  camp  such  a  shout 

S(}/i'r  !  Soter  !  —  a  Saviour  !  a  Saviour  I  — 
at  birds  on  the  wing  dropped  down.  It 
av  even  have  been  so ;  but  what  was  that 
tie  peninsula  of  Greece  as  compared  with 
is  entire  race  redeemed  from  Satan  unto 
od: 


» 
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Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  morning! 

Dawn  on  our  darkness  and  lend  us  thine  aid  ; 
Starof  the  East,  the  horizon  adorning. 

Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  laid. 

2  Cold  on  his  cradle  the  dew-drops  are  shining ; 
Low  lies  his  head  with  the  beasts  of  the  stall: 

Aneels  adore  him,  in  slumber  reclining. 
Maker,  and  Monarch,  and  Saviour  of  all ! 

3  Sav  shall  we  yield  hiiii,  in  costly  devotion, 
odors  of  Edom  and  offerings  divine  ? 

Gems  of  the  mountains,  and  pearls  of  the  ocean, 
Myrrh  from  the  forest,  or  gold  from  the  mine? 

4  Vainly  we  offer  each  ample  oblation, 
Vainly  with  ^old  would  nis  favor  secure: 

Richer,  by  far,  is  the  heart's  adoration  ; 
Dearer  to  God  are  the  prayers  of  the  poor. 

5  Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  mominj: ! 
Dawn  on  our  darkness  and  lend  us  thine  aid ; 

Star  of  the  East,  the  horizon  adoniin^, 
Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  laid. 

Another  of  the  fine  anthem-pieces  con- 
buted  to  the  services  of  praise  of  all  the 
lurches  by  Reginald  Heber,  the  English 
shop  of  Calcutta.  He  wrote  it,  however, 
rfore  he  had  reached  his  preferment,  when 
5  was  the  rector  of  Hodnet,  in  i8ii.  It 
»peared  in  the  Christian  Observer  in  a 
Tics  designed  for  the  Sundays  and  principal 


holy  days  of  the  year,  connected  in  some 
degree  with  their  particular  collects  and  gos- 
pels, and  intended  to  be  sung  between  the 
Nicene  Creed  and  the  sermon.  It  is  inter- 
esting to  learn  from  the  poet's  own  words 
that  in  these  pieces  "  no  fulsome  or  indecor- 
ous language  has  been  knowingly  adopted ; 
no  erotic  addresses  to  him  whom  no  unclean 
lips  can  approach  ;  no  allegor)',  ill-understood 
and  worse  applied."  And  it  is  recorded  in 
his  biography  that  after  he  had  reached  India 
he  spent  one  Christmas,  that  of  1824,  at 
Meerut,  where  on  December  19  he  dedicated 
a  church ;  and  then  he  had  the  satisfaction 
of  hearing  this  hymn,  which  was  designed 
for  Epiphany,  and  another  designed  for  St. 
Stephen's  Day,  "  sung  better  than  he  ever 
heard  them  before."  Its  title  is  "  Star  of  the 
East."  Dr.  Cunningham  Geikie  says  some 
things  worth  recalling  in  one  of  his  comments 
upon  the  passage  of  Scripture  to  which  it 
refers : 

••  The  stars  were  supposed  then,  as  they 
have  been  till  recent  times,  to  exercise  supreme 
influence  over  human  life  and  the  course  of 
nature,  and  from  this  belief  a  vast  system  of 
imaginary  results  was  elaborated.  The  posi- 
tion of  the  stars  at  a  child's  birth  was  held  to 
determine  its  future  fate  or  fortune,  and  hence 
to  cast  nativities  early  became  one  of  the  most 
important  functions  of  astrologers.  It  was 
universally  believed  that  extraordinary  events, 
especially  the  birth  and  death  of  great  men. 
were  heralded  by  appearances  of  stars,  and 
still  more  by  comets,  or  by  conjunctions  of 
the  heavenly  bodies.  Thus  Suetonius  tells 
us  that  at  the  death  of  Caesar*  a  hairy  star 
shone  continuously  for  seven  days,  rising 
about  the  eleventh  hour;'  and  Josephus  re- 
lates that  for  a  whole  year  before  the  fall  of 
Jerusalem  a  star,  in  the  shape  of  a  sword, 
hung  over  the  doomed  city.  A  hundred  and 
thirty  years  after  Christ's  birth  a  false  Mes- 
siah, in  Hadrian's  reign,  assumed  the  title  of 
Bar-Cocheba  —  *  the  son  of  the  star '  —  in 
allusion  to  the  star  to  come  out  of  Jacob. 
The  Jews  had  already,  long  before  Christ's 
day,  dabbled  in  astrology  and  the  various 
forms  of  magic  which  became  connected 
with  it." 


"Daughter  of  Zion  /"  i ",  los. 

Daughtbr  of  Zion  !  awake  from  thy  sadness: 
Awake,  for  thy  foes  shall  oppress  thee  no  more ; 

Bright  o'er  thy  hills  dawns  tne  day-star  of  gladness; 
Arise !  for  tne  night  of  thy  sorrow  is  o'er. 

2  Strong  were  thy  foes,  but  the  arm  that  subdued  them. 
And  scattered  their  legions,  was  mightier  far : 

They  fled  like  the  chaff  n-om  the  scourge  that  pursned 
them; 
For  vain  were  their  steeds  and  their  chariots  of  war  I 
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3  CA.  OMyivekccpand  ponder  in  our  mind 
God's  woiidraui  love  in  tavlnji  km  mankind. 
True  we  the  babe,  who  hath  nlrieved  mr  loM 
J'li-m  Ills  poor  muifter  lo  fain  liHtcrcTOM: 
I'rcadinshit  Mepa.  aniitvd  hy  his  ([ran. 
Till  miiTsfiTsI  beavi-nly  Male  attain  lakes  placi 


Then  may  we  hone.  Ihc  anitrlit  Ihinni-i  a 
liDK,  redeemed,  a  Klad  Inumplial  mhik: 


He,  Ihi.  

Anmiid  «s  all 
Saved  hy  liis  I 
Eternal  prsist: 


AlmiKhiyKii,, 


This  is  found  in  ihe  second  volume  of 
Ji>hn  BjTom's  M hcfllaitinnn  Poems.  1773. 
where  it  is  entitled  "'  A  Hymn  (or  Christmas 
Day."  The  author  was  the  son  iif  a  linen- 
draper,  and  u'as  bom  near  Manchester,  Hng- 
land,  in  a  small  town  called  Kersall.  some 
time  in  1691,  He  was  educated  at  Trinity 
College,  where  he  afterwards  became  a  Fel- 
low. He  began  study  for  the  medical  profes- 
sion, but  gave  up  the  plan :  then  set  himself 
up  as  a  teacher  of  a  system  o(  shorthand.  He 
tried  to  marry  his  cousin  Elizabeth,  but  his 
wealthy  relatives  objected  to  the  match,  and 
so  for  some  years  he  had  to  work  hard  for  a 
subsistence.  ](y-and-by,  however,  he  suc- 
ceeded to  the  family  estate  at  Kersall.  and 
there  he  died,  September  28,  1763,  with  the 
kind  regards  of  all  who  knew  him. 

Throughout  his  life  this  author  was  as.so- 
ciated  with  the  Weslcys,  though  the  intense 
earnestness  of  the  lives  and  beliefs  <>(  the 
Methodist  preachers  scarcely  accorde<l  with 
the  philosophy  of  him  whose  rule  was  "  to  be 
quiet  and  h.-ippy  and  let  the  world  go."  His 
early  religious  convictions  separated  him  from 
the  svmpathy  and  companionship  of  the  cler- 
gy of  his  dav  ;  so  he  resigned  his  fellowship, 
with  it  his  prospecl.s  for  church  honors 
and  advancement.  He  entered  u]H>n  a  liter- 
ary life,  «Titing  for  The  Speilalar.  and  trans- 
lating pieces  from  the  French  and  Cerman 
mystics.     For  his  recreation  he  wr<rte  hymns 

„„  j,^,,^,^     also,  in  a  smooth  and  flowing  style:  one  of 

ij.  singing  them  the  best  of  them  being  this  one  before  us. 
,  He  died  at  Liib-  which  is  a  favorileand  in  almost  universal  use 
throughout  liingtand.  Some  of  his  epigrams 
have  reached  down  even  to  our  day.  For  he 
y,  >.  ,(„  g|      is  the  man  who  wrote  those  (unny  lines  con- 

cerning Handel  and  Itononcini: 

e  wotHTwa"  mi'ri :  "SI  ran  Re  all  Ihi^differr.i,- 
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i.  no  doubt,  a  queer  r 
must  nave  been  a  goixl  one.  Iicwasas,su- 
ciated  with  good  people.  ;md  helped  wlier- 
evcr  be  could.  He  taught  Charles  Wcslcv  ti) 
use  stenography  in  writing  his  sermons  and 
hymns.  When  these  founders  of  Methodism 
brought  out  their  book  of  sacred  songs,  ity- 
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rom's  judicious  criticism  and  kindly  advice 
greatly  aided  them  in  the  work.  The  per- 
sonal appearance  of  this  man  is  worth  record- 
ing. He  is  said  to  have  been  extremely  tall ; 
he  carried  a  stick  with  a  crooked  top,  and  he 
wore  "a  curious  low -polled,  slouched  hat, 
from  under  the  long-peaked  front  brim  of 
which  his  benignant  face  bent  forward  a 
cautiously  inquisitive  sort  of  look,  as  if  he 
were  in  the  habit  of  prying  into  everything, 
without  caring  to  let  ever)'thing  enter  deeply 
into  him." 

340  The  Birth  at  Bethlehem.  P.  M. 

Holy  night !  peaceful  night ! 
Through  the  darkness  b^ms  a  light 
Yonder,  where  they*  sweet  vigils  keep 
O'er  the  Babe,  who,  in  silent  sleep, 
Rests  in  heavenly  peace. 

2  Silent  night !  holiest  night ! 
Darkness  flies  and  all  is  light ! 
Shepherds  hear  the  angels  sing — 
"  Hallelujah !  hail  the  King ! 
Jesus  Christ  is  here!" 

?  Silent  night !  holiest  night ! 
vuiding  Star,  oh,  lend  thy  lijght  I 
See  the  eastern  wise  men  bring 
Gifts  and  homage  to  our  King  I 
Jesus  Christ  is  here! 

4  Silent  night !  holiest  night ! 
Wondrous  Star!  oh,  lena  thy  light! 
With  the  angels  let  us  sing 
Hallelujah  to  our  King ! 
Jesus  Christ  is  here! 

It  does  not  seem  to  be  known  anywhere  as 
yet  who  wrote  this  version  in  English  of  the 
German  hymn  of  Joseph  Mohr :  St  tile  Nacht, 
heiVge  Nacht,  a  favonte  carol  for  Christmas 
in  the  German  Fatherland  ;  the  date  of  the 
original  composition  is  i8i8.  The  commen- 
tator, Lange,  has  taken  up  a  question  interest- 
ing to  many  students  of  the  inspired  Word : 

"  If  it  be  asked  how  Providence  would  em- 
ploy such  a  deceptive  art  for  the  purpose  of 
guiding  the  Magi  to  the  truth,  we  reply  that 
there  is  a  vast  difference  between  earlier  and 
later  astrology'.  Just  as  chemistry  sprung 
from  alchemv,  so  ancient  pagan  astrology  was 
the  parent  of  our  modern  science  of  astron- 
omy. But  the  tendency  of  all  true  science  is 
to  point  the  way  to  faith.  A  perception  of 
the  harmonious  order  of  the  firmament,  and 
especially  a  knowledge  of  astronomy,  would 
direct  devout  minds  to  Him  who  is  the  cen- 
ter of  the  spiritual  solar  system,  to  the  cre- 
ative Word,  the  source  of  all  order.  Besides, 
it  was  not  astrological  inquiry'  which  primari- 
ly determined  the  Magi  to  undertake  the  jour- 
ney to  Jerusalem,  but  their  belief  in  the  Mes- 
siaii  promised  to  the  Jews,  of  whom  they  had 
heard.  They  were  men  earnest  in  their  deep 
longings,  and  believers  according  to  the  meas- 
ure of  preparing  grace  granted  them.    Hence 


their  astrological  knowledge  was  used  only  as 
the  instrument  of  advancing  and  directii^ 
their  faith.  Thus  divine  Providence  might 
condescend  even  to  their  erroneous  ideas,  and 
cause  the  appearance  of  the  star  to  coincide 
with  the  conviction  in  their  hearts  that  the 
birth  of  the  Messiah  had  then  taken  place ; 
more  especially  as  their  mistake  implied  at 
least  that  the  whole  starry  world  points  to 
Christ,  and  that  particular  law  of  providence, 
according  to  which  great  leading  events  in 
the  kingdom  of  God  are  ushered  in  by  solemn 
and  stnking  occurrences,  both  terrestrial  and 
celestial.  Thus  all  secular  knowledge,  how- 
ever blended  with  error,  serves  to  draw  heav- 
enly minds  to  Christ.  Error  is  but  the  husk, 
truth  is  the  kernel.  Accordingly  the  star 
which  was  a  sign  to  these  wise  men  is  to  us  a 
symbol  that  all  nature — in  particular  the  star- 
ry heavens,  and  the  whole  compass  of  natural 
science  —  if  properly  understood,  will,  under 
divine  guidance,  lead  us  to  deeper  and  strong- 
er faith." 

341  Alpha  and  Omega.  P.M. 

Of  the  Father's  love  begotten. 

Ere  the  wdrlds  began  to  be. 
He,  the  Alpha  and  Omega, 

He  the  source,  the  ending  he. 
Of  the  things  that  are,  that  have  been, 

And  that  future  years  shall  see, 
Evermore  and  evermore  I 

2  At  his  word  the  worlds  were  framed ; 
He  commanded ;  it  was  done : 

Heaven  and  earth  and  depths  of  ocean 

In  their  threefold  order  one; 
All  that  grows  beneath  the  shining 

Of  the  moon  and  burning  sun. 
Evermore  and  evermore  I 

3  He  is  found  in  human  fashion, 
Death  and  sorrow  here  to  know, 

That  the  race  of  Adam's  children, 
Doomed  by  law  to  endless  woe, 

May  not  henceforth  die  and  perish 
In  the  dreadful  gulf  bdow, 
Evermore  and  evermore  I 

4  Christ,  to  thee^  with  God  the  Father, 
And,  O  Holy  Ghost,  to  thee. 

Hymn,  and  chant,  and  high  tnanksgiving. 

And  unwearied  praises  be, 
Honor,  glory,  and  dominion, 

And  eternal  victory. 
Evermore  and  evermore ! 

Just  how  much  of  solid  doctrine  can  safely 
be  introduced  into  a  hymn  is  one  of  the  ques- 
tions of  our  modem  times.  In  this  instance 
we  have  a  peculiar  answer.  For  one  of  the 
most  abstruse  and  difficult  dogmas  of  the 
primitive  church  has  been  hand^  down  to  us 
in  a  Latin  ode  of  Aurelius  Prudentius  Clem- 
ens, written  in  the  beginning  of  the  fifth  cen- 
tury of  the  Christian  era.  The  mystery  of 
Jesus  Christ's  pre-existence  is  to  be  made  the 
theme  of  a  song  of  praise.  It  reauires  a  ge- 
nius to  do  that ;  and  this  ancient  lawyer  and 
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'  inly  one  of  the  higher  sort. 

IT!  ^nys  he  was  "  the  great  popular 

•  I'iMie  Ages."    One  historian, 

viiiL,     he  records  of  that  awakened 

"•■!-■>    lYiidentius  to    have    been 

"  intl  Mrgil  of  the  Christians." 

Ik'   was  '*  the  first  Christian 

till  ati^'ilKT.  at  loss  for  a  panegyric, 

'    was  the  Latin  Dr.  Watts!" 

■r.  ilo  not  agree  to  all  this ;  and 

■  farther  than  to  say  that  this 

f'.ifi/s  t' parentis y  is  worthy  of 

.vniium.     It  shows  itself  here 

trmslation  made  by  Dr.  John 

iTnl  Sir  Henr>' Williams  Baker. 

P.M. 


^•■.l. 


/    t  'told  and  Manifested. 

Hk  i    '-If  whom  seers  in  old  time 

•.:.  <l  of,  while  ages  ran; 
''■'    '  .  \\\K'  writings  ofthe  prophets 
:;.  :.ii.>cd  .since  the  world  began: 

•   'irftold,  now  raanifestecf, 
'■  ■  :■  I  v.ive  the  praise  of  man, 
!■  .  -.  r  more  and  evermore ! 


f  ' 


•  him,  O  ye  heaven  of  heavens  I 

''    him,  aneels  in  the  height  I 

■     -  ■  •.  power  ana  every  virtue, 
"^:;ik'  the  praise  of  God  aright : 
'.  In.  loTiKue  of  man  be  silent, 
1  • ;  ••ach  heart  and  voice  unite, 
I'-v  erniore  and  evermore  I 

riitc  let  aee^  and  thee  let  manhood, 

i'h..«.-  let  choirs  of  infonts  sing; 
>'li>.-i-  the  matrons  and  the  virgms. 

And  the  children  answering ; 
i  •  t  I  heir  modest  song  re-echo, 

And  their  heart  its  praises  bring, 
Kvcrmore  and  evermore ! 

:  l..\ud  and  honor  to  the  Father, 

Land  and  honor  to  the  Son, 
i.Aitd  and  honor  to  the  Spirit, 

Kvcr  Three  and  ever  (Jne : 
« 'iinNnhstantial,  co-eternal, 

While  unendine  ages  run, 
!•■  vermore  and  evermore  1 

-  i>  a  part  of  the  preceding  hymn,  trans- 
r.y  Dr.  John  Mason  Neale,  and  supple- 

•  i!  by  a  Doxology  in  the  same  meter. 
Ira  of  our  divine  Lord  as  a  person  is  to 
minds  exceedingly  indefinite.  He  seems 

:  '•  historic  character,  born,  living,  dying, 
iny  other  being  among  the  generations 

•  n!  We  accept  his  deity  as  a  mysterious 
:riiie  of  revelation,  essential,  of  course,  to 
»ttice  and  work;  but  our  understanding 
h.c  ineffable  meaning  it  bears  is  very  va^e 

irrelevant.  And  that  strange  life,  which 
in  at  the  manger  in  Bethlehem,  ran  through 
le  sorrowful  years  in  Galilee,  and  then  ended 
he  cross  at  Jerusalem,  has  no  real  signi- 
ice  as  a  mission  of  Immanuel,  **  God  with 
We  hardly  know  how  to  deal  with  it. 
lly  the  weakness  of  many  believers  is  ow- 
to  their  absolute  inability  to  make  this 
onal  career  of  our  Redeemer  available  in 
r  experience. 


Such  confusion  is  perfectly  natural.  It  is 
the  necessary  secjuence  of  a  miserable  mis- 
take. How  childishly  inadequate  is  the  con- 
ception of  an  infinite  Son  of  God  which  limits 
him  consciously  or  unconsciously  to  an  earthly 
history  ending  in  a  failure  !  Now  the  Scrip- 
ture insists  that  Jesus'  birth  was  not  his  be- 
ginning, nor  was  his  death  his  end.  The  thirty- 
three  years  of  his  human  existence  bear  al- 
most no  measure  or  relation  to  the  real  dura- 
tion of  his  life.  He  was  living  for  an  eternity 
previous  to  their  commencing;  he  is  living 
now  in  an  eternity  as  unbroken  and  as  bound- 
less as  ever.  The  incarnation  was  an  incident 
in  his  career ;  it  was  only  a  part  of  his  work 
of  redemption,  a  necessary  part,  a  noble  part, 
but  not  the  whole.  His  biography  w^ould  have 
to  be  written  with  an  alphabet,  the  Alpha  of 
which  no  human  voice  ever  repeated,  the 
Omega  of  which  no  mortal  tongue  would 
know  how  to  speak. 


A  Friend  from  heaven.  P.  M. 

Onb  is  kind  above  all  others ; 

Oh,  how  he  loves  ! 
His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's; 

Oh,  how  he  loves ! 
Earthly  friends  may  fail  and  leave  us, 
This  day  soothe,  the  next  day  grie\'e  us, 
But  this  Friend  will  ne'er  deceive  us  • 

Oh,  how  he  loves  I 

2  *T  is  eternal  life  to  know  him ; 
Oh.  how  he  loves  ! 

Think,  oh,  think  how  much  we  owe  him ; 

Oh,  how  he  loves  ! 
With  his  precious  blood  he  bought  us, 
In  the  wilderness  he  sought  us, 
To  his  fold  he  safely  brought  us ; 

Oh,  how  he  loves  ! 

3  We  have  found  a  friend  in  Jesus; 
Oh,  how  he  loves ! 

*T  is  his  great  delight  to  bless  us; 

Oh,  how  he  loves  ! 
How  our  hearts  delight  to  hear  him 
Bid  us  dwell  in  safety  near  him  ! 
Why  should  we  distrust  or  fear  him  ? 

On,  how  he  loves ! 

4  All  our  sins  shall  be  forgiven ; 
Oh,  how  he  loves ! 

Backward  shall  our  foes  be  driven ; 

Oh.  how  he  loves  ! 
Blessings  rich  he  will  provide  us, 
Naught  but  good  shall  e'er  betide  us. 
Safe  to  glor>'  he  will  guide  us ; 

Oh,  how  he  loves! 

The  author  of  this  hymn.  Miss  Marianne 
Nunn,  was  bom  in  Colchester,  Essex,  Eng- 
land, May  17,  1778,  lived  in  retirement,  and 
died,  unmarried,  in  1 847.  The  hymn  which 
bears  her  name  in  not  a  few  of  the  best  col- 
lections was  contributed  to  a  volume  pre- 
pared by  her  brother,  the  Rev.  John  Nunn. 
entitled  Psalms  and  Hymns,  and  published 
in  1 81 7.  It  was  given  first  to  the  American 
public  by  Dr.  Leavitt  in  T/te  Christian  Lyre, 
1830,  and  has  been  repeated  frequently  since 
on  this  side  of  the  water.     The  first  line  has 


been  subjected  to  many  changes  in  order  to 
distinguish  it  from  that  of  Newton :  "  One 
there  is  above  all  others." 

344  "JtsusisGodr  C.M.D. 

jESCSlsGodt    The  glorious  bands 
Of  holy  sngjis  sing 

Soniffl  of  adoring  praise  lo  him. 

Their  Maker  and  Iheir  King. 
He  was  tme  God  in  Bahlehem's  crib, 

On  Calvao's  cross  true  God, 


I  JeSDS  is  God !  Oh.  could  1 1 
llut  compass  land  and  sa 

To  lencli  and  (ell  Ihis  single  U 
Kowhappi' should  [bel 

Oh.  had  1  bul  an  angel's  voice 


enlifiil  our  pialst 
i>al  angels,  bul  we 

illil)lvs«rej|lac>sffl 


4  Jesus 


I  C.<hI  !     I.« 


111  are  worth  while,  for  all  are  meant 

His glort  to  fulfill: 
Wonh  while  a  thousand  years  of  life. 

To  speak  one  lillle  word. 
If  nnly  W  our  faith  we  own 

ThcGodheadofoutLord! 

This  is  given  in  Dr.  Frederick  William 
Faber's  Hvhiiis.  1862.  There  are  times  in 
which  a  genuine  Christian  will  not  consent  to 
be  anything  less  than  dogmatic.  He  knovjs, 
and  he  has  nothing  to  do  with  mere  hopes  or 
surmises.  He  has  a  conviction,  now  he  wants 
to  have  it  hold  him  up :  "  T^nto  ef  Teneor.'. 
Raphael  Aben-Ezra,  the  old  Jew  in  Hypatia, 
is  made  by  Charles  Kingsley  to  say:  "  1  want 
a  faith  past  argument ;  one  which,  whether  1 
ran  prove  it  or  not  to  the  satisfaction  of  the 
lawj'ers.  1  believe  to  my  own  satisfaction,  and 
act  on  as  undoubtinsly  and  unreason in^ly  as 
I  do  upon  my  own  personal  identity.  1  do  n't 
want  lo  possess  a  faith,  1  want  a  faith  which 
will  (Kissess  me."  Most  of  us  understand 
\-ery  well  the  feeling  which  the  apostle  Paul 
(expresses  in  his  last  letter  to  Timothy :  "  1 
know  whom  I  have  believed,  and  1  am  per- 
suaded ihat  he  is  able  to  keep  that  which  1 
have  committed  In  him  against  that  day." 
And  when  one  knows  a  thing  of  such  vast 
reach  and  value,  he  wishes  lo  say  and  In  sing 
it.  This  is  the  .sentiment  which  Dr.  Frederick 
William  Faber  has  voired  in  the  noble  hymn 
before  us.  There  ne>'er  was  a  period  when 
such  a  ringing  lyric  was  demanded  more  or 
more  needed  than  now.  The  day  is  not  so 
verv-  far  ahead  as  some  imagine  in  which  to 
speak  one  little  word  for  the  absolute  God- 


head of  our  Lord  may  be  worth  a  thousand 
years  o(  life. 

34S  tltlkb-h^m  Sla..  ■    C.M.D. 
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pass- 
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gone. 
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till  it  leads.  8S 
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To 

tlie  Messiah's  feel. 

oly  s.ar 

And" 

«i"ils'^B^<>u 

orebrighl, 

To 

fill  Ihe  world  w 

Eighty-four  years  had  the  author  of  these 
lines  lingered  on  the  earth,  and  yet  he  him- 
self said  of  human  life  it  was  as  if  a  shadow 
should  "  Hit  o'er  the  summer  grass."  He  died 
abruptly,  by  what  some  would  call  an  acci- 
dent. This  hymn  was  indeed  the  fittest  to 
sing  at  his  funeral.  His  own  name  was  one 
of  "  the  brightest  names  that  earth  can  boast." 
It  seemed  now  one  of  the  fairest  lights  ibax 
"  just  glisten  and  are  gone." 

\\'illiam  Cullen  Br)-ant  was  bom  in  Cum- 
mington.  Mass..  November  3.  1794,  and  died 
June  12,  1878.  in  New  York  d^.  His  life  b 
a  part  of  American  history,  and  his  poetry  a 
part  of  the  world's  literature'. 
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the  midst  of  all  which  is  noblest 
ind,  his  ancestral  stock  revealed 
i  and  beautiful  act  of  his  whole 
fier  from  his  curliest  years,  edu- 
liams  College,  from  which  he 
>egin  the  study  of  law,  suddenly 
an  astonished  the  poets  of  the 
r  in  among  them  with  Thanatop- 
nds.  Then  our  country  recog- 
d  from  that  day  to  this  every- 
his  story  down  to  that  sunshiny 
;h  there  were  signs  of  the  land 
seemed  always  afternoon."  while 
m  journalist  he  moved  quietly 
niliar  streets  of  the  metropolis. 
sweet,  gentle  years ;  his  benig- 
s  unfailing  courtesy  as  a  gentle- 
Id  school  of  manners,  his  spright- 
dignified  bearing,  his  keen  eyes, 
J  beautiful  beard,  rendered  him 
m  the  town.  He  spent  much  of 
le  country,  but  his  orations  and 
;pt  the  community  acquainted 
onality,  which  in  some  measure 
ic  editorial  reser\'e  of  a  political 

cessary  to  say  more  about  these 
It  is  for  another  purpose  that 

introduced  in  this  article.  Our 
md  in  the  poet's  hymns.  There 
Mi  in  the  Oxford  Essays,  but  not 

into  the  dictionaries,  which  one 
ion  would  be  glad  to  welcome 

But  the  remembrance  of  Mr. 
idiousness  in  relation  to  passing 
1  coins  in  American  literature 
»ack  from  speaking  of  him  as  a 
vhen  he  rather  wishes  he  could 
:  what  he  means. 
ous  tone  of  Mr.  Br>'ant*s  poetry 
and  forms  one  of  its  chief  attrac- 
e  does  not  always  propose  to  be 

in  his  devotional  strains.  His 
>  to  the  usual  collections  are  scat- 
ily  four  or  tive  have  come  widely 
the  worship  of  (lod's  people  of 

'  that  in  the  later  and  more  tran- 
ices  of  his  busy  existence,  when, 
'  gather  from  his  other  writings, 
ligious  life  was  dt*epcning  and 
ler  with  visions  of  the  fair  world 
)St  of  these  pieces  actually  sung 
al  churches  were  written.      The 

us  was  published  in  the  Hymnal 
ican  Methodist  Kpiscopal  Church, 

it  was  composed  for  the  semi- 
elebration  of  the  Church  of  the 
iJoston,  March  19,  1875. 


349  "  Tht  King  in  his  beauty^  C.  M. 

Lord  Tesus!  when  1  think  of  thee, 

Of  all  thv  love  and  grace, 
My  spirit  longs  and  fain  would  see 

Thy  beauty,  face  to  face. 

2  And  though  the  wilderness  I  tread, 
A  barren,  thirstv  ground, 

With  thorns  and  briars  overspread, 
Where  foes  and  snares  abound  ;— 

3  Yet  in  thy  love  such  depths  I  sec, 
My  soul  o'erflows  with  praise — 

Contents  itself,  while,  Lord,  to  thee 
A  joyful  song  I  raise. 

4  My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Rest,  my  Shield, 
Mv  Rock,  my  Food,  my  Light ; 

Eacfi  thought  of  thee  doth  constant  yield 
Unchanging,  fresh  delight. 

5  My  Saviour,  keep  my  spirit  stayed, 
Hard  following  after  thee ; 

Till  I,  in  robes  oT  white  arrayed, 
Thy  Cace  in  glor>-  see. 

Rev.  James  George  Deck,  the  author  of  a 
number  of  hymns  which  have  become  widely 
known,  was  bom  in  1802  at  Bur\'  St.  Ed- 
munds. England,  and  educated  for  the  British 
army.  In  1829  he  was  an  officer  on  field- 
ser\'ice  in  India,  but  his  health  failed,  and  he 
was  obliged  to  resign  his  profession  in  1835 
and  return  to  England.  Having  joined  the 
Plymouth  Brethren,  he  took  charge  of  a  con- 
gregation of  that  body  at  Wellington,  Somer- 
setshire, in  1843.  From  there  he  went  for  a 
time  to  Weymouth,  and  in  1852  emigrated  to 
New  Zealand,  where  he  died  in  1884.  Mr. 
Deck  published  a  number  of  hymns,  most  of 
which  were  included  in  Dr.  Walker's  ColUc^ 
Hon,  1855-80.  These  are  marked  by  direct- 
ness and  simplicity  of  style  and  great  earnest- 
ness. He  also  produced  several  works  of  an 
argumentative  nature.  On  Receivine;  and  Re- 
jecting  Brethren  from  the  Table  of  the  Lord, 
and  A  Word  of  Warning  to  All  who  Lm^e 
the  Lord  Jesus,  being  among  the  best  known. 

347  Christ' 5  farthly  path.  CM. 

O  Lord,  we  now  the  path  retrace 
Which  thou  on  earth  hast  tnxl, 

To  man  thy  wondrous  love  and  grace, 
Thy  faithfulness  to  God  ! 

2  Thy  love,  by  man  so  sorely  tried, 
Proved  stronger  than  the  grave ; 

The  ver>'  spear  that  pierced  thy  side 
Drew  forth  the  blood  to  save. 

3  Tnmoved  by  Satan's  subtle  wile*. 
Or  suffering,  shame,  or  loss. 

Thy  path,  unchecred  by  earthly  smiles. 
Led  only  to  the  cross. 

4  O  Lord,  with  sorrow  and  with  shame, 
VVe  meekly  would  confess 

How  little  we,  who  bear  thy  name, 
Thy  mind,  thy  wa>'S,  express. 

5  Give  us  thy  meek,  thy  lowly  mind  ; 
We  would  obetlient  be. 

And  all  our  rest  and  pleasure  find 
In  fellowship  with  thee. 

1 1 
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THE  LORD  JESUS  CHRIST. 


Another  piece  written  by  Rev.  James 
George  Deck,  and  found  in  his  Hymns  for 
the  Poor  of  the  Flock,  1838.  It  affords  a 
good  example  of  the  style  of  this  writer  as  |^e 
appears  in  one  of  those  meditative  moods  so 
characteristic  of  his  poetry.  He  is  always 
clear  and  intelligible;  but  his  thoughts  are 
often  so  intense  that  he  is  almost  mystical  in 
utterance.  His  Saviour  is  unseen,  but  not 
less  beloved  for  all  that.  From  some  hints 
we  have  in  the  scattered  references  of  Scrip- 
ture, we  should  be  led  to  think  that  our 
Lord's  life  was  so  laborious  and  worried  that 
he  looked  worn  and  wan,  and  might  well 
have  been  compared  to  a  root  out  of  dry 
ground,  with  no  form  or  comeliness.  One 
time  when  he  was  preaching,  the  Jews  inti- 
mated that  they  thought  him  not  far  from 
fifty  years  old.  They  erred  by  full  twenty 
years,  for  he  was  not  thirty-four  when  he 
died.  Loneliness  and  exposure  may  quite 
likely  have  rendered  him  aged  before  his 
time.  We  must  wait,  therefore,  if  we  would 
have  a  fitting  conception  of  Jesus  as  a  king 
in  his  beauty,  until  we  behold  him  in  the 
land  which  is  very  far  off.  He  bore  with 
him  his  human  form  into  heaven.  And  there 
can  be  no  reason  for  hesitancy  in  believing 
that  when  we  shall  see  his  face  we  shall  find 
he  has  grouped  together  in  his  person  all  the 
best  features  of  perfect  manhood;  he  will 
present  to  us  the  pattern  form  of  our  race ; 
the  sinless,  unwarped,  uninjured  ideal  of 
humanity,  royal  in  its  mien  as  the  Creator 
saw  it  when  he  pronounced  it  good  in  the 
purity  of  Paradise.  **  Thou  art  fairer  than 
the  children  of  men ;  grace  is  poured  into  thy 
lips :  therefore  God  hath  blessed  thee  for 
ever." 


''Our  infirmities  "  C.  M. 

jFsrs.  and  didst  thou  condescend, 

When  vailed  in  human  clav, 
To  heal  the  sick,  the  lame,  tne  blind, 

And  drive  disease  away? 

2  Didst  thou  regard  the  beggar's  cry, 
And  i<i\e  the  blind  to  see? 

Jesus,  th<»u  Son  of  Daviil,  liear — 
Have  niorcy,  too,  on  me. 

3  And  didst  thou  pilv  mortal  woe, 
And  sight  and  health  restore? 

Then  pity,  Lord,  and  save  my  soul, 
Which  neeils  thy  mercy  more. 

4  Didst  thou  regard  thy  servant's  cr>', 
WluMi  sinking  in  the  wave? 

I  lurish,  L<»rd  ;  <»h,  save  my  soul! 
For  thou  alone  canst  s;ive. 


Rev.  Samuel  Willoughby  Duftield,  the  au- 
thor of  Eturlish  Hymns,  is  the  onlv  one  of  all 
the  hymn-critics  who  busy  their  lives  in  look- 
ing up  credits  for  the  sonjL^^s  they  find,  that 


has  dei^ed  to  notice  this  one.  And  all  he 
could  discover  was  that  it  was  found  first  in 
Ash  and  Evans'  Collection^  1769.  There  it 
shows  the  signature,  **Am-a,"  which  can  be 
imagined  to  mean  "Amelia;"  and  no  one  can 
say  just  how  the  hymn  has  improved  upoo 
this  simple  start  until  now  it  rejoices  in  the 
full  name  of  "  Mrs.  Amelia  Wakeford."  But 
the  piece  is  worthy  of  its  place.  It  is  a  neat 
adaptation  of  the  old  story  of  a  sightless  sin- 
ner, healed  and  converted  to  the  spiritual 
uses  of  religious  illumination  by  Christ.  I 
remember  seeing  in  a  German  gallery  once  a 
painting  representing  Bartimeus  at  the  gates 
of  Jericho,  the  moment  when  he  received  his 
sight  under  the  miraculous  power  of  Jesus. 
It  did  not  satisfy  my  imagination.  I  think 
the  time  for  such  a  picture  should  be  a  little 
later  in  his  history,  when,  I  doubt  not,  that 
most  grateful  man  might  have  been  found  at 
the  work  of  leading  other  blind  men  to  the 
same  source  of  help.  Most  likely  he  would 
say  to  himself,  "  Here  I  am,  a  poor  unedu- 
cated beggar ;  it  is  of  no  use  for  me  to  try  at 
this  time  of  life  to  set  up  for  an  apostle; 
there  seems  only  one  thing  I  really  can  do ; 
there  shall  not  be  left  in  all  this  city  even  one 
man  sightless,  without  at  least  hearing  of  this 
wonderful  Saviour!"  So  I  can  conceive  of 
his  zeal  easily.  And  if  it  were  for  me  to 
paint  a  picture  of  him,  it  would  show  him  at 
the  instant  when  he  had  led  up  a  blind  neigh- 
bor to  Jesus  and  was  instructing  him  what  to 
do.  If  my  pencil  would  work  my  will  on  the 
canvas,  it  would  make  you  see  the  three  fig- 
ures plainly — Bartimeus,  his  groping  friend, 
and  Jesus,  the  Christ.  And  you  should  seem 
to  hear  Bartimeus  whisper,  "  There  now ! 
call  with  all  your  might !  Say,  Jesus,  thou 
son  of  David,  have  mercy  on  me !  Never 
mind  the  disciples ;  aim  straight  at  Jesus ! 
Say  it  again — and  again  !  Oh,  he  is  looking 
at  you  now ;  he  will  call  you  in  a  moment ; 
tell  him  ri^ht  out  what  you  want  of  him; 
now,  this  instant,  or  you  will  be  too  late! 
Oh,  I  wish  I  could  call  out  for  you ;  but  he 
would  not  hear  me  for  you,  when  you  are 
here  /"  And  then  you  should  see  the  face  of 
Bartimeus,  so  eager,  so  wistful,  so  beseech- 
ing, so  intent,  bending  forward,  while  his 
sightless  friend  is  talking  with  Jesus,  and  so 
overjoyed  as  he  sees  the  eyes  opened,  and 
knows  that  another  poor  fellow  less  sits  bcg- 
ginyi^  at  the  gates  ! 

Nor  wouki  you  be  surprised  to  know  that 
this  same  man  turned  to  speak  his  final 
counsel  in  the  ear  of  his  mate  :  "  Now,  Uien, 
never,  while  you  live,  forget  what  you  owe  to 
Jesus ;  the  least  you  can  possibly  do  for  him 
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is  to  be  off  as  1  am,  leading  up  blind  men  to 
him !" 


**AU  in  Jesus.''  C.  M. 

Behold,  where,  in  a  mortal  form, 

Appears  each  grace  divine ! 
The  virtues,  all  in  Jesus  met, 

With  mildest  radiance  shine. 

2  To  spread  the  rays  of  heavenly  lijfht, 
To  give  the  mourner  joy, 

To  preach  glad  tidings  to  the  poor. 
Was  his  divine  employ. 

3  'Mid  keen  reproach  and  cruel  scorn 
He  meek  and  patient  stood ; 

His  foes,  ungrateful,  sought  his  life, 
Who  labored  for  their  good. 

4  In  the  last  hour  of  deep  distress, 
Before  his  Father's  throne, 

With  soul  resigned  he  bowed  and  said, 
"  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done!" 

5  Be  Christ  our  pattern,  and  our  guide, 
His  image  may  we  bear ; 

Oh,  may  we  tread  his  holy  steps— 
His  joy  and  glory  share. 

The  early  life  of  Rev.  William  Enfield, 
D.  D.,  was  a  hard  strug^gle  with  poverty. 
With  an  eager  thirst  for  knowledge,  he  was 
yet  bound  down  to  commonplace  by  reason 
of  his  small  share  of  this  world  s  goods.  He 
was  bom  of  poor  parents  at  Sudbury.  Suffolk, 
England,  March  29,  1741.  When  about  sev- 
enteen years  old,  through  the  assistance  of  a 
Mr.  Haxtall,  who  was  the  local  Dissenting 
clergyman,  he  began  to  prepare  for  the  minis- 
try, and  entered  the  Daventry  Academy, 
where  he  remained  for  five  years.  His  first 
charge  was  that  of  Benn's  Garden,  Liverpool. 
Shortly  after  his  marriage  with  Miss  Mary 
Holland,  of  Liverpool,  in  1767,  he  left  this 
congregation  and  removed  to  Warrington, 
where  he  became  minister  of  the  Old  Presby- 
terian Church,  and  also  professor  of  Helles- 
Lcttres  in  the  Unitarian  College.  Two  years 
of  work  in  this  field,  and  then  Dr.  Enfield 
went  to  Norwich,  becoming  the  pastor  of  the 
"  Octagon  "  congregation  ofthat  city.  There- 
after his  life  was  devoted  exclusively  to  the 
ministry  and  to  literarj^  work.  He  died  at 
Norwich.  November  3,  1797. 

Dr.  Enfield  wil!  perhaps  be  remembered  as 
the  author  of  a  once  popular  school-book  on 
elocution,  the  "  Speaker,"  rather  than  as  a 
noted  hvmnologist.  He  edited  the  Warring- 
ton  Collection  in  1772.  in  which  appear  many 
of  Thomas  Scott's  hymns ;  but  it  is  not  until 
the  edition  of  1802  that  any  of  his  own  pieces 
are  to  be  found ;  these  are  but  three  in  number, 
one  being  the  hymn  quoted.  The  first  line  of 
this  poem  originally  read  "  Behold,  where  in 
the  Friend  of  Man,"  and  was  adapted  to  its 
present  form  by  an  unknown  writer. 


A  lonely  life.  CM. 

A  PILGRIM  through  this  lonely  world, 

The  blessed  Saviour  passed ; 
A  mourner  all  bis  life  was  he, 

A  dyinfi;  Lamb  at  last: 

:  That  tender  heart  that  felt  for  all, 

For  all  its  life-blood  gave ; 
It  found  on  earth  no  resting-place. 

Save  only  in  the  grave. 

3  Such  was  our  Lord  ■  and  shall  we  fear 
The  cross,  with  all  its  scorn? 

Or  love  a  faithless  evil  world, 
That  wreathed  his  brow  with  thorn? 

4  No  I  facing  all  its  frowns  or  smiles. 
Like  him,  obe<lient  still, 

We  homeward  press  through  storm  or  calm 
To  Zion's  blessed  hill. 


The  original  of  this  hymn  had  eight  stanzas, 
and  was  entitled  *'  The  Man  of  Sorrows."  It 
was  published  in  1839  in  a  volume  of  Milien- 
nium  Hymns,  The  author,  Sir  Edward  Den- 
ny, was  born  at  Tralee  Castle,  County  Kerry. 
Ireland,  October  2,  1796.  He  was  the  fourth 
baronet  of  the  line,  and  succeeded  his  father 
in  August,  1 83 1.  Many  of  Sir  Edward's 
hymns  are  in  common  use  in  England  and 
America,  and  the  one  quoted,  which  usually 
appears  in  an  abridged  form,  is  specially  adapt- 
ed to  the  services  of  Holy  Week.  A  Prophet- 
ical Stream  of  Time  and  a  volume  of  Hymns 
and  Poems  are  both  from  the  pen  of  this  no- 
bleman. In  the  latter  collection  are  three 
poems,  in  which  the  conversion  of  his  mother, 
through  the  instrumentality  of  her  son's  pray- 
ers, is  feelingly  portrayed.  This  author  was 
an  honored  member  of  the  **  Plymouth  Breth- 
ren," and  spent  much  of  his  time  in  London. 
He  died  in  that  city,  June  13.  1889. 

35  I  F^or  our  example.  C.  M. 

What  Rrace,  O  Lord,  and  beauty  shone 

Around  thy  steps  below  ; 
What  patient  love  was  seen  in  all 

Thy  life  and  death  of  woe. 

2  For.  ever  on  thy  burdene<l  heart 
A  weight  of  sorrow  hung; 

Vet  no  uneentlej  murmuring  word 
Kscapedthy  silent  tongue. 

3  Thy  foes  might  hate,  despise,  revile, 
Thy  friends  unfaithful  prove; 

I'nwearied  in  forgiveness  still, 
Thy  heart  could  only  love. 

4  Oh.  give  us  hearts  to  love  like  thee  I 
Like  thee.  ()  Lord,  to  grieve 

Far  more  for  others'  sins  than  all 
The  wrongs  that  we  receive. 

5  One  with  thyself,  may  every  eye, 
In  us.  thy  brethren,  sec 

The  gentleness  and  grace  that  spring 
From  union,  Lortl  1  with  thee. 

Another  of  Sir  Edward  Denny's  poems, 
full  as  ever  of  spirituality  and  conscious 
communion  with  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  It 
is  found  in  his   MisceUantoits  Hymns,  with 
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THE  LORD  JESUS  CHRIST. 


the  title  affixed  to  it,  "  The  Forgiving  One. 
Psalm  45  : 2."  The  reference  must  be  to  the 
last  clause :  **  Grace  is  poured  into  thy  lips ; 
therefore  God  hath  blessed  thee  for  ever." 

352  "  W^ay,  Tnah,  and  Lifer  C.  M. 

Thou  art  the  Way :  to  thee  alone 

From  sin  and  death  we  flee; 
And  he  who  would  the  Father  seek, 

Must  seek  him,  Lord,  by  thee. 

2  Thou  art  the  Truth  :  thy  word  alone 
True  wisdom  can  impart  ; 

Thou  only  canst  inform  the  mind 
And  purify  the  heart. 

3  Thou  art  the  Life :  the  rending  tomb 
Proclaims  thy  conouering  arm ; 

And  those  who  put  tneir  trust  in  thee 
Nor  death  nor  hell  shall  harm. 

4  Thou  art  the  Way,  the  Truth,  the  Life: 
Grant  us  that  Way  to  know ; 

That  Truth  to  keep,  that  Life  to  win. 
Whose  joys  eternal  flow. 

Dr.  George  Washington  Doane,  the  author 
of  this  hymn,  was  a  very  popular  leader  in 
that  branch  of  the  Church  to  which  he  be- 
longed ;  but  his  fame  does  not  rest  upon  his 
successes  as  a  hymn-writer.  This  one  is  use- 
ful as  being  almost  the  only  one  which  delib- 
erately, albeit  somewhat  mechanically  and 
stiffly,  paraphrases  the  familiar  passage  of  the 
Scripture  on  which  it  is  founded  :  "  I  am  the 
way,  the  truth,  and  the  life ;  no  man  cometh 
unto  the  Father  but  by  me."  John  14:6.  It 
first  appeared  in  Songs  by  the  Way,  1824. 


Pattern  of  Forgiveness.  CM. 

Lord,  as  to  thy  dear  cross  we  flee, 

And  prav  to  be  forgiven. 
So  let  tny  life  our  pattern  t>e. 

And  form  our  souls  for  heaven. 

2  Help  us,  ihroujfh  good  report  and  ill. 
Our  daily  cross  to  bear; 

Like  thee,  to  do  our  Father's  will, 
Our  brother's  griefs  to  share. 

3  Let  grace  our  selfishness  expel, 
Our  earthliness  refine; 

And  kindness  in  our  bosoms  dwell 
As  free  and  true  as  thitie. 

4  If  joy  shall  at  thy  bidding  fly, 
And  griefs  dark  day  come  on. 

We,  in  our  turn,  would  meekly  cr>', 
'•  Father,  thy  will  be  done!" 

5  Kept  peaceful  in  the  midst  of  strife. 
Forgiving  and  forgiven. 

Oh,  may  we  lead  the  pilgrim's  life, 
And  follow  thee  to  heaven  ! 

The  Rev.  John  Hampden  Gurney  was  born 
August  15,  1802,  in  London,  the  son  of  Sir 
John  Gurney,  one  of  the  barons  of  the  Ex- 
chequer. He  was  graduated  at  Trinity  Col- 
lege, Cambridge,  in  1824.  Feeling  that  he 
was  called  to  preach  the  gospel,  he  relin- 
quished the  study  of  the  law  in  which  for  a 
while  he  had  been  engaged,  and  was  admit- 
ted to  deacon's  orders  in  the  Church  of  Eng- 
land in  1827,  and  to  the  priesthood  the  next 


year.  He  was  first  a  curate  in  Lutterworth. 
Leicestershire,  where  John  Wicklitie  had  la- 
bored and  finally  died.  Here  Mr.  Gurney 
remained  for  seventeen  years,  refusing  sev- 
eral complimentary  positions  offered  to  him  ; 
he  believed  it  was  the  best  interest  of  his 
rural  parish  that  he  should  remain  with  them, 
working  faithfully.  In  1847,  however,  it  ap- 
peared wisest  for  him  to  have  a  new  field, 
and  he  became  by  appointment  the  rector  of 
St.  Mary's,  Marylcbone,  and  in  1857  he  was 
advanced  by  the  crown  to  be  a  prebendary  of 
St.  Pancras,  in  St.  Paul's  Cathedral.  He  had 
great  wealth  and  high  position,  and  these  ad- 
vantages he  devoted,  during  his  whole  life 
and  ministry,  to  the  churches  he  served.  He 
died  March  8,  1862,  and  his  loss  was  deeply 
felt  by  those  with  whom  he  had  been  associ- 
ated. The  hymn  quoted  above  is  found  in 
his  Hymns  for  Public  Worships  published  in 
1838.  The  Marylebofte  Hymns,  however, 
show  his  best  work ;  this  collection  contains 
thirteen  of  his  lyrical  pieces,  many  of  which 
have  found  a  place  in  the  hymnals. 


•  'Shall  we  forget  /"  CM. 

Jesus  !  thy  love  shall  we  forget, 

And  never  brin^  to  mind 
The  grace  that  paid  our  hopeless  debt. 

And  bade  us  pardon  find  r 

2  Shall  we  thy  life  of  grief  forget, 
Thv"  fasting  and  thy  prayer ; 

Thy  locks  with  mountain  vapors  wet, 
To  save  us  from  despair? 

3  Gethsemane  can  we  forget — 
Thy  struggling  agony 

When  night  lay  dark  on  Olivet, 
And  none  to  watch  with  thee? 

4  Our  sorrows  and  our  sins  were  laid 
On  thee,  alone  on  thee ; 

Thy  precious  blood  our  ransom  paid — 
Thine  all  the  giory  be  I 

5  Life's  brightest  joys  we  may  forget — 
Our  kindred  cease  to  love ; 

But  he  who  paid  our  hopeless  debt, 
Our  constancy  shall  prove. 

This  hymn  was  taken  from  the  Christian 
Lyre,  an  old  collection  edited  by  the  Rev. 
Joshua  Leavitt,  D.  D..  1830,  where  it  first  ap- 
peared with  the  quaint  title,  *'  Can  we  for- 
get ?"  and  was  set  to  a  tune  called  "  Grateful 
Memor)'."  It  has  six  stanzas  with  a  chorus, 
credited  to  *'  W.  M." 

The  author.  Rev.  William  Mitchell,  was 
born  December  9.  1793,  at  Chester.  Conn. 
Having  graduated  from  Yale  College  in  1818. 
he  studied  theolog)-  at  Andovcr  Seminary, 
and  entered  the  ministry  of  the  Congrega- 
tional Church.  He  was  ordained  October  20. 
1824,  becoming  the  pastor  of  the  congrega- 
tion at  Newton,  Conn. ;  in  1833  he  removed 
to  Rutland,  Vt..  where  he  remained  settled 
until  1847  ;  then  for  several  earnest  and  profit- 
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able  years  he  supplied  the  pulpit  in  Walling- 
ford,  Vt.  In  1853  he  took  up  the  work  of 
deporting  the  slaves  and  freedmen  back  to 
Africa,  as  represented  by  the  Colonization 
Society.  This  scheme  of  solving  some  of  the 
vexed  questions  concerning  slavery  as  a  sys- 
tem was  very  popular  in  those  days  among 
conservative  and  benevolent  men.  One  of 
the  direct  results  of  it  was  to  establish  the 
nation  of  Liberia  on  the  coast  of  the  Dark 
Continent.  Mr.  Mitchell  was  the  agent  of 
the  Vermont  State  Society,  then  of  the  New 
York,  then  of  the  New  Jersey  State  Societies, 
in  each  of  which  he  was  industrious  and  suc- 
cessful. Later  in  his  life  he  went  to  Corpus 
Christi.  Texas,  to  reside.  For  a  busy  period 
of  four  years  he  was  the  acting  pastor  of  the 
Presbyterian  church  of  Casa  Blanca,  but  in 
1866  he  went  home  to  Corpus  Christi,  and 
there  he  died  August  i,  1867. 


Thf  name  *' Jesus.'' 


C.  M.  D. 


His  free  ways,  C.  M.  D. 

Oh,  see  how  Jesus  trusts  himself 

L  nto  our  childish  love  ! 
As  though  by  his  free  ways  with  us 

Our  earnestness  to  prove. 
His  sacred  name  a  common  word 

On  earth  he  loves  to  hear ; 
There  is  no  majesty  in  him 

Which  love  may  not  come  near. 

2  The  light  of  love  is  round  his  feet, 

His  paths  are  never  dim ; 
And  he  comes  nigh  to  us  when  we 

Dare  not  come  ni^h  to  him. 
Let  us  be  simple  with  him  then, 

Not  backward,  stiff,  nor  cold. 
As  though  our  Bethlehem  coula  be 

What  Sinai  was  of  old. 

These  two  double  stanzas  are  taken  from  a 
poem  called  "  True  Love "  written  by  Dr. 
Frederick  William  Faber.  There  are  twenty- 
three  verses  in  the  piece,  but  these  are  all  one 
would  care  to  sing. 

It  is  an  exceedingly  significant  fact  for  us 
to  mark  that  nowhere  have  even  those  who 
were  wont  for  a  period  of  years  to  move 
nearest  to  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  when  he  was 
on  the  earth,  attempted  any  description  of  his 
appearance  as  a  man.  His  figure,  his  com- 
plexion, his  stature,  his  dress,  not  even  an 
evangelist's  pen  has  ever  essayed  to  depict. 
The  wildest  and  weakest  idolatry  has,  there- 
fore, no  authentic  image  to  fashion  into  a 
crucifix  or  erect  at  a  shrine.  One  pensive 
face  there  is,  indeed,  repeated  always  among 
the  ancient  masters,  and  to  this  day  held  as 
the  single  model  form  of  features  which 
Christian  art  loves  to  reproduce  on  canvas 
eentle,  winning,  sad,  but  marvelously  full  of 
force  and  feeling  as  you  look  at  it.  This  face, 
tradition  says,  was  really  that  of  Jesus  of  Na- 
zareth; but  inspiration  seems  to  be  sternly 
silent. 


The  Saviour !  oh,  what  endless  charms 

Dwell  in  the  blissful  sound  ! 
Its  influence  every  fear  disarms, 

And  spreads  sweet  comfort  round. 
The  almighty  Former  of  the  skies 

Stooped  to  our  vile  abode ; 
While  angels  viewed  with  wondering  eyes 

And  hailed  the  incarnate  God. 

3  Oh.  the  rich  depths  of  love  divine ! 

Of  bliss  a  boundless  store  I 
Dear  Saviour,  let  me  call  thee  mine ; 

1  cannot  wish  for  more. 
On  thee  alone  my  hope  relies, 

Beneath  thy  cross  I  fall ; 
Mv  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Sacrifice, 

My  Saviour,  ana  my  All ! 

This  hymn,  every  part  of  which  is  full  of 
beauty  and  power,  is  chosen  out  of  a  wilder- 
ness of  stanzas  written  in  a  poem  lauding  the 
character  and  works  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ, 
by  Miss  Anne  Steele.  It  is  the  one  by  which 
she  will  be  remembered  the  longest  and  the 
most  widely.  It  has  been  the  pride  and  joy 
of  a  thousand  prayer-meetings.  The  mem- 
ories of  it  have  become  so  dear  that  to  a  great 
many  of  God's  people  it  suggests  revival  sea- 
sons, social  gatherings,  family  prayers,  camp- 
meeting,  with  the  old  faces  shinmg  and  the 
old  voices  ringing  in  the  air.  There  were 
never  better  days  in  the  history  of  this  re- 
public than  those  in  which  stalwart  men  and 
thoughtful  women  believed  in  the  incarnation 
and  the  atonement,  and  sang  their  faith  aloud. 
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The  Words  of  Jesus. 


C.  M.  D. 


I  HEARD  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

'*  Come  unto  me  and  rest  ; 
La\'  down,  thou  wearv  one,  lay  down 

Thy  head  upon  my  breast !" 
I  came  to  Jesus  as  I  was. 

Wean.-,  and  worn,  and  sad  ; 
I  found  in  him  a  resting-place. 

And  he  hath  made  me  glad. 

3  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"  Behold,  I  freely  give 
The  living  water;  thirstv  one. 

Stoop  down,  and  drinfe,  and  live!" 
I  came  to  Jesus,  and  I  drank 

Of  that  life-giving  stream  ; 
My  thirst  was  quenched,  my  soul  revived. 

And  now  I  live  in  him. 

3  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"  I  am  this  dark  world's  light ; 
Look  unto  me,  thv  mom  shsul  rise, 

And  all  thv  day  be  bright !" 
I  looked  to  jesus,  and  I  found 

In  hini  mv  Star,  mv  Sun : 
And  in  that'  light  of  life  I  '11  walk 

Till  all  my  journey  's  done. 

We  are  glad  to  return  once  more  to  the 
hymns  of  l3r.  Horatius  Bonar.  This  is  en- 
titled **  The  \'oice  from  Galilee."  and  comes 
from  Hymns  of  Faith  and  Hope,  Series  I.. 
1857.  The  two  secrets  of  its  wonderful  popu- 
larity are  found  in  the  fact  that  it  introduces 
the  words  of  our  Lord  in  a  picturesque  way, 
as  if  one's  ear  had  happened  to  catch  them 
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is,  of  which  he  was  also  a  member.  He 
d  on  the  farm  till  his  twentieth  year, 
ttended  Haverhill  Academy  two  years. 
29  he  became  editor  of  the  American 
tfacturer  in  Boston,  and  in  1 830  of  the 
England  Weekly  Re^new  at  Hartford, 
e  soon  returned  to  the  farm,  and  in  1835 
member  of  the  Massachusetts  Legisla- 
In  1836  he  was  appointed  secretary  of 
imerican  Antislavery  Society,  and  re- 
J  to  Philadelphia,  where,  in   1838-9,  he 

I  the  Pennsylvania  Freeman,  the  office 
ich  was  sacked  and  burned  by  a  mob. 
this  time  he  was  one  of  the  most  prom- 
antislavery  men  in  the  country,  and  his 
gs,  both  prose  and  poetry,  were  largely 
►port  of  that  cause.  In  1840  he  removed 
mesbur)',  Mass.,  and  in  1847  became 
iponding  editor  of  the  National  Era y  an 
ivery  newspaper,  published  in  Wash- 
1.  He  was  never  married.  Several  col- 
:  editions  of  his  poems  have  been  pub- 
.  As  a  poet,  Whittier  is  more  peculiarly 
ican  than  any  other  of  equal  fame.  His 
5  have  been  largely  inspired  by  current 
5,  and  their  patrtotic.  democratic,  and 
ne  spirit  gives  a  strong  hold  upon  the 
:.  He  wrote  a  hymn  for  the  opening  of 
entennial  Exhibition  at  Philadelphia  in 

All  his  writings  are  pure  and  morally 
ing.  Many  of  them  are  deeply  devout. 
S5  he  published  a  volume  entitled  Occa- 
'  Poems  ;  in  this  there  is  one  somewhat 
iive  piece,  commencing  thus :  "  Immor- 
re,  for  ever  full."  It  is  from  this,  **  Our 
T,"  that  the  present  hymn  has  been 
iled.  It  is  one  of  the  most  poetic  and 
tic  poems  in  our  literature  upon  this 
\.  An  incident  has  lately  been  published 
;  of  the  religious  periodicals  which  well 
ates  its  sentiment.  Not  long  ago  a  little 
stant  Episcopal  church  was  dedicated  in 
icr.  Cal.  This  liberal-hearted  author 
5  name  the  town  bears  wTOte :  '*  I  see 
>od  in  all  denominations,  and  hope  that 

II  be  represented  in  the  settlement ;  .  .  . 
nt  in  business  and  serving  the  Lord,  not 
ig  strength  and  vitality  in  spasmodic 
ons,  not  relying  on  creed  and  dogma, 
pon  faithful  obedience  to  the  voice  of 
n  the  soul.  I  see  your  town  is  spoken 
an  orthodox  Quaker  colony.  I  hope  there 
e  no  sectarian  fence  about  'Whittier,'  but 
jood  men.  irrespective  of  their  creeds, 
nd  a  home  there.  Nothing  would  be 
:  for  it  than  to  have  the  idea  get  abroad 
nything  like  intolerance  and  self-right- 
ess  was  its  foundation.  I  am  gratified 
ow  that  the  people  (;f  the  town  which 


bears  my  name  will  remember  me  on  my 
birthday.  I  watch  its  growth  with  great  in- 
terest. It  has  the  reputation  among  all  who 
have  seen  it  that  it  occupies  one  of  the  loveliest 
sites  in  California,  and  that  in  a  moral  and  re- 
ligious and  educational  point  of  view  it  need 
not 

Fear  the  skeptic's  puny  hand 

While  near  the  school  the  church  will  stand ; 

Nor  fear  the  blinded  bigot's  rule 

While  near  the  church  shall  stand  the  school." 


Christ  in  tht  Word.  CM. 

Thou  lovely  Source  of  true  delight, 

Whom  I  unseen  adore  ! 
Unvail  thy  beauties  to  my  sight, 

That  I  may  love  thee  more. 

2  Thy  glory  o'er  creation  shines; 
But  in  thy  sacred  word 

I  read,  in  fairer,  brighter  lines, 
My  bleeding,  dying  Lord. 

3  'T  is  here,  whene'er  my  comforts  droop, 
And  sin  and  sorrow  rise, 

Thy  love,  with  cheering  beams  of  hope, 
My  fainting  heart  supplies. 

4  But  ah  !  too  soon  the  pleasing  scene 
Is  clouded  o'er  with  pain ; 

My  gloomy  fears  rise  dark  between, 
And  I  again  complain. 

5  Jesus,  my  Lord,  my  life,  my  light ! 
Oh,  come  with  blissful  ray; 

Break  radiant  through  the  shades  of  night, 
And  chase  my  fears  away. 

6  Then  shall  my  soul  with  rapture  trace 
The  wonders  of  thy  love: 

But  the  full  glories  of  thy  fJEice 
Are  only  known  above. 

This  is  found,  like  the  rest  of  Miss  Anne 
Steele's  hymns,  in  the  quaint  old  leather-bound 
volume  of  Poems,  by  Theodosia ;  all  the  six 
stanzas  are  there,  entitled,  '*  Desiring  to  Know 
and  Love  Him  More."  To  see  Jesus  Christ 
as  revealed  in  the  Bible,  to  learn  of  him  and 
draw  closer  to  him  as  he  comes  to  light  in  the 
Word — this  is  the  earliest  and  most  persistent 
longing  of  a  truly  regenerate  soul.  Compare 
the  expenence  expressed  in  this  h)'mn  with 
that  which  President  Finney  has  himself  re- 
corded ;  thus  he  wrote :  **  When  I  saw  my 
duty  I  took  the  sponge  and  wiped  the  black- 
board clean,  and  said  to  the  Lord.  'Write  what 
you  will  and  I  will  do  it.'  "  He  gave  his  whole 
soul  to  God,  and  through  this  act  his  spiritual 
eyes  became  marvelously  clear.  Hence  the 
vision  he  had  of  God's  glor\'.  He  was  so  im- 
pressed with  the  divine  character  that,  like 
David  Brainerd,  he  "saw  the  sweetness  and 
happiness  of  being  (^od's  subject  and  at  his 
disposal."  His  soul  seemed  to  break  with  the 
longing  that  God  might  be  glorified.  Out  of 
this  view  of  the  Divine  Being  sprang  his  un- 
conquerable faith,  a  faith  which  grew  stronger 
day  by  day  from  feeding  on  the  Word  of  God. 
Out  of  this  also  sprang  his  consuming  desire 


$fS^ 
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%t^  )*«Si  ^mV%.  He  could  not  endure  to  think 
0A  ttiit  >ji*y  ^'^^  wa*i  treated  by  men.  When 
tiie  '^iK  bim*elf  up  Ui  Ciod,  it  meant  an  eter- 
ft*f.;  ''^  '^iiA  te<^vi<'e,  which  he  would  enter  upon 
iC  <'^i/>:.     S'H  a  mc>ment  was  lost. 

jHI  '*  A  It  another  Lov fly:'  CM. 

Vf  Al»!^<>i  i<    i»WfHneHH  Hits  enthroned 

\  \nm  llu-  Saviour's  brow; 
Hite  h<-«*l  Willi  niclianl  Klories  crowned, 

\\\%  IJi»»  with  jcrace  o'erflow. 

^  N«i  m<»rl»l  t  an  with  him  compare, 

AmoiiK  Ihf  Hons  of  men  ; 
I'airtT  in  \\v  than  all  the  fair 

I  lial  fill  l*H*  heavenly  train. 

1  Iff  haw  nu*  i»lunKe<l  in  deep  distress, 

III-  rti-w  til  my  relief; 
I'of  Mie  he  hore  the  Hhameful  cross. 

And  c  arried  all  my  Krief. 

4    1 1,  him  I  owe  mv  life  and  breath. 

And  all  the  joys  I  have; 
Mr  makt-h  me  triumph  over  death. 

He  wiveh  me  from  the  ^rave. 

«j    To  ht^ven,  the  place  of  his  abode. 

He-  hriuK**  "^y  wear>  feet; 
Shows  nif  the  ^I'Ties  of  my  God, 

And  makes  my  joy  complete. 

6  Sin<  e  from  his  Iwunty  I  receive 

Su«  h  proofs  of  love  divine, 
Had  I  a  lhout*and  hearts  to  j?ive, 

Lord  !  iliey  HhruiUl  all  be  thine. 

Kcv.  SarnufI  Stcnnett  contributed  this 
fafiiiliar  hymn  to  /\'/f>f>ons  Selection,  pub- 
\\>\\fi\  in  17H7.  It  consisted  at  first  of  nine 
fcian/as,  all  of  which  arc  jjood.  but  the  piece 
hab  hiiii  to  hf  shortened  in  the  later  compila- 
IM/Hb  for  <  onvenience  in  sinking:.  The  author 
j/jivi'  lo  it  as  a  title  "Chief  among  Ten 
I  housand  ;  or,  the  F.xcellencies  of  Christ," 
i^\n\  annexed  to  it  as  a  Scripture  reference 
••<  ahiiijes  s  :  10  16."  For  many  years  it 
fi.ib  been  niarrie<l  to  the  tune  of  Ortonville  in 
lhih<"nntiy.  I  lie  music  was  composed  by 
llu  vrneraU'i  lliomas  Hastinj^s  for  children's 
nh<  bnt  It  vva^  a  failure  as  a  Sundav-school 
|/)i  I  r,  aiid  ri  a<  hrd  its  popularity  in  the  pray- 
%:\  \nL.i\\\\\L,  win-re  it  was  always  welcome. 

3^2  '^"'  '^'•^'W/'  ofjrsus  C.  M. 

I  HI  Ki-  !■>  a  iiainr  1  love  to  hear; 
I  h>\  I  to  '^\\^y^  its  worth  : 

II  x.iiikIi  liki-  rniisir  in  mine  ear — 
I  Im  .-.vMiiisi  name  on  earth, 

4  ll  III!-  m»-  of  a  Saviour's  love 

\K  liu  ilinl  III  M'l  m«-  free: 
ll  i<  ll-  iiir  <»(  Ills  pr<M  i(Mis  blood — 

1  ht  hiiiiM  f  s  p«rf«tl  plea. 

^  ll  ll  lis  nil-  of  a  l-'ather'^j  smile 

hi  aiiiiiiK  upon  his  child  ; 
ll  I  III  I  i«  nu-  ihiMUKh  this  "  little  while," 

I  IiiohkIi  ilfseit,  waste,  and  wild. 

4  ll  Irlls  of  ( )uv  whosf  lovinj?  heart 

r.iit  If  1 1  IMV  .smallest  woe — 
Who  III  ea«  ll  sol  low  bears  a  part 
I'iial  iioiii-  I  an  bear  below. 


5  It  bids  my  trembling  soul  rejoice. 

And  dries  each  rising  tear; 
It  tells  me  in  a  "  still  small  voice/' 

To  trust,  and  not  to  fear. 

The  hymn  here  given  has  been  considered 
of  sufficient  importance  by  the  author  of  An- 
glican  Hyntfiology  to  be  counted  as  a  Third- 
Rank  Hymn  of  the  future,  yet  it  is  not  the 
one  by  which  its  author,  Rev.  Frederick 
Whitfield,  is  most  generally  known,  but  that 
beginning  "  1  need  thee,  precious  Jesus."  He 
was  born  at  Threapw^ood,  Shrop^ire,  Eng- 
land, January  7,  1829,  and  w^as  educated  at 
Trinity  College,  Dublin,  graduating  with  the 
degree  of  B.  A.  in  1859.  After  his  ordinadon 
he  became  successively  curate  of  Otlcy,  vicar 
of  Kirby-Ravensworth,  curate  of  Greenwich, 
vicar  of  St.  John's,  Bexley-Heath,  Lmdon, 
and  vicar  of  St.  Mary's,  Hastings.  Mr. 
Whitfield  has  written  much  both  in  prose 
and  verse,  among  his  works  being  Spiritual 
Unfolding  from  the  Word  of  Life ;  Voices 
from  the  Valley  Testifying  of  Jesus ;  The 
Word  Unvailed :  and  Gleanings  from  Scrip- 
ture. The  hymn  we  quote  was  written  in 
1855. 

363  7%e  entry  into  Jerusalem.  L.  M. 

Ride  on !  ride  on  in  majesty ! 

In  lowly  pomp  ride  on  to  die: 

O  Christ,  thy  triumphs  now  begin 

O'er  captive  death  and  conquered  sin. 

3  Ride  on !  ride  on  in  majesty  I 

The  angel  armies  of  the  sky 

Look  down  with  sad  and  wondering  eyes 

To  see  the  approaching  sacrifice. 

3  Ride  on  !  ride  on  in  maiesty !  • 
The  last  and  fiercest  strife  is  nigh : 
The  Father  on  his  sapphire  throne 
Awaits  his  own  anointed  Son. 

4  Ride  on !  ride  on  in  majesty ! 
In  lowly  pomp  ride  on  to  die ; 
Bow  thy  mecK  head  to  mortal  pain  ; 
Then  take,  O  God,  thy  power,  and  reign. 

The  name  of  Rev.  Henry  Hart  Milnian,. 
D.  D.,  is  as  well  known  to  literature  as  to 
theolog\\  He  is  one  of  the  few  men  whose 
talents  have  been  recognized  and  rewarded 
justly  in  this  life,  as  the  various  high  posi- 
tions he  occupied  in  the  Church  of  England 
amply  testify.  He  was  the  youngest  son  of 
Sir  Francis  Milman.  Court  Physician  to 
Georj;i:e  III.,  and  was  born  February  10, 
1 79 1.  He  betjan  his  education  at  Dr.  Bur- 
ney's  school  in  Greenwich,  and  continued  it 
at  K ton.  .After  a  brilliant  career  at  Oxford. 
he  was  appointed  Poetry^  Professor  of  his 
Aima  Mater  in  1821.  Here  he  remained 
until  1830.  during  which  time  he  WTOtc  many 
poems  and  plays,  and  reached  the  height  of 
his  fame  as  a  poet.  Thereafter  his  mind 
turned  from  poetry  to  theology,  and  he  wrote 
his  remarkable  History  of  the  Jews,     In  183$ 


5  For  us,  lo  wicked  men  betnyed, 

Scoufged.  mocked,  in  crown  of  Ihorasarr: 


To  God  Ih«  Falhti  >;lory  be.. 

Rev.  John  Mason  Neaie,  U.  D.,  translated 
these  stanzas  from  the  old  fifteenth  eenturj- 
hymn,  which  is  so  fine  that  one  regrets  to  sav 
it  is  anonymous,  "O  Amor,  quam  exslalicm^' 
It  will  have  to  stand  in  its  immortality,  like 
Cologne  Cathedral  with  its  forgotten  archi- 
tect, remarkable  for  its  own  beauty  rather 
than  for  the  history  of  its  construction.  The 
version  of  it  now  before  us  was  published  in 
[he  Hymnal  Noted,  1854.  The  manuscript 
Latin  is  preseri'ed  at  Karlsruhe.  The  won- 
derful picture  of  our  Lord's  human  life,  that 
is  to  say,  the  matchless  and  inspiring  fact  of 
the  Incarnation  of  God  in  the  person  of  Jesus 
Christ,  and  the  biography  of  Immanuel  which 
grew  out  of  it,  is  what  constitutes  the  theme 
of  this  song.  ■■  (iod  was  manifest  in  ihc 
flesh,  justified  in  the  Spirit,  seen  of  angels, 
preached  unto  the  (lentiles,  believed  on  in  the 
world,  received  up  into  glory." 
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he  became  by  appointment  of  Sir  Robert  Peel, 
Canon  of  Westminster  and  rector  nf  St.  Mar- 
garet's; and  in  1849  he  became  Dean  of  St. 
Paul's.  From  thai  time  until  his  death  Dean 
Milman  wrote  and  published  many  valuable 
works  on  history  and  biography.  He  is  said 
lo  have  been  a  fine  conversationalist,  and 
numbered  amon?  his  intimate  friends  Bishop 
Heber.  Hallam,  Macaulay,  and  Dean  Stanley. 
He  wrote  only  thirteen  hymns  ;  but  these  are 
of  a  high  order  of  excellence,  and  all  are  in 
common  use.  The  piece  quoted  is  specially 
adapted  for  the  Palm  Sunday  service,  and 
appeared  first  in  1827  in  a  volume  of  hvmns 

SiDltshed  t^  the  widow  of  Bishop  Heber. 
c  died  at  Sunninghill,  near  Ascot,  Septem- 
ber 24,  1868. 
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John  Ikf  BaplisI 


nndhea 


;e!5!^ 


I  Then  cleansed  be  every  breast  fron 
Mske  straiK;hl  th«  way  for  Ood  with! 

J  For  Ihou  an  our  salvation.  Lord. 

Wilhoal  th'y  Brace  we  waste  awav. 
Like  flowers  that  wither  and  decay. 


Shiiif  forth,  and  Id  \\ 


liRht  n 


This  favorite  Advent  h\'mn  is  a  translation 
by  Rev.  John  Chandler  from  the  Latin  Jor- 
liattis  pras  prirfia  of  Charles  Coffin  of 
Rheims,  who  contributed  it  to  the  Paris 
Breriarv  in  T736.  The  Enghsh  rendering 
first  apiieared  in  Hvmm  of  Ike  Primilrve 
Church,  1837. 

John  the  Baplist  was  a  realitv.  Virgil  tells 
us  that  when  /Eneas  descendc'd  into  Mades 
to  visit  his  father,  he  came  to  Charon's  ferry 
across  the  infernal  river.  As  he  stepped  into 
the  light  boat,  accustomed  to  carr\-  only 
KhoRts,  so  heavy  a  weight  of  a  living  man 
made  the  craft  tremble  and  creak  through  all 
the  length  of  its  sewed  seams.  We  can  pre- 
sume that  the  hollow  forms  of  social  life  in 
those    wretched     days     were    writhed     and 
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mising  reality  of  manhood  like  that  of  John 
the  Baptist  at  the  Jordan.  He  was  a  man 
among  the  shadows  of  men.  He  had  an 
actual  "  idea."  He  shook  off  the  shams  of 
religion,  and  told  men  a  great  deal  more 
about  reli^on  itself  than  they  ever  knew  be- 
fore. This  being  with  the  uncouth  hair  and 
the  scant  garment  and  the  bronzed  face  and 
the  piercing  eye  disdained  all  the  adventi- 

of 


known  to  the  public  than  as  a  hymn-writer. 
He  was  bom  at  Fittscrove,  Pa..  February  ii, 
1836,  educated  at  Williams  College,  gradual- 


A.1  editor  of  the  .\Wi'  iWi  tnii,p,-tui,-nl 
ant!  of  the  Suiuldv  .■Iftriiiivii.  anil  as  a  pas- 
tor. Rev.  \VaBhin«t<.ii  ( Ilaiiilcn.  I).  D.,  is  better 


men.  He  put  himself  within  reach  of  livi 
people.  Only  he  shred  away  the  vails  a 
tinsels  and  mockeries  of  an  outward  show 
he  tore  up  traditions  and  mere  command- 
Suddenly  was  heard  a  voice  in  the  wilder- 
ness. There  was  singular  pathos  in  it,  as 
there  is  in  all  human  tones  that  have  power. 
But  it  had.  besides  that,  a  sort  of  vibrating 
ring  in  it  which  intimated  a  challenge.  Ex- 
perts say  that  idiots,  even  in  the  midst  of  a 
gibbering  frolic,  will  pause  abruptly  to  listen 
to  the  sound  of  a  musical  instrument ;  per- 
haps some  vague  recollection  of  primal  har- 
monies in  a  healthy  nature  before  it  was 
shattered  may  be  awakened  by  the  stir  near 
by;  the  soul  seems  seeking  to  render  answer, 
but  only  succeeds  in  girinjj;  wistful  attention. 
That  was  not  a  loud  voice  in  those  days 
down  by  the  Dead  Sea.  but  all  Judea  heard 
it ;  and  up  the  Jordan  it  rushed  with  more 
than  the  usual  celerity :  it  certainly  in  due 
time  reached  the  villagers  in  the  land  of  Gen- 
nesaret,  for  some  of  them  journeyed  at  once 
towards  it — notably,  Simon,  son  of  Jonas, 
and  John  and  James  and  Andrew,  who  were 
destined  to  figure  in  the  train  of  Jesus 
Christ. 

306  Wr/oT  u-inni-g  ,ouh-  L.  M. 

OMi-^TKn.  Ill  mc  walk  u'ilhlhn 
III  l.wly  iBih!i  of  smke  (nt: 
■ItM  >iK- tliy  wtrel :  h«1|)  mc  ha. 
The  Mialii  iif  toil,  the  fnt  »f  rare. 
>  lldp  me  Ihv  s1«vr  t>f  twait  Ii>  mmc 

Tva>-h  me  Ihi-  un>-»'ar.l  fM  to  May. ' 
Anil  Kuiilv  ihetn  in  the  lit.meward  way. 

{Teach  me  Ihy  |BIirnrr:  itlll  vilh  Ihe« 
p  i-liiser.  iliarrr  i-<ini|iany, 
In  work  Ihal  kee|>s  faith  swnt  ■ml  strong. 


Subsequently  he  took  a  theo- 
logical course  and  became  a  Congregational 
minister.  He  once  was  the  pastor  of  a 
church  in  Springtield,  Mass. ;  but  hb  present 
charge  is  in  Columbus.  Ohio. 

The  hymn  here  quoted  first  appeared  in 
the  Sunday  A/feriwon.  in  March,  1879,  under 
the  title.  '■  Walking  with  God."  It  was  com- 
posed of  three  eight-line  stanzas,  of  which 
only  the  first  and  last  are  given,  as  the  see- 
not  adapted  to  the  purposes  of  promis- 
public  worship,  although  admirable  for 
private  devotion. 


S  3i 


Thou  I  my  soul's  glory,  joy,  and  ctown. 
1  Pair  are  ihe  meadows,  bircTMlU  Ihei 

Robed  in  the  blooming  garb  of  •piine; 
Jesus  is  fairer]  Jesus  la  purert 

Who  iiiakeg  Ihe  woefiil  heart  to  miBg. 
3  Fair  is  (he  sunshine,  birernill  the 

And  lair  the  tK-inklina  siarry  hoM  : 
JesuH  shines  briKbier!  Jesus  shines  pi 

Than  all  the  angels  beaven  can  bo* 


It  is  said  that  the  German  knights  of  the 
twelfth  century  on  their  way  to  Jemsalem 
were  wont  to  sing  the  original  of  this  hymn. 
Such  a  statement,  however,  is  scairely  com- 
patible with  the  fact  that  the  piece  cannot  be 
traced  to  any  dale  earlier  than  1677.  It  is  to 
be  found  in  the  Fulda  Hymtt'Boek,  1695,  and 
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anslation  here  cited  appeared  in  1850  in 
ch-Chorals  and  Choir  Studies,  a  com- 
>n  of  hymns  by  Richard  S.  Willis.  Al- 
•h  for  some  time  Mr.  Willis'  name  has 
affixed  to  this  poem,  he  has  lately  dis- 
ed  all  literary  connection  with  it,  and 
le  does  not  know  the  name  of  the  real 
ator.  nor  where  he  obtained  it  for  his 

:hard  Storrs  Willis  is  a  brother  of  the 
N.  P.  Willis,  and  was  born  in  Boston, 
.,1819.  He  resides  in  Detroit,  Mich., 
las  been  well  known  as  a  musician  and 
vriter  on  musical  art  for  many  years, 
e  secret  of  the  Crusaders'  successes  in 
at  A\nld  conflict  with  the  Saracens  which 
:ed  in  the  capture  of  Jerusalem,  is  found 
:  passionate,  individual,  personified  ideal 
tiad  of  Jesus  Christ  as  the  rightful  King 
I  world,  the  Glory  of  the  race,  the  Head 
e  Church.  They  seemed  to  see  him  as 
prayed ;  they  had  visions  of  him  in  the 
hey  thought  of  him  and  spoke  of  him  as 
the  fondness  of  a  lover.  And  after- 
s.  when  the  returning  knights  covered 
ontinent,  they  left  their  impress  on  all 
aditions  and  faiths  of  the  people.  Out 
s  grew  much  of  that  deeply  reverent  and 
sitely  artistic  conception  of  the  Ober- 
;rgau  Passion  Play  which  arrests  the 
ration  of  the  world.  Joseph  Mayr's  per- 
cation  of  Jesus  may  be  no  portrait  of 
liaster,  but  those  who  look  upon  that 
dous  countenance  in  the  agony  may  be 
med  for  saying  it  n>ade  them  think  more 
ever  before  of  the  Saviour  of  men. 


The  Great  Teacher. 


L.  M. 


How  sweetly  flowed  the  gospel  sound 
From  lips  of  gentleness  and  R^race, 

When  listening  thousands  gathered  round, 
And  joy  and  gladness  filled  the  place ! 

a  From  heaven  he  came,  of  heaven  he  spoke, 
To  heaven  he  led  his  followers'  way ; 

Dark  clouds  of  gloomy  night  he  broke, 
Unvailing  an  immortal  day. 

3  "Come,  wanderers,  to  my  Father's  home, 
Come,  all  ye  weary  ones,  and  rest." 

Yes.  sacred  Teacher,  we  will  come, 
obey  thee,  love  thee,  and  be  blest ! 

4  Decay  then,  tenements  of  dust ; 
Pillars  of  earthly  pride,  decay  : 

A  nobler  mansion  waits  the  just, 
And  Jesus  has  prepared  the  way. 

e  of  Sir  John  Rowrings  most  popular 
IS,  in  wide  use  through  all  the  churches. 
ebrates  the  fame  of  that  dreat  Teacher 
spake  as  never  man  spake,  and  whom 
:ommcn  people  always  heard  gladly. 
have  at  the  present  day  too  much  of 
igue  and  speculation  in  the  pulpit,  too 


much  that  goes  out  in  the  air  over  the  heads 
of  the  listeners  who  want  to  hear  the  Master 
saying^,  "  Come,  all  ye  weary  ones,  and  rest." 
A  fnend  of  the  poet  -  clergyman,  William 
Bowles,  tells  how  he  spent  a  Saturday  even- 
ing at  Bremhill  rectory,  where  Dr.  Croly  was 
also  a  guest,  having  come  to  preach  the  fol- 
lowing day.  Dr.  Croly  was  remarkable  for 
his  powerful  eloquence,  while  Mr.  Bowles' 
style  was  characterized  by  simplicity.  Lord 
Lansdowne  was  the  most  distinguished  mem- 
ber of  the  village  congregation.  In  the  course 
of  the  conversation  the  good  rector  suddenly 
exclaimed  to  the  narrator,  "  I  hope  your 
friend  will  not  preach  to  the  marquis  to- 
morrow, but  to  the  peasantry."  The  hint 
was  not  lost,  as  the  eloquent  preacher  deliv- 
ered a  most  pastoral  and  beautiful  discourse, 
alike  instructive  to  peer  and  plowman. 

309  *'Holy,  harmless:'  L.  M. 

How  beauteous  were  the  marks  divine 
That  in  thy  meekness  used  to  shine, 
That  lit  thy  lonely  Mthway.  trod 
In  wondrous  love,  O  Son  of  God ! 

3  Oh,  who  like  thee,  so  calm,  so  bright. 
So  pure,  so  made  to  live  in  light  ? 
Oh,  who  like  thee  did  ever  go 
So  patient  through  a  world  of  woe? 

3  Oh,  who  like  thee  so  humblv  bore 
The  scorn,  the  scoffs  of  men,  before  ? 
So  meek,  forgiving,  /godlike,  high. 
So  glorious  in  humility  ? 

4  Even  death,  which  sets  the  prisoner  free. 
Was  pang,  and  scoff,  and  scorn  to  thee : 
Yet  love  through  all  thv  torture  glowed. 
And  mercy  wiln  thy  life-blood  flowed. 

5  Oh,  in  thy  light  be  mine  to  go, 
Illuming  all  my  way  of  woe! 
And  give  me  ever  on  the  road 

To  trace  thy  footsteps,  Son  of  God. 

Rev.  Arthur  Cleveland  Coxe,  D.  D..  LL.  D., 
published  this  hymn  in  his  Christian  Ba/lads, 
1840.  It  consists  there  of  seven  double 
stanzas,  and  from  these  the  ones  are  chosen 
which  seemed  fittest  for  singing  in  the  ordi- 
nary services  of  the  house  of  God.  The  now 
venerable  author  was  born  in  Mendham.  N.  J.. 
May  10. 1 81 8,  where  his  father,  the  Rev.  Sam- 
uel Hanson  Cox,  D.  D.,  was  settled  as  the 
pastor  of  the  Presbyterian  church  in  the 
days  before  his  great  fame  had  brought  him 
forward  into  the  celebrity  he  attained  after- 
ward as  one  of  the  leaders  of  the  denomina- 
tion. Between  this  father  and  this  son  there 
were  always  differences  of  opinion  that  gave 
rise  to  anecdotes  without  number  which  have 
grown  trite  with  repetition — differences  which 
were  much  more  serious  than  badinaj^  could 
cover.  When  the  old  man  eloquent  was  pas- 
tor of  the  First  Presbyterian  Church  of  Brook- 
lyn, where  probably  his  best  work  was  done 
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T»f  DbAk  Fallen. 

Mv  doii  Rtdwmcr,  and  my  Loid, 
I  read  my  duly  in  ihy  worJ: 


1  Cold  mounlairH  and  tho  midnifthl  ai 
The  dsMil  Ihy  Icmplalions  ineu-.  ' 


Dr.  Isaac  Waits  included  this  in  his  Hvmns, 
ok  II.,  No.  139,  as  illvistralinjj '■  The  Exam- 
of  Christ."  It  is  a  tame  sort  o(  poem ;  it 
tiseful.  however,  iti  certain  exigencies,  to 
ow  a  discourse  upon  the  believer's  eon- 
mity  to  Christ.  It  depicts  the  process  of 
dying  the  pattern,  of  transcribing  the  vir- 
!.  and  so  attaining  the  image  of  the  Lord 
us  in  one's  self.  The  familiar  te.M  I  Kphe- 
B  5  :  I ).  ■■  He  ye  therefore  followers  of  (lod, 
dear  children."  is  rendered  rightly  in  the 
.Hsed  \'ersion,  ■'  Be  ye  therefore  imitators 
jod,  as  beloved  children."  This  command 
he  apostle  is  not  obeyed  so  easily  as.  at 
1  sight,  one  would  think.  Ii  requires  care 
1  patient  labor.  We  have  just  learned  of 
tieath  of  the  famous  painter,  Meissonier : 
DC  of  his  obituaries  this  incident  is  related 
ceming  his  persistent  and  ingenious  in- 
try  in  doing  his  best  work ;  '■  Meissonier 
red  no  pains  to  make  his  pictures  accurate 
letail  and  faithful  representatives  in  every 
lect.  When  he  painted  the  ■1814'  he 
rowed  the  emperor's  famous  blue  overcoat 
n  the  museum  where  it  «'as  carefully 
rded  and  had  it  ex.ictly  reproduced  by  a 
H".  To  secure  the  desired  atmospheric 
:ts.  he  put  the  coat  on,  mounted  a  '  lay' 
«.  and  painted  before  a  mirror  in  an  open 
n  on  his  ro<)f  in  a  snow-siorm.  He  was 
illy  exact  in  the  details  of  all  his  important 


All  other  naniL-s  above ; 
^o.— We  wcmhiii  Ihee,  we  hiew  Ihee. 

We  praiw'lhee  nnd  ciHiVi-ss  Ihn. 
Uur  hr.Ly  Lord  and  VSng. 


■  (•  endless  HdoiatTon 
And  everlasliHK  lo>'e: 
Cho.— We  worship  thee,  we  blcM  II 

We  praise  thee%nd  coiffess  Ih 
Our  gnciouB  Lord  and  Kin] 


The  name  of  Frances  Ridley  Havergal  has 
become  to  thousands  of  Christians  in  all  parts 
of  the  world  a  household  word.  Born  Decem- 
ber 14,  1836,  she  was  the  youngest  daughter 
of  the  Rev.  W.  H.  Havergal.  then  rector 
of  Astley.  Worcestershire,  afterward  of  St. 
Nicholas,  Worcester,  Ilngland.  She  was  a 
singularly  bright,  clever  child,  early  giving 
promise  of  the  gifts  so  fully  developed  in  later 
vears.  The  little  book  in  which  she  wrote 
ner  childish  hymns  and  rhymes  begins  with 
verses  written  at  the  age  of  seven ;  from  nine 
years  old  upward  she  wrote  long  and  amus- 
ingly-descriptive letters  in  perfect  rhyme  and 
rhythm. 

Miss  Havergal  was  never  married.  She 
lived  a  happy,  peaceful,  and  useful  life,  en- 
gaged in  writing  books  of  prose  and  poetry. 
Her  health  was  precarious,  and  at  times  she 
suffered  painlully  from  disease.  But  her 
Chrbtian  trust  was  supreme  over  every  trial. 
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he  wrote  the  fine  poem  which  bears  h: 
j:an:e.  At  all  events  it  is  a  historic  fact  tha 
he  chanted  it  himself  on  one  Palm  Sundi' 
:r.^m  the  j^Tated  window  of  his  cell.  It  conv 
:".c-r.oratecl  the  entry  of  Jesus  Christ  init 
Jerusalem,  when  the  people  of  the  Hcbrcru: 
\\::h  palms  before  him  went,  and  when  the 
!-.ps  of  children  made  sweet  hosannas  ring. 

375  "dini,  o7tt  Sa'i'iouf.*'  7^.  ■  .^.  P. 

!''»  tluv.  iiu  Cod  and  Saviour ! 

My  lu-ait  cxultiiii;  sinj^js. 
kfji.i*  iii)^  ill  ih>  lavor, 

Alniij^litv  KiiiK  ot  kiiij^s! 
I  '11  iokliialf  thy  xclorv. 

With  all  th>  saints  above. 
And  ifll  the  joyiul  sinty 

^H  thy  rc(Uftiiin>;  love. 

J  Soon  as  the-  muni  with  roses 

Rulcj  ks  ihi-  <lc\\>  C.I  'l. 
And  wlu-n  iht-  sun  rcixisos 

rpMii  tin."  «Hfan'<  breast, 
My  \iii<  r,  in  siippIiratiDU. 

\Vrll  pK-asfil  the  L«»nl  shall  hcai  : 
Oh.  Kranl  nu-  thy  saKation, 

.\iul  to  ni>  SMul  tlraw  noar, 

.^  Hy  ihtH-.  throuj^h  life  support  til. 

I  "11  pass  the  daiiKiidus  niiid, 
With  ln.M\enl\  ho-^ts  tMorleil, 

rp  to  thy  l'riv;ht  ah«Mle: 
Tlu'ii  i.isl  niv  iiown  bch»re  thti-. 

And.  all  in\  iDnfliits  oct, 
I'll!  easin}.;l>  iidun-  tlu'c — 

What  I'ould  an  ani^rl  niori"? 

Rev.  Thomas  Haueis.  LL.  !>..  M.  I)..  wa.<i 
born  at  Truro  in  Cornwall.  1732.  of  an  arist»i- 
cratic  family,  and  received  a  liberal  tduia- 
lion.  He  was  converted  while  still  ver\' 
vounvr.  ami  became  a  devoted  Christian.  Al- 
thouv;h  he  had  be.v;un  the  study  of  medicine. 
he  entered  at  Christ's  College,  Cambridv^e  ;  he 
was  v^radiiaied.  and  immediately  took  lu-iy 
onlers.  .\ppointed  in  1757  to  a  curacy  in 
( )xff)rd,  his  succi -^s  as  a  preacher  was  marked, 
but  he  was  not  allowetl  to  remain  l<»iv^.  'Il'.e 
bishoj)  (if  the  dioccM-  disav^reed  with  h:< 
view^.  and  he  r<.inovrd  to  London  to  assun'.t 
a  cliap^c  .it  tl'.e  l.o<  k  Ib>spital.  a  place  whert 
pii  iiiMvly  (Upra\i(l  ih.iracters  wire  to  \x 
nut.  His  work  tin  re  wa>  faithful,  but  in 
I7«'3  he  was  nai!--!! m-d  to  the  rectorate  i»l 
Al!  Saints,  ai  A'dw  in-.  Ic :  there  he  remained 
ti-  i!ic  (  imI  <if  ii'.s  liMin-rrd  and  pro>prroii> 
I:u  .  lie  V. .t>  <  liai>ki'n  to  l.ady  1  Iuntinv:vion, 
a: I.;  ■-:;'<  .itcil  (■•!■  ^'.  ■-. «  r.il  \rars  at  her  private 
<i..ij>(i.  lie  liud  j'r.ii  rtally  at  liath.  Irb- 
ruii.  II,  i>J.'.  1  >r.  Ilaweis  was  a  man  I't 
;.;;■'..•.  I'-'.-i  i'^  .i:ul  -.'.it-tt  about  two  himdrnl 
.ir.d  i:l!\  ■■■.•!':•■*-.  n'..iii\  1  •!  uliich  are  still  in 
inhiU":;  i;-'.-.  H<  -..  d  nl"  them:  "  They  art 
Miih  a^  1:  \  III.'.-:  '111!;;. (1.  .and  theyspiak-t 
the  iliii'i^-  '.\;;i.  !•.  1  :..i\ t  iKlieveil  con«  i  rn.tr^;^ 
ni\  (h'i!  ant!  Kiiu-  'I'.«\  all  point  ti>  one 
I  b'c-  t      '. <  I  .1  ■.  r..<;i."  ii    i !■««',. *^. 


LIFE  AND  CHARACTER. 


17S 


Children's  Hosannas.  7s,  6s.  D. 

When,  his  salvation  bringing, 

To  Zion  Jesus  came, 
The  children  all  stood  singing, 

Hosanna  to  his  name : 
Nor  did  their  zeal  offena  him. 

But,  as  he  rode  along. 
He  let  them  still  attend  him. 

Well  pleased  to  hear  their  song. 

2  And  since  the  Lord  retaineth 
His  love  (or  children  still. 

Though  now  as  King  he  reigneth 

On  Zion's  heavenly'  hill, 
We'll  flock  around  his  banner. 

Who  sits  upon  the  throne, 
.And  raise  a  loud  hosanna 

To  David's  royal  Son. 

3  For  should  we  fail  proclaiming 
Our  great  Redeemer's  praise. 

The  stones,  our  silence  shaming. 

Would  their  hosanna  raise. 
But  should  we  only  render 

The  tribute  of  our  words? 
No ;  while  our  hearts  are  tender. 

They,  too,  should  be  the  Lord's. 

Instantly,  upon  reading  these  stanzas,  we 
have  a  vision  of  the  triumphal  entry  of  the 
Christ  into  Jerusalem :  "And  the  children 
cr)'ing  in  the  temple  and  saying,  Hosanna  to 
the  Son  of  David  !"  The  name  of  the  Rev. 
John  King  has  been  affixed  to  the  hymn,  but 
to  establish  his  identity  as  its  author  is  rather 
difficult.  It  appeared  first  in  the  Psalmist^ 
A  Selection  of  Psalms  and  Hymns,  published 
in  London  in  1830,  with  the  signature 
"J.  King."  Rev.  John  Gwythe,  one  of  the 
compilers  of  that  book,  stated  that  this  stood 
for"  Joshua  King,  late  Vicar  of  Hull."  From 
the  registers  of  Eyton  Church,  Wellington, 
Shropshire,  where  Mr.  King  was  at  one  time 
curate,  we  learn  that  his  Christian  name  was 
John ;  that  he  graduated  from  Queen's  Col- 
lege. Cambridge,  in  18 14;  and  became  in- 
cumoent  of  Christ  Church,  Hull,  in  1822. 
He  died  September  12,  1858. 

This  hymn  is  very  familiar  to  congrega- 
tions on  both  sides  ot  the  sea,  and  is  a  special 
favorite  with  the  children  of  the  Sunday 
Schools.  It  has  been  deemed  worthy  a  place 
as  a  Third-Rank  Hvmn  of  the  future  in  An- 
glican  Ilymnoloi^y. 
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Matt.  II  :28.  7s,  6s.  D. 

"  CoMK  unto  me,  ye  wcar>'. 

And  1  will  give  you  rest." 
Oh,  blessed  voice  of  Jesus, 

Which  comes  to  hearts  opprest ; 
It  tells  of  benediction, 

()f  pardon,  grace,  and  peace. 
Of  joy  thai  hath  no  ending. 

Of  love  which  cannot  cease. 

2  "Come  unto  me,  dear  children. 

And  I  will  give  you  light." 
Oh,  loving  voice  of  Jesus, 

Which  comes  to  rheer  the  night : 
Our  hearts  were  filled  with  saoness, 

And  we  had  lost  our  way, 
But  morning  brings  us  gladness, 

And  songs  the  break  of  day. 


3  "  Come  unto  me,  ye  Minting:, 
And  I  will  give  you  life." 

Oh,  peaceful  voice  of  Jesus, 
which  comes  to  end  our  strife: 

The  foe  is  stem  and  eager, 
The  fight  is  fierce  and  long ; 

But  thou  hast  made  me  mighty. 
And  stronger  than  the  strong. 

4  "And  whosoever  comet h 
I  will  not  cast  him  out." 

Oh,  patient  love  of  Jesus, 
Which  drives  away  our  doubt : 

Which  calls  us — very  sinners, 
Unworthy  though  we  be 

Of  love  so  free  and  boundless — 
To  come,  dear  Lord,  to  thee. 

This  is  another  of  the  excellent  hymns  of 
the  surgeon— •*  the  beloved  physician"  he 
might  well  be  called — William  Chatterton 
Dix.  It  was.  published  first  in  the  Peoples 
//y/««^/ (English),  1867.  Its  plaintive  senti- 
ment (like  that  of  **  Lead,  kindly  Light,"  by 
Newman)  owes  much  to  the  matchless  music 
of  Dr.  Dykes,  to  which  it  is  usually  sung.  Vox 
Jesu  is  a  worthy  sister  to  Lux  Benigna  in 
the  circle  of  seraphic  tunes  on  earth.  The 
dramatic  force  of  the  piece  comfcs  from  its 
simpleness.  The  compiler  of  Laudes  Domini 
would  like  to  record  one  memory  which  is  full 
of  longing  for  a  chance  of  acknowledgment. 
Broken  in  health  almost  to  hopelessness,  he 
went  over  the  ocean  in  1881  for  rest.  •  At  St. 
Pancras'  Protestant  Episcopal  Church  in  Lon- 
don, he  was  privileged  to  listen  to  a  purely 
gospel  sermon,  preached  by  Rev.  Canon 
Spence.  It  was  one  of  the  plainest,  the 
strongest,  the  gentlest,  of  all  discourses  he 
ever  heard  from  a  Christian  pulpit ;  the  most 
truly  evangelical  in  doctrine  and  tender  in 
invitation.  And  now  as  he  sits  here  writing,  he 
humbly  hopes  some  chance  wind  or  bird  may 
take  his  thanks  to  that  preacher  for  the  help 
he  brought  him  in  his  sore  weakness  and 
heavy  trouble.  Then  one  male  voice  broke 
the  silence  after  prayer  with  two  lines  of  song 
— slowly  and  intelligibly  spoken,  as  Jesus  may 
have  spoken  them — **  Come  unto  me,  ye 
weary,  and  I  will  give  you  rest."  A  short 
pause  of  an  instant,  and  the  arches  rang  with 
the  full  choir:  **  Oh,  blessed  voice  of  Jesus  !" 
After  service  I  waited,  found  out  where  tune 
and  hymn  came  from,  and  gave  them  my 
highest  place  of  honor  as  the  best  I  shall  ever 
hear  this  side  of  heaven. 


Heaven  begun  below. 

I  Bi'iLD  on  this  foundation — 

That  Jesus  and  his  blood 
Alone  are  my  salvation, 

The  true  eternal  good. 
To  mine  his  Spirit  speaketh 

Sweet  words  of  s<K>t hi ng  power. 
How  (iod,  to  him  that  seeketh 

For  rest,  hath  rest  in  store. 


7s,  6s.  D. 
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2  My  Lord,  my  Master,  help  me 
T«»  walk  apart  with  thee 

Outside  the  aimp.  whore  only 

Thv  JK.-auty  I  inav  ^ee: 
Far  Irtmi  the  world's  lou<l  turmoil, 

Far  from  its  busy  <liii, 
Far  from  lis  praise  and  honor, 

Its  unheliet  and  sin. 

3  r)h.  keep  my  heart  nt  leisure 
Fnmi  all  the  world  beside. 

In  close  iH)mmunion.  ever 

Thus  with  thee  to  al»i«le — 
So  all  thy  whisjKTed  hri>athings 

(.)f  love  an<l  truth  to  hear; 
And  hail  thee  with  rej«»icinji;. 

When  thou  shall  sfM>n  appear. 

Mrs.  Rcbtrkah  Hope  Taylor,  dauj^'htt 
Hon.  Samuel  Morley.  M.  P.,  was  the  wil 
Herbert  \V.  Taylor,  and  belonvjed  to  the 
vrious  bodv  known  as  the  I'lvniouth  Hretl 
In  tlie  Enliiti^'id  Lofulon  Hvmn  Bonk,  i 
there  are  to  be  found  four  of  her  poems 
one  i(iven  here  bein^  the  favorite.  Mrs.  ' 
lor  died  November  8.  1877,  and  in  the  fol 
inj^j  year  her  Lrtttrs  were  j)ublished. 
hymn  is  useful  in  that  it  presents  tine  pas 
of  Scripture  which  illustrates  one  phas 
our  Lord's  life;  it  i;ives  voice  in  son; 
Hebrews  13:11-13:  "For  the  bodie 
those  l)easts.  whose  blood  is  broujijht 
the  sanctuary  by  the  hij^h-priest  for  sin, 
burned  without  the  camp.  Wherefore  J 
also,  that  he  mij^ht  .sanctify  the  jxfoplc 
his  own  blood,  suffered  without  the  \ 
Let  us  j^o  forth  therefore  unto  him  wit 
the  camp,  beariny^  his  reproach." 
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\  »■  .niiy  into 

X  »'.»      It  c«)n- 

.,     -.  vvlcbratcd 

»  ■!«  *»i:nd.iy  in 

..  r.>.  I). 


I. » 


.■rti*d  ihrt" 


I  " /'nt'ftii 0/ Sinfit'fi."  Ss,  " 

( )NK  there  i.s  aho\e  all  others, 

Well  deserve>  the  name  <^t  Friend ; 
Ilis  i-,  Idve  beyond  a  brother"**. 
(.'i«stl\,  free,  and  knoW'-  m*  end  : 
They  who  oui-e  his  kindness  pro\o 
l-'iml  it  »'\eilastini:  lo\e. 

2  Whi'  h  «»f  all  our  r'liends.  to  save  us. 
C'ouM  <»r  woidii  ha\e  >hed  his  bloiKi? 

Rut  oui  Jesu>  dii-d  to  ha\e  us 
KeconriK-d  in  him  ti»  (i(h1  : 
This  WM*.  l'oundU-><  l^>^e  indeed! 
Jesu>>  is  a  Iriend  in  need. 

3  When  he  li\eil  on  eailh  abased, 

"  I'riend  ot  >nnier^'    wa>  his  name; 
Now  above  all  i;ltirie'«  raised. 
He  reioi«e>»  in  tin-  same; 
Still  he  tails  lliem  brethren,  friends, 
.\nd  to  all  then  wants  altentis. 

4  Could  we  Inar  Mom  one  another 
\Vb:it  lu  daily  b^.i!>  from  us? 

Vil  ibiN  ^Imiiius  I-'iiiiKl  and  Bnrther 
I,<)\i».  u>»  th"\ii;li  we  tii-at  him  thus: 
Thi'Ui^li  fur  j^i'nil  we  render  ill. 
Mi-  a.  I  oiints  u>>  brethren  still. 

5  ( »h,  fill  v;n<>-  ..ui  hearts  t«>  .soften  ! 
T»ai  h  U-,  l.i.rd.  at  length  ti»  love; 

We.  ala**'  ft)ri;tt  loooftm 

What  a  Friem!  we  h.ive  aK»\e: 

But  when  homei»ur  souN  are  bnmRht. 
We  w  ill  lo\  e  thee  as  we  oiii^ht. 
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Very  likely  this  would   be  considered  by 
many  as  the  most  widely  knoxi'n  and  the  most 
tenderly  cherished  piece  of  Rev.  John  New- 
ton's composition.     It  can  be  found  in  the 
Olney  Hymns,    1779,  where  it  is  No.  53  of 
Book  I.     What  commends  these  stanzas  to 
Christian  hearts  is  the  prevailing  sentiment 
embodied  in  every  one  of  them  that  our  Lord, 
the  *•  Friend  that  sticketh  closer  than  a  bro- 
ther," was  actuated  by  a  positive,  active,  seek- 
ing love  for  the  sinner,  before  that  sinner  had 
even  become  a  subject  of  grace.     We  must 
read  the  life  of  Jesus  Christ  as  the  mere  un- 
folding of  this  love.     There  is  no  explanation 
of  Bethany  tears  outside  of  it.      He  might 
have  taught  a  Samaritan  woman  profession- 
ally, like  any  other  rabbi  upon  the  road ;  but 
he  never  would  have  '*  sat  thus  "  on  the  well 
unless  he  had  loved  her  soul  and  longed  to 
save  it  by  the  truth.     Simon  the  Cyrenian 
would  have  said  he  was  uplifting  an  unknown 
malefactor's  cross,  as  he  unwilhngly  came  in 
behind  Jesus  and  raised  the  timber  on  his 
shoulder.     But  what  he  was  doing  really  was 
this — he  was  succoring  eternal  Love  bearing 
a  burden  which  for  the  moment  proved  too 
much  for  its  physical  embodiment.    Peter  saw 
Love  walking  upon  the  water ;  John  the  Bap- 
tist pointed  out   Love  on   the  shore  of  the 
Jordan ;  Mary  Magdalene  spoke  to  Love  on 
the    excited    morning   of    the    resurrection ; 
Judas  kissed  Love  when  he  swung  the  lantern 
before  the  face    of  Jesus;    Love    had  been 
kneeling  under  the  old  olives,  and  had  left 
drops  of  blood-sweat  on  the  grass.     A  whole 
biography  there  is,  which  cannot  be  read  at 
all  unless  read  as  an  unfolding  of  the  love  of 
God  in  Jesus  Christ  for  men. 

Healing  the  Stck.  8s,  7s,  7s. 

Thou  to  whom  the  sick  and  dyinf^ 

Ever  came,  nor  came  in  vain. 
Still  with  healinj^  word  replying 
To  the  weary  cry  of  pain ; 
Hear  us,  Jesus,  as  we  meet, 
Suppliants  at  thy  mercy-seat. 

2  Even.-  care  and  ever>'  sorrow, 
Be  il  ereat,  or  be  it  small ; 

Yesterday,  lo-day,  to-morrow. 
When,  where'er,  it  may  befall; 
Lay  we  humbly  at  thy  feet, 
Suppliants  round  thy  mercy-seat. 

3  Still  the  wear\-.  sick,  and  dyini^ 
Need  a  brother's,  sister's  care; 

On  thy  higher  help  relying. 

May  we  now  their  burden  share: 
Bringing  all  our  offerings  meet, 
Sup>p1iants  to  thy  mercy-seat. 

4  May  each  child  of  thine  be  willing, 
Wilhng  both  in  hand  and  heart. 

Every  law  of  love  fulfilling. 
Every  comfort  to  impart : 
Ever  bringing  ofTerings  meet, 
Suppliants  at  thy  mercy-seat. 


5  Then  shall  sickness,  sin,  and  sadness 

To  thy  healing  power  yield ; 
Till  the  sick  and  sad  in  gladness. 
Rescued,  ransomed,  c^ansed,  healed, 
Shall  the  saints  together  meet. 
Pardoned  at  thy  judgment  seat ! 

This  hymn  is  entitled,  **  On  Behalf  of  Hos- 
pitals ;"  and  it  has  to  be  admitted  that  the 
advertisement  of  it  is  rather  commonplace.  It 
was  written  by  Rev.  Godfrey  Thring  in  1870, 
at  the  request  of  Prebendary  Hutton  of  Lin- 
coln Cathedral,  and  was  first  published  in  his 
Supplement,  next  year.  It  is  a  useful  series 
of  good  stanzas,  without  much  poetic  fervor, 
or  artistic  construction,  or  dramatic  force; 
but  it  lays  hold  of  a  singer's  heart  because  of 
its  simple  acceptance  of  the  Master's  humility 
and  self-forgetfulness  in  work. 

It  is  not  rare,  the  spectacle  of  a  believer  la- 
boring sedulously  to  construct  a  sort  of  show, 
in  the  center  of  which  he  expects  to  appear. 
Highly  imaginative  temperaments  there  arc. 
full  of  ingenious  invention.  Life  is  a  drama, 
and  they  occupy  themselves  in  fashioning 
poses  and  writing  parts  for  delivery.  They 
see  themselves — feeding  the  poor.  They  sec 
themselves — going  on  a  foreign  mission.  They 
see  themselves — marching  at  the  head  of  an 
infant-class.  They  love  to  contrive  plots,  the 
up-shot  of  which  is  unusual.  They  get  up 
tableaux  of  Christian  zeal ;  the  band  plays, 
the  drapery  is  drawn — there  they  are  !  The 
sadness  of  this  is,  their  utmost  wisdom  fails. 
They  never  reach  the  desired  ripeness  in  the 
schemes.  They  betray  themselves  with  self- 
consciousness.  And  the  thing  which  is  most 
healthy  to  observe  is,  that  at  the  promising 
moment  (so  considered)  the  entire  scheme 
falls  into  foolishness,  simply  because  their 
own  piety,  supplemented  by  their  own  good 
sense,  withdraws  them  from  the  melodrama 
just  in  time  to  be  safe.  But  no  life,  thus 
running  on  in  dreamy  scenic  effects,  can  be  a 
thoroughly  useful,  or  even  a  happy  one. 
Christians  are  not  stage-heroes  and  heroines. 
Quaint  surprises  are  not  what  a  father  wants 
ffom  his  children ;  nor  will  visionary  children 
increase  either  in  love  or  likeness  to  their 
father  by  rehearsing  little  speeches  they  mean 
to  make  to  him,  accompanied  with  gestures. 

Oh,  grand —  commonplace — tender — plain 
— earnest — life  was  that  of  the  Master !  How 
unconscious,  how  majestic,  just  in  its  natural- 
ness of  labor  and  love !  He  that  puts  that 
Life  before  him  always  will  end  this  vacilla- 
tion, this  melancholy,  this  thought  of  unap- 
preciated merit,  this  far-off  look  into  impos- 
sible regions  of  imaginative  labor  and  sacri- 
fice; and  will  go  on  honest  errands  just  to 
save  the  soul  that  stands  next  to  him. 

12 


THE 

LORD 

JESUS 

CHRIS  i. 

jEEL-swept!  those  tears  are  over. 

Bui  his  heart  is  still  the  same ; 
Kinsman,  Friend,  ai.d  elder  Brwhet 

Saviour,  who  can  love  like  thee, 
GraclousOneofBethanyf 

8s.  7 

1,7s 

4  lesus,  may  thy  love  constrai 
thai  [rom  sin  »e  may  refrain 

In  thy  griefs  may  deeply  pie 
Thee  out  best  afleciions  givina 

May  we  in  thy  glor>-  live. 

i  When  Ifae  pangs  of  trial  seiie  us. 

When  Ihe  waves  of  sorrow  roll, 
I  will  lay  my  head  on  Jesus, 

1^ 

oubledsc 


Weeping  One  of  Bdhany ! 

J  Jeaus  w^  I  and  still  in  glory 

He  can  mark  each  mourner's  la 
Living  lo  retrace  Ihc  story 
or  l^e  heans  he  solaced  here. 
'       '      '       I  am  called  to  die 
:  ofBvthany. 


Lqrd,  « 


Is  a  legacy  of  love 

Yesterday,  to-day.  ti 

He  Ihe  HUne  doth 

Thou  art  all  in  1 


■rofso 


Rev.  John  Boss  Macduff.  D.  D..  was  bora 
at  Bontiard,  near  Perth,  in  Scotland.  May  23, 
1818.  and  studied  at  the  University  of  Ldin- 
bun;h.  In  1842  he  became  parish  minister 
of  Kettins.  FoKarshire.  where  he  remained 
until  tS49,  when  he  took  charee  of  St.  Ma- 
does  in  Perthshire.  In  1855  Tie  was  settled 
over  a  church  in  Glasgow,  his  last  pastorate, 
as  he  retired  from  the  ministry  in  1871,  and 
went  to  live  at  Chislehurst,  Kent.  Dr.  Mac- 
duff has  written  about  forty  hymns,  some 
of  which  have  kepi  a  place  in  popular  love. 
One  of  the  best  known  is  given  here;  its  re- 
frain leads  UB  back  to  the  stor)-  in  the  elev- 
enth chapter  o(  John.  Although  Bethany  has 
vanished  from  the  maps,  it  will  ne\'er  be  for- 

Elten  by  Christians.  To  them  the  little  vil- 
'e  over  the  hill,  a  couple  of  miles  from  Jeru- 
salem, will  always  recall  the  Saviour's  sympa- 
thy with  human  sorrow.  That  shows  how 
an  idea  can  last  longer  than  a  monument. 


There  in  spitth lei 

Through  her  iwiJ 

a  Rnt  we  have  no  i 
Mnivesfmmthei 


When  there  was 

Hehislmeai 

By  his  stripes  hi 

By  his  death,  on 

Helbruslhe 


Latin  poem  of  which  this  is  s 
translation  was  the  work  of  one  of  the  queer- 
est and  quaintest  of  the  ancient  singers.  Hii 
name  is  a  nickname ;  Jacoponus  means  "  Silty 
James."  He  is  more  digni6edly  known  ai 
Jacobus  de  Benedictis.  But  the  Dictionary 
of  Hymnology  does  not  accept  such  a  ctm- 
clusion.  It  bewilders  us  with  the  mention  ol 
many  claimants  besides,  and  in  the  end  seems 
to  favor  Pope  Innocent  111.  as  having  a  sii> 
preme  place  in  the  composition.  It  came 
into  popular  use  in  the  fourteenth  century  by 
the  Flagellants'  singing  of  it  on  their  way 
from  town  to  town :  but  it  was  composed  a 
hundred  years  before  that. 

The  music  of  Rossini  has  i-cndered  the 
Slab-ii  Mater  Dolorosa  famous  in  modem 
times,  Bui  no  Protestant  could  ever  sii^ 
such  a  thing:  it  is  simply  a  gush  of  wisrship 
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le  Virgin  Mary,  a  passionate  prayer  to  a 
I  woman  to  be  one's  intercessor.  It  re- 
ed the  exquisite  taste  and  perfect  feeling 
)r.  James  Waddell  Alexander  to  catch 
preserve  the  matchless  meaning  of  the 
lan  sentiment  and  yet  avoid  the  mariol- 
.  He  seems  with  the  delicacy  of  genius 
have  instinctively  separated  the  pathos 
1  the  passion,  and  so  brought  us  a  true 
m  which  the  Church  may  easily  receive, 
ng  all  the  loving  tenderness  of  pity  to  the 
ng  mother,  and  all  the  supreme  gratitude 
praise  to  the  divine  Jesus — where  it  be- 
rcd.  The  piece  may  be  found  in  his 
cikifig  Crucible  and  Other  Translations^ 
I.  The  portrait  added  above  is  taken 
n  a  photograph  of  rare  excellence,  and 
1  represents  the  personified  Virgin  of  the 
sion  Play. 

5  Getksemane.  L.  M. 

'T  IS  midnight ;  and  on  Olive's  brow 
The  star  is  dimmed  that  lately  shone . 

*T  is  midnight ;  in  the  garden,  now 
The  suffering  Saviour  prays  alone. 

2  *T  is  midnight ;  and  from  all  removed, 
The  Saviour  wrestles  lone  with  fears ; 

Ev'n  tluit  disciple  whom  he  loved 
Heeds  not  his  Master's  grief  and  tears. 

3  'T  is  midnight ;  and  for  others'  guilt 
The  Man  of  Sorrows  weeps  in  blood ; 

Yet  he  that  hath  in  an^ish  knelt 
Is  not  forsaken  by  his  God. 

4  'T  is  midnight ;  and  from  ether-plains 
Is  borne  the  song  that  angels  know ; 

Unheard  by  morlsus  are  the  strains 
That  sweetly  soothe  the  Saviour's  woe. 

rhis  author.  Rev.  William  Bingham  Tap- 
1,  was  bom  October  29,  1794,  at  Beverly, 
iss.  He  became  in  1805  an  apprentice  m 
ston;  he  removed  to  Philadelphia  in  181 5, 
ere,  after  a  short  time  spent  in  teaching  at 
nerville.  N.  J.,  he  entered  the  service  of 
American  Sunday  School  Union.  1826. 
the  representative  of  this  society  for  the 
r  succeeding  years  he  resided  in  Cincin- 
i,  Ohio,  returning  to  Boston  in  1837. 
tnigh  still  remainmg  in  the  service  of  the 
ion  even  down  to  the  date  of  his  death,  he 
;an  preaching  in  1841 ;  at  the  outset  he 
ed  as  an  evangelist,  but  soon  connected 
isclf  with  the  Congregational  body.  He 
i  at   West    Needham,    Mass.,   June  18, 

9. 

ir.  Tappan  early  showed  a  marked  fond- 

s  for  books  and  study,  although  in  the 

inning  of  his  career  he  had  few  advan- 

es  for  the  gratification  of  his  taste.     He 

»  not  a  man  of  powerful  genius,  but  the 

ly   books  he  published   afford    sufficient 

of  that  his  artistic  ability  as  a  writer  was 


one  of  his  strongest  characteristics.  New 
England  and  Other  Poems  was  the  first  work 
he  issued  from  the  press;  this  was  in  1819, 
and  several  volumes  followed  this  in  turn. 
The  hymn  before  us  is  found  in  his  volume 
of  Poems,  1822;  it  has  four  stanzas  and  is 
entitled  **  Gethsemane." 

380  "'risjlnish^dr  L.  M. 

"  'T  IS  finished  I"— so  the  Saviour  cried, 
And  meekly  bowed  his  head  and  died : 
"  'T  is  finished  I"— yes,  the  race  is  run. 
The  battle  fought,  the  victory  won. 

3  *T  is  finished !— all  that  heaven  foretold 
By  prophets  in  the  days  of  old ; 

Ana  truths  are  opened  to  our  view 
That  kings  and  prophets  never  knew. 

X  'T  is  finished !— Son  of  God,  thy  power 
Hath  triumphed  in  this  awful  hour ; 
And  yet  our  eyes  with  sorrow  see 
That  life  to  us  was  death  to  thee. 

4  'T  is  finished !— let  the  joyful  sound 
Be  heard  through  all  the  nations  round ' 
'T  is  finished— let  the  triumph  rise, 
And  swell  the  chorus  of  the  skies. 

Dr.  Samuel  Stennett's  works,  entitled.  On 
Personal  Religion^  were  published  in  three 
volumes  in  1824.  These  included  a  memoir, 
and  with  them  at  the  end  were  given  thirty- 
four  of  his  hymns.  Five  others,  and  among 
them  this  one,  were  found  in  Rippon's  Selec- 
tion,  1787.  It  is  related  in  this  good  man's 
biography  that  during  his  last  sickness  he 
was  compelled  to  use  a  gargle  with  vinegar 
among  the  ingredients  of  it  for  a  relief  to  his 
throat.  Once  while  taking  this  he  quoted  the 
words  used  in  Psalm  69:21  :  "And  in  my 
thirst  thev  gave  me  vineear  to  drink."  Then 
he  addecf:  "When  I  reflect  upon  the  suffer- 
ings of  Christ  I  am  ready  to  ask.  What  have 
I  been  thinking  of  all  my  life  ?  What  he  did 
and  suffered  are  now  my  only  support." 
The  connection  of  this  sentiment  with  the 
refrain  of  the  hymn  is  very  close,  for  the 
record  reads  thus :  **  When  Jesus  therefore 
had  received  the  vinegar,  he  said.  It  is  fin- 
ished." The  poetry,  however,  was  >\Titten 
long  before  this  conversation  occurred. 

The  one  word  in  the  Greek,  which  in  our 
English  version  we  take  three  words  to  ren- 
der, is  **  Tetelestai r  It  is  a  single  verb  with- 
out so  much  as  a  nominative.  What  was  it 
that  was  finished  }  For  one  thing,  certainly 
the  personal  suffering  of  Jesus  Christ  in  the 
crucifixion  was  finished.  He  was  dying  now. 
We  cannot  pretend  to  define  in  what  the  an- 
guish of  Christ  on  the  cross  consisted :  but 
whatever  it  was.  he  had  now  at  last  come  to 
the  end  of  it.  We  recollect  also  that  Jesus 
had  begun  to  show  a  measure  of  inexplicable 
dread  as  he  neared  the  time  of  his  death. 
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He  kept  talking  concerning  a  mysterious 
"hour,"  and  seemed  filled  with  solicitude 
about  what  it  was  to  discharge  on  him. 
**  Father,  save  me  from  this  hour,"  was  his 
petition.  In  this  explosive  utterance  on  the 
cross  he  has  touched  the  supreme  degree  of 
his  satisfaction.  The  fright  is  all  over ;  the 
forced  calmness  disappears ;  and  this  cry  is  an 
outburst  of  self-congratulation  that  his  terri- 
ble cup  has  been  entirely  drained.  He  knows 
now  that  all  physical  pains  and  all  spiritual 
horrors  are  exhausted.  And  so  he  sends  out 
before  an  anxious  universe  this  **  loud  voice  " 
like  a  bulletin  from  a  field  of  battle.  He  is 
all  through  the  charge,  right,  safe,  at  rest. 


"  The  wondrous  Cross."  L.  M. 

When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross, 
On  which  the  Prince  of  gIor>'  died, 

My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss, 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

a  Forbid  it.  Lord !  that  I  should  boast. 
Save  in  the  death  of  Christ,  my  God ; 

All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  his  blood. 

3  See,  from  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet, 
Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down ; 

Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet, 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown  ? 

4  His  dying  crimson,  like  a  robe, 
Spreads  o'er  his  body  on  the  tree ; 

Then  I  am  dead  to  all  the  globe, 
And  all  the  globe  is  deaato  me. 

5  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 
That  were  a  present  far  too  small ; 

Love  so  amazing,  so  divine, 
Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all. 

This  was  made  for  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  Hymns 
and  spiritual  Songs,  where  it  appears  as  No. 
7  in  Book  III. ;  he  ^ives  to  it  as  usual  a  title 
and  text :  **  Crucifixion  to  the  world  by  the 
cross  of  Christ:  Gal.  6:14."  A  few  years 
ago  one  of  the  religious  magazines  in  London 
invited  its  readers  to  vote  upon  the  hymns  in 
use  among  the  churches  by  sending  in  lists 
containing  the  best  hundred  of  them  all.  A 
prize  was  offered  for  that  one  which  should 
most  nearly  represent  the  general  verdict. 
Almost  four  thousand  papers  were  received ; 
fifty-five  different  authors  were  included  in 
the  approval ;  Toplady,  with  his  incomparable 
**  Rock  of  Ages,"  stood  confessedly  the  first. 
But  Charles  Wesley,  with  seven  hymns,  and 
Isaac  Watts,  with  seven  also,  followed  next. 
Every  one  said  Wesley's  **  Jesus,  lover  of  my 
soul "  was  his  best ;  and  every  one  said  Watts* 
best  was  **  When  I  survey  the  wondrous 
cross." 


'For  w/'." 


L.  M. 


Jksl'S,  whom  angel  hosts  adore. 
Became  a  man  of  griefs  for  me; 

In  love,  though  rich,  becoming  poor, 
That  I  through  him  enriched  might  be. 


a  Though  Lord  of  all.  above,  below. 

He  went  to  Olivet  for  me; 
There  drank  my  cup  of  wrath  and  woe. 

When  bleeding  in  Gethsemane. 

3  The  ever-bless6d  Son  of  God 
Went  up  to  Calvary  for  me ; 

There  paid  my  debt,  there  bore  my  load. 
In  his  own  body  on  the  tree. 

4  lesus,  whose  dwelling  is  the  skies. 
Went  down  into  the  grave  for  me ; 

There  overcame  my  enemies. 
There  won  the  glorious  victory. 

5  'T  is  finished  all :  the  vail  is  rent, 
The  welcome  sure,  the  access  free :—  « 

Now  then,  we  leave  our  banishment, 
O  Father,  to  return  to  thee  I 

This  is  readily  recognized  as  one  of  Dr. 
Horatius  Bonar's  poems.  We  have  taken  it 
from  the  first  series  of  his  Hymns  of  Faith 
and  Hope,  1857.  It  has  grown  familiar  and 
beloved  in  all  the  churches.  It  is  a  celebra- 
tion of  the  simple  substitution  of  Christ  for 
the  sinner  in  the  plan  of  salvation :  it  shows 
what  poetry  in  singing  can  do  with  strict 
truth.  In  these  days  there  is  much  said 
about  reforming  Christianity,  or  possibly  off 
putting  it  aside  altogether,  and  replacing  it 
with  what  is  called  **  The  Religion  of  Human- 
ity." The  suggestions  are  not  novel.  The 
religion  of  Christ  had  scarcely  made  its  way 
in  the  world  before  men  were  ready  with  im- 
provements of  its  methods  and  substitutions 
lor  its  doctrines.  But  Christianity  still  lives, 
and  few,  save  students  of  ecclesiastical  his- 
tory, can  recall  the  scores  of  its  imitations. 

The  reformers  of  Christianity  might  find  a 
significant  answer  to  their  suggestions  in  one 
oiTalleyrand's  retorts,  which  was  one  of  tlie 
wisest  he  ever  uttered.  The  theophilanthropist 
Larevell^re  Lepeaux  once  confided  to  Talley- 
rand his  chagrm.  He  had  labored  to  bring 
into  vogue  a  sort  of  improved  Christianit)', 
which  should  be  both  a  benevolent  and  a 
rational  religion.  With  expressions  of  morti- 
fication, he  admitted  that  he  had  failed,  for 
the  skeptical  age  would  have  nothing  to  do 
with  his  improved  religion.  **  What,  my 
friend,  shall  I  do.^"  he  mournfully  asked. 
The  wily  ex-bishop  and  diplomat  politely 
condoled  with  the  disappointed  reformer.  He 
hardly  knew,  he  saia,  what  to  ad\nse  in  a 
matter  so  difficult  as  the  improvement  off 
Christianity.  "  Still,"  said  he,  after  a  mo- 
ment's pause,  and  with  a  smile,  **  there  is  one 
plan  you  might  try."  His  friend's  attitude 
and  look  showed  how  eager  he  was  to  be  ad- 
vised. But  what  would  the  advice  be  ?  There 
was  a  somewhat  prolonged  silence  before 
Talleyrand  answered.  **  I  recommend  to 
you."  he  said,  "  to  be  crucified  for  mankind, 
and  to  rise  agam  on  the  third  day !"     It  was 
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I  lightning  flash,  and  the  reformer  stood,  at 
east  for  tne  moment,  awed  and  reverent  be- 
ore  the  stupendous  fact  suggested  by  the 
rreat  diplomat. 


Christ  Dying  to  Save  us.  C.  M.  D. 

Thbrb  is  a  green  hill  (kr  away, 

Without  a  city  wall, 
Where  the  dear  Lord  was  crucified 

Who  died  to  save  us  all. 
We  may  not  know,  we  cannot  tell, 

What  pains  he  had  to  bear ; 
But  we  believe  it  was  for  us 

He  hung  and  suffered  there. 

2  He  died  that  we  might  be  forgiven, 
He  died  to  make  us  good, 

That  we  mifi:ht  go  at  last  to  heaven, 

Saved  by  nis  precious  blood. 
There  was  no  other  good  enough 

To  pay  the  price  of  sin ; 
He  only  coula  unlock  the  gate 

Of  heaven,  and  let  us  in. 

3  Oh,  dearly,  dearly  has  he  loved, 
And  we  must  love  him  too, 

And  trust  in  his  redeeming  blood, 

And  try  his  works  to  do. 
For  there 's  a  green  hill  for  away, 

Without  a  city  wall. 
Where  the  dear  Lord  was  crucified 

Who  died  to  save  us  all. 


This  was  first  published  by  Mrs.  Cecil 
Fiances  Alexander  in  her  Hymns  far  Little 
^3l3dren^  1S48.  Like  most  other  things  done 
br  God's  youngest  sons  and  daughters,  it  is 
icry  popular  with  the  oldest.  It  is  a  pathetic 
picture  of  Jesus  in  his  suffering  on  Calvary ; 
■d  th«  tenderness  with  which  the  lesson  of 
Edetety  is  pressed  constitutes  the  indescriba- 
ble force  and  charm  of  the  hymn.  The  site 
ol  this  historic  spot  is  now  identified  by 
idiolars  as  being  on  the  crown  of  the  knoll 
jnc  north  of  Jerusalem,  near  the  Damascus 
Gfltfe :  outside  of  the  city  wall,  but  close  by 
fte  okl.  town  in  which  so  much  history  and 
heart  and  hope  are  centered  for  the  children 
of  God. 


"nUfinistudr 


8s,  7s,  4s. 


Hark  !  the  voice  of  love  and  mercy 
Sounds  aloud  from  Calvary ; 
eef— it  rends  the  rocks  asunder. 
Shakes  the  earth,  and  vails  the  sky : 

" It  is  finished!"— 
Hear  the  dying  Saviour  cry. 

3  Now  redemption  is  completed. 

Sin  atoned,  the  curse  removea, 
Satan,  death,  and  hell  defeated, 

At  his  rising  fully  proved. 
All  is  finished  f 

Here  our  hopes  do  rest  unmoved. 

3  Finished  all  the  types  and  shadows 

Of  the  ceremonial  law ; 
Finished  all  that  God  had  promise<l, 

I>eath  and  hell  no  more  shall  awe. 
"It  is  finished!" 

Saints,  from  hence  your  comfort  draw. 


f  Tune  your  harps  anew,  ye  seraphs ! 
'  loin  to  sing  the  pleasing  theme : 
All  in  earth  and  heaven  uniting', 

Join  to  praise  Immanuel's  name : 
HaUelujah  !— 

Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb ! 

Much  discussion  has  wasted  much  time  in 

fears  past  over  the  question  whether  Rev. 
onathan  Evans  wrote  this  hymn ;  but  settle- 
ment now  appears  to  have  been  reached.  It 
is  credited  to  him  by  the  latest  authorities  on 
both  sides  of  the  ocean,  as  having  appeared 
in  Burder's  Collection  of  Hyfnns,  1784.  The 
sentiment  it  suggests  is  pathetic  and  noble. 
Jesus  cried  out,  "  It  is  finished !"  He  thus 
proclaimed  before  the  universe  that  his  words 
m  the  great  intercessory  prayer  had  been  ab- 
solutely true  :  **  1  have  finished  the  work  which 
thou  gavest  me  to  do."  He  had  met  man's 
desperate  need  as  a  transgressor.  He  had 
satisfied  the  law's  demand  in  God's  govern- 
ment. "  It  is  finished  !"  means  that,  in  the 
death  of  this  Christ  of  God,  the  death  of  all 
sinful  humanity,  with  the  resurrection  of  all 
redeemed  souls,  was  completed  absolutely 
and  for  ever.  Jesus  Christ  had  answered 
every  Scriptural  type  with  an  antitype.  He 
was  the  Shepherd,  and  the  Fellow,  against 
whom  the  sword  was  lifted.  He  was  the 
true  Brazen  Serpent,  exhibited  in  the  wilder- 
ness of  Sinai.  He  was  the  Wonderful  Coun- 
selor, the  Everlasting  Father,  the  Prince  of 
Peace.  He  was  the  real  Isaac  bound  on  the 
pile  for  sacrifice.  He  was  the  Branch,  the 
Plant  of  renown,  the  Star,  the  Rock,  the 
Scape-goat ;  and  he  was  the  Lamb  and  the 
Turtle-dove  for  the  sacrifices  of  the  poor. 
When  he  made  this  exclamation  he  had  ful- 
filled every  ancient  prophecy  concerning  him- 
self. He  **  had  bruised  the  head  of  the  ser- 
pent." He  had  "cut  Rahab  and  wounded 
the  dragon."  He  was  in  person  the  Messiah, 
who  was  cut  off  **  in  the  midst  of  a  week," 
•  and  that  not  for  himself.  He  had  been  bom 
at  Bethlehem,  had  come  out  of  Nazareth,  had 
been  crucified  at  Jerusalem.  He  was  the 
prophet  whose  day  Abraham  had  seen  afar 
off  and  been  glad.  Thus  he  had  exhaustive- 
ly discharged  that  entire  former  dispensation 
in  a  new  one. 


391 


** All-atoning  sacrificed 

Oh,  perfect  life  of  love ! 

All,  all  is  finished  now — 
All  that  he  left  his  throne  above 

To  do  for  us  below. 

3  No  work  is  left  undone 
Of  all  the  Father  willed  r 

His  toil,  his  sorrows,  one  by  one, 
The  Scripture  have  fulfilled. 


S.  M. 
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3  No  pain  that  we  can  share 
But  he  has  felt  its  smart : 

All  forms  of  human  (^rief  and  care 
Have  pierced  that  tender  heart. 

4  And  on  his  thorn-crowned  head, 
And  on  his  sinless  soul 

Our  sins  in  all  their  euilt  were  laid, 
That  he  might  make  us  whole. 

5  In  perfect  love  he  dies ; 
For  me  he  dies,  for  me ; 

O  all-atonine  Sacrifice, 
I  cling  by  oiith  to  thee ! 

We  find  this  hymn  accredited  to  Sir  Henry 
Williams  Baker,  but  little  notice  seems  to 
have  been  taken  of  it  in  the  British  hymnals. 
It  fits  a  niche  in  real  serviceableness,  and  is 
of  itself  full  of  significance.  The  author  con- 
tributed it  to  the  revised  edition  of  Hymns 
Ancient  and  Modern,  1875.  When  Jesus 
Christ  died  he  cried  out,  **  It  is  finished ! '  It 
was  the  boast  of  those  who  spoke  Greek,  that, 
such  were  the  capabilities  of  their  compact 
and  beautiful  tongue,  they  could  give  **  a  sea 
of  matter  in  a  drop  of  language."  Only  one 
word  did  our  Lord  use,  but  **  the  world  itself 
could  not  contain  "  all  its  significance.  The 
instant  his  final  breath  was  drawn,  the  vail  of 
the  temple  was  rended  from  the  top  to  the 
bottom ;  the  sacred  secrets  of  that  ancient 
mystery  in  the  Holy  of  Holies  were  thrown 
open  to  the  world.  The  day  of  the  temple 
had  passed;  the  downfall  of  Jerusalem  was 
near.  So  we  see  that  in  the  utterance  of  this 
cry  on  the  cross  Jesus  Christ  announced  that 
his  human  biography  was  complete.  And 
now  this  would  have  to  be  perpetuated  in  a 
book.  Within  less  than  a  hundred  years 
there  would  not  be  on  the  earth  any  one  of 
the  people  who  ever  saw  him  or  heard  him 
speak.  He  must  fashion  his  entire  career — 
its  actions,  its  sayings,  it  purposes,  its  gifts, 
its  fervors,  its  prayers — all  into  one  such  en- 
tirety as  that  it  could  be  pictured  with  words 
which  should  live  for  ever.  The  book  was 
finished  when  Jesus  lifted  this  loud  cry. 
That  was  his  shout  of  exultation.  We  have 
in  literature  a  fine  chapter  which  details  the 
thoughts  and  emotions  of  the  historian  Gib- 
bon on  the  evening  of  his  completing  that 
great  work  which  bears  his  name.  But  how 
feeble  a  figure  is  this  by  which  even  to  at- 
tempt to  describe  the  joy  and  satisfaction 
with  which  this  Son  of  Man,  who  was  the 
Son  of  God,  UTOte  his  final  line  in  the  volume 
that  contained  his  life.  So  perfect  is  this, 
that  infidels  and  fierce  unbelievers,  who  deny 
h  m  full  divinity,  are  still  constrained  to  ac- 
credit to  him  the  unquestioned  position  as 
the  Primus  Homo — the  chief  Man  of  men, 
the  unchallenged  Head  of  his  race. 


Tlu  two  Looks. 

I  SAW  One  hanging  on  a 
In  agony  ana  blood 


CM. 


tree, 


Who  hxta  his  languid  eyes  on  me, 
As  near  the  cross  I  stood. 

Sure,  never,  till  mv  latest  breath. 
Can  I  forget  that  look : 
It  seemed  to  charge  me  with  his  death, 
Though  not  a  word  he  spoke. 

3  Alas  I  I  knew  not  what  I  did, 
But  now  my  tears  are  vain : 

Where  shall  my  trembling  soul  be  hid. 
For  I  the  Lord  have  slam  1 

4  A  second  look  he  gave,  that  said, 
" I  freely  all  forgive: 

This  blood  is  for  thy  ransom  paid ; 
I  die  that  thou  may'st  live. 

5  Thus  while  his  death  my  sin  di^lays 
In  all  its  blackest  hue, 

Such  is  the  mystery  of  grace, 
It  seals  my  pardon  too ! 

This  hymn,  which  used  to  be  printed  with 
another  stanza  as  the  first,  beginning  *'  In  evfl 
long  I  took  delight,"  is  the  more  interesting  to 
Christian  hearts  because  it  purports  to  be  the 
religious  experience  pictured  truly  which  the 
author.  Rev.  John  Ne>\ton,  wished  to  eivc  as 
his  testimony  to  the  saving  grace  ofjesus. 
He  contributed  it  to  the  Olney  Hymns ^  1779- 
It  affords  a  very  forcible  suggestion  to  be 
made  to  any  penitent  sinner  seeking  salvatioo. 
It  places  the  doctrine  of  justification  by  faith 
at  the  front  as  being  the  genuine  help  of  one's 
soul  rather  than  the  mystic  doctrine  of  regen- 
eration by  the  Holy  Ghost,  or  the  more  mys- 
terious doctrine  of  election  by  God  the  Fatner. 
This  penitent  pirate,  this  **  wretched  worm," 
as  he  often  called  himself,  seemed  to  see  the 
Saviour  on  the  cross,  in  the  very  act  and  ar- 
ticle of  crucifixion.  Jesus  was  looking  at  him ; 
the  **  languid  eyes,"  weak  with  pain,  and  dull 
with  death  so  close  at  hand,  were  **  fixed  ** 
upon  him.  Norton  felt  that  he  was  respon- 
sible for  that  awful  spectacle  at  which  the  uni- 
verse was  shuddering.  The  Christ  said  noth- 
,  ing — only  he  gave  one  long  look.  Then  the 
sinner  cned  out  in  deep  response  of  remorse 
and  shame  and  pity,  and  tried  to  hide  himself 
from  the  condemning  eyes,  so  pitiful,  so  re- 
proachful, so  tender.  While  he  watched,  how- 
ever, Jesus  looked  again.  There  was  explana- 
tion m  the  gaze,  there  was  love  in  it,  there 
was  help  in  it — that  is,  there  were  justification 
and  free  grace  in  it,  and  Tohn  Newton's  soul 
was  saved.  That  which  showed  him  his  guilt 
and  helplessness  showed  him  also  his  paraon 
and  hope. 


•» 


O  Christ  0/ God  t 


CM. 


O  Trsus,  sweet  the  tears  I  ^ed, 
While  at  thy  cross  I  kneel. 

Gaze  on  thy  wounded,  fidntinc  haul. 
And  all  thy  sorrows  feeL 
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a  My  heart  dissolves  to  see  thee  bleed, 

This  heart  so  hard  before; 
I  hear  thee  for  the  guilty  plead, 

And  grief  o'erflows  the  more. 

3  I  know  this  cleansing  blood  of  thine 
Was  shed,  dear  Lord,  for  me : 

For  me,  for  all— oh,  grace  divine ! — 
VV^ho  look  by  faith  on  thee. 

4  O  Christ  of  God,  O  spotless  Lamb, 
By  love  my  soul  is  drawn  * 

Henceforth,  for  ever,  thine  I  am  ; 
Here  life  and  peace  are  bom. 

5  In  patient  hope,  the  cross  I  '11  bear, 
Thme  arm  shall  be  my  stay ; 

And  thou,  enthroned,  my  soul  shalt  spare 
On  thy  great  judgment-day. 

It  was  the  contemplation  of  a  clause  in  a 
verse  (Galatians  2  :  20)  which  led  to  the  writ- 
ing of  this  peculiarly  tender  crucifixion  hymn 
by  Dr.  Ray  Palmer.  It  first  appeared  in  Jones' 
Songs  for  the  New  Life,  \  869.  It  found  its  way 
into  tne  religious  periodicals,  with  only  his 
surname  attached  to  it ;  and  so  one  of  the 
collections  took  it  up  with  no  knowledge  of 
its  authorship.  Worse  than  that,  the  com- 
pUer  was  led  by  some  stem  necessities  of  the 
case  to  curtail  its  length  by  the  loss  of  a  verse, 
and  thought  he  could  make  freer  with  what  he 
suppased  was  a  waif.  The  instant  grief,  not 
indignation,  with  which  this  most  sensitive  of 
all  sweet  singers  in  Israel  bewailed  such  mu- 
tilation of  his  intellectual  offspring  was  equaled 
only  by  the  urbane  kindness  with  which  he 
accepted  the  penitejit  explanation  from  one 
who  evidently  was  sorrier  than  he  was  him- 
self. It  was  on  that  occasion  that  this  open- 
hearted  Christian,  who  was  always  as  frank 
as  the  day  with  trusted  brethren,  admitted 
that  the  verses  of  this  hymn  were  more  than 
usually  dear  to  him  because  they  described  a 
real  experience  which  he  had  once  had — an 
outburst  of  actual  tears  in  view  of  Jesus  dying 
on  the  cross. 

394  'He  remembers  Calvary,'*  C.  M. 

How  condescending  and  h6w  kind 

Was  God's  etern^  Son ! 
Our  misery  reached  his  heavenly  mind. 

And  pity  brought  him  down. 

a  He  sunk  beneath  our  heavy  woes, 

To  raise  us  to  his  throne ; 
There 's  ne'er  a  gift  his  hand  bestows. 

But  cost  his  heart  a  groan. 

3  This  was  compassion,  like  a  God, 
That  when  the  Saviour  knew 

The  price  of  pardon  was  his  blood, 
His  pity  ne  er  withdrew. 

4  Now,  though  he  reigns  exalted  high. 
His  love  is  still  as  great ; 

Well  he  remembers  Calvary, 
Nor  let  his  saints  forget. 

At  the  close  of  one  of  his  letters,  lately 
brought  to  light,  Dr.  Isaac  Watts,  to  whom 
have    been    by  some  attributed   sentiments 


almost  Socinian  in  doctrine,  referring  to  the 
common  belief  as  to  the  Trinity  of  the  God- 
head, says  :  **  All  the  explications  I  have  yet 
seen  do  still  leave  great  darkness  upon  it, 
which  I  expect  will  be  cleared  up  when 
Christ's  kingdom  breaks  forth  in  its  power; 
for  I  believe  it  was  in  the  apostles*  days  a 
much  plainer  and  easier  doctrine  than  all  ages 
ever  since  have  made  it,  since  there  were  no 
controversies  about  it  in  their  time."  The 
present  hymn  is  taken  from  Book  III.  of  Dr. 
Isaac  Watts'  Hymns,  and  is  entitled  **  Christ's 
Dying  Love;  or.  Our  Pardon  Bought  at  a 
Dear  Price."  It  has  eight  stanzas,  and  was 
written  in  1707. 


** Grace  unknown. ''  C.  M. 

Alas  !  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed, 

And  did  my  Sovereign  die  ? 
Would  he  devote  that  sacred  head 

For  such  a  worm  as  I  ? 

3  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  done 

He  groaned  upon  the  tree? 
Amazing  pity !  grace  unknown ! 

And  love  beyond  degree ! 

3  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide, 
And  shut  his  glories  in. 

When  Christ,  the  great  Creator,  died 
For  man,  the  creature's  sin. 

4  Thus  mi^ht  I  hide  my  blushing  fiice 
While  his  dear  cross  appears ; 

Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness. 
And  melt  my  eyes  to  tears. 

5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 
The  debt  of  love  I  owe ; 

Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away, 
'T  is  all  that  I  can  do. 

It  is  likely  that  more  conversions  have  been 
credited,  in  the  wide  round  of  Christian  biog- 
raphy, to  this  hymn  of  Dr.  Isaac  Watts  than 
to  any  other  in  the  English  language.  It  is 
No.  9  of  Book  II.  in  his  Hymns  on  Divine 
Subjects,  where  it  bears  the  title,  **  Godly 
Sorrow  Arising  from  the  Sufferings  of  Christ.  * 
In  the  third  stanza  there  has  always  been  one 
line  which  the  Christians  on  both  sides  x)f  the 
ocean,  and  of  every  denomination,  have  been 
reluctant  to  receive.  Dr.  Watts  wTOte  it 
thus :  "  When  God,  the  Mighty  Maker,  dy'd." 
Now,  when  we  remember  that  this  revered 
author  has  been  violently  accused  of  beii^ 
so  Unitarian  in  sentiment  that  Scottish  Pres- 
byterians cannot  sing  his  versions  of  P^ms, 
even  at  Pan-Presbyterian  Councils,  it  is  re- 
freshing to  hear  him  assert  such  doctrinal  ex- 
travagance in  his  zeal  to  be  orthodox. 

But  still,  although  there  is  a  certain  meas- 
ure of  metaphysical  truth  in  the  statement, 
most  sensibilities  recoil  from  saying  baldly 
that  •*  God  died."  Moreover,  the  Scriptures 
represent  Christ  as  the  Creator  of  the  world 
(John  1:3).     Hence  in  one  collection  the  line 
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reads :  **  When  Christ,  the  Lord  of  glory, 
died."  And  another :  "  When  Christ,  the 
great  Redeemer,  died."  And  another  : 
"When  Christ,  the  Mighty  Maker,  died." 
And  one,  which  in  the  small  antithesis  be- 
tween **  Creator  "  and  **  creature  "  seemed 
really  quite  felicitous,  reads :  "  When  Christ, 
the  great  Creator,  died."  This  was  chosen 
by  the  compiler  of  Laudes  Domini  as  on  the 
whole  the  smoothest.  He  did  not  make  the 
change :  he  accepted  it. 


Suffered  for  sin.  C.  M. 

Oh,  if  my  soul  were  formed  for  woe, 

How  would  I  vent  my  sighs ! 
Repentance  should  like  rivers  flow 

From  both  my  streaming  eyes. 

2  "T  was  for  my  sins  my  dearest  Lord 
Hung  on  the  cursed  tree, 

And  groaned  away  a  dying  life 
For  thee,  my  soul !  for  thee. 

3  Oh,  how  I  hate  these  lusts  of  mine 
That  crucified  my  Lord ; 

Those  sins  that  pierced  and  nailed  his  flesh 
Fast  to  the  fatal  wood ! 

4  Yes,  my  Redeemer— they  shall  die ; 
My  heart  has  so  decreed ; 

Nor  will  I  spare  the  s^uilty  things 
That  macie  my  Saviour  bleed. 

5  While  with  a  meltinfi^,  broken  heart, 
My  murdered  Lord  I  view, 

I  '11  raise  revenge  against  my  sins, 
And  slay  the  murderers  too. 

From  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  Hymns,  Book  II., 
No  io6.  It  is  given  there  with  five  stanzas, 
and  is  entitled,  "  Repentance  at  the  Cross." 
The  piece  is  remarkable  for  the  introduction 
into  Its  sentiment  of  a  passionate  exaspera- 
tion of  feeling  and  an  implacable  determina- 
tion to  destroy  utterly  the  wickednesses — 
"the  guilty  things  that  made  the  Saviour 
bleed.'  It  makes  us  think  of  the  commenda- 
tion which  the  apostle  bestowed  on  some 
of  his  converts  (II.  Corinthians  7:11):  here 
is  the  "indignation,"  as  well  as  the  "fear;" 
the  "  vehement  desire."  as  w-ell  as  the  " zeal ;" 
and  specially  the  "  revenge."  When  the 
regiment  of  Highlanders,  at  the  crisis  of  the 
Sepoy  Rebellion,  arrived  with  the  means  of 
rescue  too  late,  and  drew  up  from  the  well  at 
Cawnpore  the  mutilated  remains  of  a  young 
Englishwoman,  it  was  no  time  for  parley; 
the  leader  drew  his  sword  and  cut  off  one 
long  tress  from  the  locks  of  their  country- 
woman :  this  he  divided  among  the  soldiers. 
Then  they  all  uncovered  their  heads  in  pitiful 
silence  and  swore  that  a  life  should  suffer  in 
retribution  for  every  filament  in  the  braid  of 
that  maiden's  hair. 


''Upon  the  Cross.'* 

O  Ihsus,  we  adore  thee 
Upon  the  cross,  our  King: 

We  DOW  our  hearts  before  thee; 
Thy  gracious  Name  we  sing : 


7s,  6s.  D. 


That  Name  hath  brought  salvation. 

That  Name,  in  life  our  stay ; 
Our  peace,  our  consolation 

Wnen  life  shall  fade  away. 

a  Yet  doth  the  world  disdain  thee. 

Still  pressing  by  thy  cross : 
Lord,  may  our  hearts  retain  thee : 

All  else  we  count  but  loss. 
The  grief  thy  soul  endured, 

Who  can  that  grief  declare? 
Thy  pains  have  thus  assured 

That  thou  thy  foes  wilt  spare. 

3  Ah,  Lord,  our  sins  arraigned  thee, 

And  nailed  thee  to  the  tree : 
Our  pride,  O  Lord,  disdained  thee — 

Yet  deign  our  hope  to  be. 
O  glorious  King,  we  bless  thee, 

No  longer  pass  thee  by ; 
O  Jesus,  we  confess  thee 

Our  Lord  enthroned  on  high. 

This  excellent  hymn,  for  some  reason  or 
other,  was  suffered  to  go.  for  a  period  of 
years,  without  any  recognition  as  to  author- 
ship. In  one  instance  it  was  actually  ascribed 
to  Charles  Wesley.  It  was  written  by  Rev. 
Arthur  Tozer  Russell  in  1 851,  as  a  song  for 
Good  Friday.  It  fitly  voices  the  Passion 
Chorale  of  Johann  Sebastian  Bach. 

393  The  Lamb  of  God.  7s,  6s.  D. 

O  Lamb  of  God  !  still  keep  me 

Near  to  thy  wounded  side ; 
'T  is  only  there  in  safety 

And  peace  I  can  abide ! 
What  foes  and  snares  surround  me. 

What  doubts  and  fears  within ! 
The  grace  that  sought  and  found  me. 

Alone  can  keep  me  clean. 

3  'T  b  only  in  thee  hiding 

1  know  my  life  secure — 
Only  in  thee  abiding, 

The  conflict  can  endure ; 
Thine  arm  the  victory  gaineth 

O'er  every  hateful  foe ; 
Thy  love  my  heart  sustaineth 

In  all  its  care  and  wo>e. 

3  Soon  shall  my  e>'es  behold  thee 

With  rapture,  face  to  face: 
One  half  hath  not  been  told  me 

Of  all  thy  power  and  grace : 
Thv-  beauty.  Lord,  and  glory. 

The  wonders  of  thy  love, 
Shall  be  the  endless  story 

Of  all  the  saints  above. 

This  hymn,  entitled  by  its  author,  "  Christ's 
Presence  Desired."  was  written  by  Rev.  James 
George  Deck,  and  was  published  first  in 
Psaims  and  Hymns,  in  two  Parts,  1842. 

At  the  Cross,  7s,  6s.  D. 

O  SACRED  Head,  now  wounded. 

With  grief  and  shame  weighed  down. 
Now  scornfully  surrounded 

With  thorns,  thine  only  crown ; 
O  sacred  Heaa,  what  glory, 

What  bliss,  till  now  was  thine  1 
Yet,  though  despised  and  gory, 

I  joy  to  call  thee  mine. 

2  What  thou,  my  Lord,  hast  suffered 
Was  all  for  sinners'  gain : 

Mine,  mine  was  the  transj^ression. 
But  thine  the  deadly  pam : 
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3  Wbat  Ungius*  si 


ccorflying, 


lefree! 
w  bllh  receiving. 


e  hundred  years 
1 1 53.  and  Gerhardt 
1  1656.  The  Latin 
em  Ckristi  in  cruce 
le  of  the  five  stanzas, 
s,  reads  thus :  Satve. 


Fcomje 

Dies  safely— through  Ihy  love. 

Paul  Gerhardt  ts  usually  credited  with  the 
authorship  of  this  hymn.  But  we  have  been 
told  laielv  that  his  poem  was  after  all  only  a 
version  of  one  written  long  before  by  Bernard 
of  Clairvaux.  The  Gentian  translation,  O 
Haupt  vol!  Blul  und  IVunden,  brought  the 

ancient   lyric  within    reach  o(  the 

people,  and  it  became  very  popula 

Bernard  wrote  his  verse 

before  this :  he  died  in 

giave  his  to  the  world 

hymn  is  entitled  Ad  fa, 

Pendentii  ;  and  the  first  1 

each  consisting  of  ten  lin 

caput  cruentalutn.    Dr.  Alexander  composed 

his  translation  in  1829.  but  does  not  appear  to 

have  printed  it  until,  twenty  years  after,  he 

contributed  it  to  the  Deuluhe  Kirchenfrfund, 

then  under  the  care  of  Dr.  Philip  Schafi.  Since 

then  it  has  had  a  fixed  and  notable  place  in 

all  the  collections. 

Rev.  James  Waddell  Alexander.  D.  D.,  was 
bom  at  Hoptewell,  near  Gordonsville.  Louisa 
County.  Va.,  March  13.  1804.  He  died  at  the 
Red  Sweet  Springs,  Va.,  July  31,  [859.  He 
received  his  academical  training  at  Philadel- 
[^ia.  was  graduated  at  Princeton  in  1820,  and 
studied  theology  in  Princeton  Seminary.  In 
1824  he  was  appointed  a  tutor,  and  during 
the  same  year  he  was  licensed  to  preach  by 
the  Presbytery  of  New  Brunswick,  N.J.  Dur- 
ing 182J-1828  he  was  in  charge  of  a  church 
in  Charlotte  County.  Va..  and  from  1828  to 
1830  was  pastor  of  the  first  Presbyterian 
church  in  Trenton,  N.  J.  His  health  failing, 
he  resigned  this  charge  and  became  editor  of 
Tht  Presbyterian,  in  Philadelphia. 

He  was  professor  of  rhetoric  and  MleS' 
lettrei  in  rtinceton  College  from  1833  till 
1844,  when  he  assumed  charge  of  the  Duane 
Street  Church  in  New  York  city.  From  1844 
to  [8ji  he  was  professor  of  ecclesiastical  his- 
tory and  church  government  in  Princeton 
Theological  Seminary,  and   in    1851   he  was 


called  to  the  pastorate  of  the  Fifth  Avenue 
Presbyterian  Church,  where  he  remained  un- 
til his  death. 

Among  his  published  works  are  i  Consola- 
tion; Thoughts  OH  PreacAiitg ;  Plain  Words 
to  a  You^  Communicani ;  a  series  of  essays 
entitled  The  American  Mechanic  and  IVori- 
ingman;  Discourses  on  Christian  Faith  and 
Practice;  Gift  to  the  Abided;  a  biogra- 
phy of  Dr.  Archibald  Alexander,  and  more 
than  thirty  volumes  for  the  American  Sunday 
School  Union,  He  was  also  a  frequent  con- 
tributor to  the  Princeton  Retiieu;  and  the  Btb- 
iUal  Repertory.  Forty  Years'  Familiar  Let- 
ters of  James  W.  AUxandi-r  was  published 
by  the  surviving  correspondent.  Rev.  John 
Ha!I,D.  D.,  of  Trenton,  N.  J. 

These  simple  facts  are  necessary  in  any 
ordinary  sketch  of  Dr.  Alexander's  career; 
but  they  seem  very  dry  and  unsatisfactory  as 
a  description  of  such  a  man's  life  in  the  gen- 
eration of  which  he  was  a  notable  part.  He 
was  always  prominent,  always  influential,  al- 
ways beloved.  The  people  of  his  charge  in 
his  various  pastorates  honored  and  revered 
him  with  an  affection  and  trust  which  will 
abide  as  long  as  Christian  confidence  endures. 
His  later  years,  especially  during  the  period 
when  his  health  was  failing,  took  on  an  ap- 
pearance of  gentleness  and  quiet,  full  of  pa- 
thetic interest.  Brilliant  in  intellect,  studious 
and  scholarly  in  habit  and  attainment,  he  com- 
manded respect  in  every  position  he  was  sum- 
moned to  fill.  The  vast  and  powerful  congre- 
gation in  New  York,  of  which  he  was  so  long 
uie  useful  pastor,  has  hardly  yet  ceased  to  be 
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called  by  his  name.  It  is  now  more  powerful 
than  ever  and  more  prosperous ;  but  for  some 
decades  of  remembered  history  those  were  its 
strongest  men  who  were  taught  and  trained 
under  his  ministry'. 

400  '  AU-Forgiving  r  7s,  68.  D. 

Life  of  the  world  !  I  hail  thee; 

Hail,  Jesus,  Saviour  dear! 
I  to  thv  cross  could  yield  me, 

Might  I  to  thee  be  near. 
Thyself,  in  all  thy  fullness. 

My  Lord,  to  me  impart : 
To  thee  I  come  as  with  me, 

Yea,  find  thee  in  my  heart. 

a  Look  on  me.  All-Forgiving ! 

Low  at  thy  feet  I  bow. 
Oh,  all-divine  thou  seemest. 

As  I  behold  thee  now  I 
I  clasp  with  tender  passion 

Thy  feet,  so  pierced  for  us. 
The  cruel  wounds  deep  graven, 

O'erwhelmed  to  see  thee  thus ! 

3  While  here  with  thee  I  linger. 

Take  me,  dear  Saviour  mine ! 
Oh,  draw  me  to  thee  closer. 

And  make  me  wholly  thine ; 
Sav,  "  Be  thou  saved,  O  sinner!' 

And  gladly  at  thy  call. 
On  thy  sure  word  relying, 

To  thee  I  give  my  all. 

This  hymn  was  composed  by  St.  Bernard 
of  Clairvaux ;  of  whom  it  has  well  been  said 
by  his  biographer :  **  They  canonized  him  in 
1 1 74 — but  it  IS  better  to  have  written  a  song 
for  all  saints  than  to  be  found  in  any  brevia- 
ry." He  left  behind  him  at  his  death  a  long 
poem  in  the  Latin  language,  **  Salve  Mundi 
salutare  r  to  this  he  gave  the  title :  "A  rhyth- 
mical praver  to  any  one  (whatever  one  you 
please)  of  the  members  of  Christ,  suffering 
and  hanging  on  the  cross."  Parts  of  this  in 
order  were  addressed  to  his  feet,  his  knees, 
his  hands,  his  side,  his  breast,  his  heart,  his 
face.  Dr.  Ray  Palmer  published  in  the 
Christian  Union,  April  13, 188 1,  a  translation 
of  that  portion  addressed  to  Christ's  feet ;  and 
three  stanzas  of  this  have  been  chosen  for  the 
hymn  before  us. 


40 1  The  bUeding  Lamb. 

Jesus,  Lamb  of  God,  for  me 

Thou,  the  Lord  of  life,  didst  die; 

Whither — whither,  but  to  thee. 
Can  a  trembling  sinner  fly ! 

Death's  dark  waters  o'er  me  roll. 

Save,  oh,  save  my  sinking  souL 

a  Never  bowed  a  martyr's  head 
Weiehed  with  equal  sorrow  down ; 

Never  olood  so  ricn  was  shed, 
Never  king  wore  such  a  crown ; 

To  thy  cross  and  sacrifice 

Faith  now  lifts  her  tearful  eyes. 

3  All  my  soul,  by  love  subdued, 
Melts  in  deep  contrition  there; 

By  thy  mighty  grace  renewed, 
New-bom  hope  forbids  despair : 

Lord !  thou  canst  my  guilt  forgive, 

Thou  hast  bid  me  look  and  live. 
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4  While  with  broken  heart  I  kneel 
Sinks  the  inward  storm  to  rest ; 

Life — immortal  life — I  feel 
Kindled  in  my  throbbing  breast : 

Thine — for  ever  thine — I  am  I 

Glory  to  thee,  bleeding  Lamb ! 

This  hymn  was  written  by  Rev.  Rai 
mer,  D.  D.,  in   1863,  and  first  publish 
Songs  for  the  Sanctuary,  1865.     Its  c 
thought  is  Jesus  as  a  sacrifice,  a  theme 
has  inspired  countless  attempts  of  art  to 
it  live  again  before  our  eyes.     Music,  p 
sculpture,  and  painting,  all  have  striv 
reproduce  the  Bible  scene :  **  Then  can 
sus  forth,  wearing  the  crown  of  thorns 
the  purple  robe.    And  Pilate  saith  unto 
Behold  the  man!"     Dor^  has  painte 
whole  of  it ;  Guido  Reni  has  painted  the 
with  thorns  around    the  forehead.      ( 
have  made  similar  attempts  according  t< 
fancy  or  their  ability.     It  is  a  spectacle 
attracts  and  discourages.    Beyond  the 
however,  lies  the  fact,  which  each  Chi 
will  be  likely  to  fashion  before  his  own 
ination.    Jesus  comes  forth  with  his  ree 
his  robe :  Ecce  Homo! 

402  Across  Kidron. 

Jesus,  while  he  dwelt  below, 

As  divine  historians  say, 
To  a  place  would  often  go. 

Near  to  Kidron's  brook  it  lay ; 
In  this  place  he  loved  to  be, 
And  't  was  named  Gethsemane. 

a  Came  at  length  the  dreadful  night — 
Vengeance,  with  its  iron  rod, 

Stood;  and  with  collected  might 
Bruised  the  harmless  Lamb  of  God : 

See,  my  soul,  thy  Saviour  see. 

Prostrate  in  Gethsemane. 

3  View  him  in  that  olive-press, 
Wrung  with  anguish,  whelmed  in  bl« 

Hear  him  pray,  in  his  aistress, 
With  strong  cries  and  tears  to  God  : 

Then  reflect  what  sin  must  be 

Gazing  on  Gethsemane. 

This  hymn  by  the  Rev.  Joseph  Hart 
tained,  in  its  original  form,  twenty-three 
zas  of  six  lines  each,  and  was  published 
collection  in  1759.  It  was  entitled.  ** 
semane,"  and  is  a  vivid  picture  of  the  r 
and  physical  anguish  through  which  our 
passed  in  the  garden,  the  night  befo 
crucifixion.  What  the  mind  can  do 
regnant  power  over  the  body  has  nevei 
fully  tested  for  record.  The  trouble 
register  breaks  in  the  moment  of  me 
ment.  We  can  hardly  understand  this 
ous  effect  of  Jesus'  distress  upon  him. 
medical  books,  we  are  told,  are  not  w 
authentic  instances  of  strong  mental  em 
having  bent  and  broken  the  physical  f 
of  men.  The  cases  arc  rare,  but  by  no  i 
unknown;   and  one  historic  illustratio 
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never  been  denied.  It  is  recorded  that 
Qiarles  the  Ninth,  of  France,  was.  upon  his 
death-bed,  so  overcome  by  pangs  of  remorse 
under  the  awful  recollection  of  the  Saint  Bar- 
tholomew massacre  he  had  ordered,  that  his 
blood  was  actually  driven  through  the  pores 
of  his  skin,  and  stained  the  linen  on  which  he 
by.  So  that  we  need  not  regard  the  small 
cavils  of  those  who  declare  the  record  in- 
credible, even  if  taken  in  the  niost  literal  way. 
Sweat  of  blood  is  not  frequent,  certainly ;  but 
it  cannot  be  called  impossible. 

403  Gethsematu.  7s.  61. 

Go  to  dark  Gethsemane, 
Ye  that  feel  the  tempter's  power; 

Your  Redeemer's  conflict  see, 
Watch  with  him  one  bitter  hour; 

Turn  not  from  his  griefs  away, 

Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  pray. 

a  Follow  to  the  iud&rment-hall ; 

View  the  Lord  oflife  arraigned : 
Oh,  the  wormwood  and  the  jjall ! 

Oh,  the  pangs  his  soul  sustained ! 
Shun  not  suffering,  shame,  or  loss; 
Learn  of  him  to  b^r  the  cross. 

3  Calvar>''s  mournful  mountain  climb; 

There,  adoring  at  his  feet, 
Mark  that  miracle  of  time, 

God's  own  sacrifice  complete: 
"  It  is  finished !"  hear  him  cr>' ; — 
Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  die. 

James  Montgomery  wrote  this  hymn  in 
1820;  in  1825  it  was  published  in  the  Chris- 
tian Psalmist.  By  the  time  he  issued  his 
Original  Hymns y  1853,  it  had  been  much  al- 
tera! ;  it  appears  now  with  four  stanzas,  and 
has  the  title,  **  Christ  our  Example  in  Suffer- 
ing." The  three  lessons,  which  the  author 
seems  to  think  may  be  better  learned  from  an 
actual  visit  to  Gethsemane,  are  these:  how 
to  pray,  how  to  bear  the  cross,  how  to  die. 
Local  associations  are  very  powerful  in  sway- 
ing human  thought.  All  Christian  travelers 
have  commented  upon  the  impressive  force 
of  the  surroundings  when  they  were  within 
the  enclosure  upon  the  Mount  of  Olives,  now 
by  the  voice  of  old  tradition  set  apart  as  the 
site  of  the  "  oil-press "  to  which  Jesus  was 
wont  to  resort.  It  was  moonlight  at  the  full, 
on  the  Passover  night  when  Jesus  went  there 
last ;  **  dark  Gethsemane  "  was  lit  somewhat 
by  the  shining  overhead,  and  the  white  beams 
must  have  illumined  the  trees.  There  are 
eight  venerable  olives  now  standing  inside 
the  wall ;  the  Eastern  moon  fills  them  with 
sug^[estion.  No  other  hour  in  all  one's  earth- 
ly history  will  equal  in  impressiveness  and  in- 
terest that  spent  in  the  Garden  of  Gethsem- 
ane. Even  the  rehearsals  of  this  part  of 
Christ's  life  ought  to  render  us  more  gentle 
and  more  spiritual.     We  enter  into  a  deeper 


union  with  a  personal  Christ.  What  must  it 
be,  then,  to  aid  the  imagination  on  the  spot 
itself  with  all  the  local  associations  of  the 
scene  }  Years  may  pass  on  ;  but  the  tender- 
est  question  ever  put  to  any  heart  thereafter 
will  be,  "  Did  I  not  see  thee  with  him  in  the 
garden  }" 


Hope  in  Death.  P.  M. 

So  rest,  our  Rest,  thou  ever  blest, 
Thy  grave  with  sinners  making : 

By  thy  precious  death,  from  sin 
Our  dead  souls  awaking. 

a  Here  hast  thou  Iain  after  much  pain, 

Life  of  our  life,  reposing : 
Round  thee  now  a  rock-hewn  grave. 

Rock  of  Ages,  closing. 

3  Breath  of  all  breath !  we  know  from  death 
Thou  wilt  our  dust  awaken : 

Wherefore  should  we  dread  the  grave. 
Or  our  faith  be  shaken  ? 

4  To  us  the  tomb  is  but  a  room 
Where  we  lie  down  on  roses : 

He,  who  dying  conquered  death. 
Sweetly  there  reposes, 

5  The  body  dies — naught  else — and  lies 
In  dust  until  victorious 

From  the  grave  it  shall  arise 
Beautiful  and  glorious. 

6  Meantime  we  will,  O  Jesus,  still 
Deep  in  remembrance  lav  tnee, 

Musinf^  on  thy  death ;  in  aeath 
Be  with  us,  we  pray  thee. 

Salomo  Franck  was  born  at  Weimar  in 
Germany,  March  6,  1659,  and  died  in  his  na- 
tive town.  July  II,  1725.  He  wrote  seven 
Passion  Hymns,  of  which  this  is  one  begin- 
ning, **5(C7  ruhest  Du,  O  meine  Ruh'."  The 
version  in  English  now  before  us  was  made 
by  Richard  Massie  in  1856.  It  is  interesting 
and  may  be  made  useful  in  meditations  con- 
cerning that  period  of  time,  so  mysterious 
and  pathetic,  while  Jesus  was  out  of  human 
knowledge  and  reach,  between  his  burial  and 
his  resurrection. 

40B  Christ  in  the  Grave.  Ss,  7s,  7s. 

All  is  o'er,  the  pain,  the  sorrow, 
Human  taunts  and  fiendish  spite; 

Death  shall  be  despoiled  to-morrow 
Of  the  prey  he  grasps  to-night : 

Yet  once  more,  to  seal  his  doom. 

Christ  must  sleep  within  the  tomb. 

2  Dark  and  still  the  cell  that  holds  him, 
While  in  brief  repose  he  lies ; 

Deep  the  slumber  that  enfolds  him. 
Vailed  awhile  from  mortal  eyes; 
Slumber  such  as  needs  must  be 
AAer  hard-won  victory. 

3  Fierce  and  deadly  was  the  anguish 
Which  on  yonder  cross  he  bore ! 

How  did  soul  and  body  languish. 

Till  the  toil  of  death  was  o'er ! 
But  that  toil,  so  fierce  and  dread, 
Bruised  and  crushed  the  serpent's  head  I 
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4  All  night  long  with  plaintive  voicing 

Chant  his  requiem  soft  and  low : 
Loftier  strains  of  loud  reioicine 

From  to-morrow's  harps  shall  flow : 
"  Death  and  hell  at  length  are  slain ! 
Christ  hath  triumphedT  Christ  doth  reign!" 

Descended  from  a  family  of  Revolutionary 
heroes,  when  Rev.  John  Moultrie  undertook 
to  write  a  hymn,  what  more  apt  than  that  he 
should  describe  Christ's  victory  over  death  ? 
This  author  was  bom  in  London,  England, 
December  31,  1799,  and  was  educated  at 
Trinity  College.  His  first  and  only  charge 
was  tne  rectorship  of  Rugby,  which  he  ob- 
tained in  1828.  Here  he  lived  and  labored 
until  his  death,  which  occurred  December 
26,  1 874.  He  published  a  volume  of  poems 
in  1843,  entitled  Afy  Brother* s  Grave  and 
other  Poems  ;  but  the  piece  we  quote  did  not 
appear  until  1858.  It  cannot  be  called 
strictly  a  hymn ;  but  it  meets  a  want  which 
sometimes  occurs  when  one  wishes  to  sing 
concerning  the  burial  of  our  Lord,  and  when 
night-services  are  held  in  connection  with 
Good  Friday. 

406  ' '  Th^  Debt  of  Lave:'  H.  M. 
CoMK,  every  pious  heart, 

That  loves  the  Saviour's  name, 
Your  noblest  powers  exert 

To  celebrate  his  fame ; 
Tell  all  above,  and  all  below, 
The  debt  of  love  to  him  you  owe. 

a  He  left  his  starry  crown. 

And  laid  his  robes  aside. 
On  wings  of  love  came  down^ 

And  wept,  and  bled,  and  died ; 
What  he  endured,  oh,  who  can  tell, 
To  save  our  souls  from  death  and  hell? 

3  From  the  dark  grave  he  rose, 
The  mansions  of  the  dead, 

And  thence  his  mighty  foes 
In  glorious  triumph  led ; 
Up  through  the  sky  the  Con9uerpr  rode, 
And  reigns  on  high,  the  Saviour  God. 

4  Jesus,  we  ne'er  can  pay 
The  debt  we  owe  thy  love ; 

Yet  tell  us  how  we  may 

Our  gratitude  approve ; 
Our  hearts,  our  an,  to  thee  we  give ; 
The  gift,  though  small,  thou  wilt  receive. 

Written  by  Rev.  Dr.  Samuel  Stennett,  and 
published  by  Dr.  Rippon  in  his  Select  ion  ^ 
1787.  It  is  a  ringing  Easter  hymn,  and  has 
been  worthily  popular  among  Christians  of 
every  name. 

407  The  stone  rolled  away,  H.  M. 

On  wings  of  living  light, 

At  earliest  dawn  of  day, 
Came  down  the  angel  bright, 

And  rolled  the  stone  away. 
Your  voices  raise  with  one  accord 
To  bless  and  praise  your  risen  Lord ! 

2  The  keepers  watching  near, 
At  that  dread  sight  and  sound, 

Fell  down  with  sudden  fear 
Like  dead  men  to  the  ground. 
Your  voices  raise,  occ. 


Spangled     Banner."    "  Auld     Lang 
•*  Sweet  Home,"  "  The  voice  of  free 


3  Then  rose  from  death's  dark  gloom. 
Unseen  by  mortal  eye. 

Triumphant  o'er  the  tomb 
The  Lord  of  earth  and  sky  I 
Your  voices  raise,  &c. 

4  Oh,  let  your  hearts  be  strong  I 
For  we,  like  him,  shall  rise, 

To  dwell  with  him  ere  long 

In  bliss  beyond  the  skies  I 

Your  voices  raise,  &c. 

Another  of  Bishop  William  Wal 
How's  pieces,  published  in  Children's  H) 
issued  1872,  by  the  Society  for  Prom 
Christian  Knowledge,  London.  It  s 
how  alert  the  composers  and  writers  o 
English  Church  have  been  of  late  yei 
introduce  the  form  of  singing  so  peculi 
the  American  genius  and  taste.  A 
everything  we  love  and  cherish  has  a  p 
in   it.      -'Red.   White,    and    Blue,"    " 

S 

"  Rock  of  Ages,"  a  large  proportion  c 
favorites,  secular  and  religious,  are  r 
pieces.  Why  object  ?  That  is  the  Am< 
"  style." 

408  ' '  Rejoice,  the  Lord  is  King  /' ' 

Rejoice!  the  Lord  is  King; 

Your  Lord  and  King  adore : 
Mortals,  jgive  thanks  and  sing, 

And  tnumph  evermore ! 
Lift  up  your  nearts,  lift  up^-our  voice; 
Rejoice!— again  I  say,  rejoice! 

2  Jesus,  the  Saviour,  reigns, 
The  God  of  truth  and  love  • 

When  he  had  purged  our  stains. 
He  took  his  seat  above : 
Lift  up  your  hearts,  &c. 

3  His  kingdom  cannot  fail ; 

He  rules  o'er  earth  and  heaven ; 
The  keys  of  death  and  hell 
Are  to  our  Jesus  given  : 
Lift  up  your  nearts,  &c. 

This  piece  is  usually  credited  to 
Charles  Wesley.  It  was  published  fi 
John  Wesley's  Moral  and  Sacred  I 
1744,  but  it  was  rewritten  aften\'ard 
took  its  place  in  the  Hymns  for  our  j 
/Resurrection,  1746.  The  Dictionai 
Hymnclogy,  1892,  says  that  Wesley 
only  the  first  stanza  and  the  last  two  li 
eacn  remaining  stanza,  and  that  John  ' 
wrote  the  rest  of  the  hymn. 

It  is  peculiar  in  its  use  of  the  refra 
nexed  to  all  the  six  stanzas  of  the  01 
draft.  This  was  evidently  founded 
Philippians  4:4.  The  whole  hymn 
the  fervor  and  enthusiasm  of  that  rema 
movement  out  of  w^hich  grew  the  gre 
nomination  bearing  the  Wesleyan  narr 
must  have  been  a  prime  favorite  in  th 
door  meetings. 

Robert  Southey  gives  an  incident  of 
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interest.  It  seems  that  Charles  and 
n  Wesley  in  the  early  days  of  their  Chris- 
experience  were  in  the  habit  of  spending 
irt  of  the  Sabbath  walking  in  the  fields 
singing  psalms.  One  Sunday  while  they 
e  in  the  fields,  and  just  about  to  begin  to 
[,  a  sense  of  their  ludicrous  situation  came 
n  Charles,  and  he  burst  into  loud  laughter, 
n  was  horror-struck  at  his  want  of  rever- 
5,  and  he  inquired  in  an  angry  tone, 
larles,  are  you  distracted.^"  No  sooner 
he  asked  the  question  than  he  began  to 
jh  as  loud  as  Charles.  They  were  obliged 
•etum  home  without  singing  a  line.  It 
r  have  been  this  very  piece  they  were 
,ing  at  the  time,  and  the  recurrence  of 
most  vigorous  refrain  may  have  rendered 
two  brothers  demonstrative  even  to  ges- 
lation.  Then  suddenly  they  happened  to 
k  how  they  must  look  if  anybody  should 
ice  to  see  them. 


)  The  Lord  5  Day.  7s,  6s.  D. 

The  day  of  resurrection, 

Earth,  tell  it  out  abroad  : 
The  Passover  of  gladness. 

The  Passover  of  God. 
From  death  to  life  eternal, 

From  earth  unto  the  sky. 
Our  Christ  hath  brought  us  over. 

With  hymns  of  victory. 

3  Our  hearts  be  pure  from  evil. 

That  we  may  see  aright 
The  Lord  in  rays  etenial 

Of  resurrection  light ; 
And,  listening  to  his  accents, 

May  hear,  so  calm  and  plam, 
His  own  "All  hail !"  and,  hearing. 

May  raise  the  victor-strain. 

3  Now  let  the  heavens  be  joyful, 

And  earth  her  song  be^ni, 
The  round  world  keep  high  triumph, 

And  all  that  is  therein  ; 
Let  all  things  seen  and  unseen 

Their  notes  of  gladness  blend, 
For  Christ  the  Lord  is  risen, 

Our  Joy  that  hath  no  end. 

ev.  John  Mason  Neale,  D.  D.,  translated 
from  the  Greek,  and  published  it  as  an 
ter  sone  in  his  Hymns  of  the  Eastern 
rch,  1862.  He  had  an  especial  admira- 
for  this  part  of  the  ancient  canon  for  the 
urrection  mornini^  by  St.  John  Damascene,  4 1 q 
rhich  he  had  furnished  an  English  dress ; 
las  given  a  vivid  description  01  the  way  in 
:h  it  used  to  be  sunvj :  **As  midnight  ap- 
iched,  the  archbishop,  with  his  priests. 
>mpanied  by  the  kiniij  and  queen,  left  the 
•ch,  and  stationed  themselves  on  the  plat- 
1,  which  was  raised  considerably  from  the 
md,  so  that  they  were  distinctly  seen  by 
p)eople.  Every  one  now  remained  in 
ithless  expectation,  holdinj^  an  unlight- 
aper  in  readiness  when  the  3Li;lad  moment 
lid  arrive,  while  the  jiriests  still  continued 


murmuring  their  melancholy  chant  in  a  low 
half  whisper.  Suddenly  a  single  report  of  a 
cannon  announced  that  twelve  o'clock  had 
struck  and  that  Easter  Day  had  begun  ;  then 
the  old  archbishop,  elevating  the  cross,  ex- 
claimed in  a  loud,  exulting  tone :  *  Christ 05 
anestil*  *  Christ  is  risen  !'  and  instantly  every 
suigle  individual  of  all  that  host  took  up  the 
cry,  and  the  vast  multitude  broke  through 
and  dispelled  for  ever  the  intense  and  mourn- 
ful silence  which  they  had  maintained  so  long, 
with  one  spontaneous  shout  of  indescribabfe 
joy  and  triumph,  *  Christ  is  risen !  Christ  is 
risen !'  At  the  same  moment  the  oppressive 
darkness  was  succeeded  by  a  blaze  of  light 
from  thousands  of  tapers  which,  communi- 
cating to  one  from  another,  seemed  to  send 
streams  of  tire  in  all  directions,  rendering  the 
minutest  objects  distinctly  visible,  and  casting 
the  most  vivid  glow  on  the  expressive  faces, 
full  of  exultation,  of  the  rejoicing  crowd; 
bands  of  music  struck  up  their  gayest  strains ; 
the  roll  of  a  drum  through  the  town,  and 
further  on  the  pealing  of  the  cannon,  an- 
nounced far  and  near  these  '  glad  tidings  of 
great  joy ;'  while  from  hill  and  plain,  from  the 
seashore  and  the  far  olive  grove,  rocket  after 
rocket,  ascending  to  the  clear  sky,  answered 
back  with  its  mute  eloouence  that  Christ  is 
risen  indeed,  and  told  ot  other  tongues  that 
were  repeating  those  blessed  words,  and  other 
hearts  that  leaped  for  joy;  everyA\'here  men 
clasped  each  other's  hands,  and  congratulated 
one  another  and  embraced  with  countenances 
beaming  with  delight,  as  though  to  each  one 
separately  some  wonderful  happiness  had 
been  proclaimed;  and  so,  in  truth,  it  was; 
and  all  the  while,  rising  above  the  mingling 
of  many  sounds,  each  one  of  which  was  a 
sound  of  gladness,  the  aged  priests  were  dis- 
tinctly heard  chanting  forth  the  glorious  old 
hymn  of  victory,  intoned  loud  and  clear  to 
tell  the  world  how  *  Christ  is  risen  from  the 
dead,' having  trampled  death  beneath  his  feet, 
and  henceforth  they  that  are  in  the  tombs 
have  everlasting  life." 


Out  Advocate.  7s,  6s.  D. 

O  Christ,  thou  hast  ascended 

Triumphantly  on  high. 
By  cherub  guards  attended 

And  armies  of  the  skv ; 
There,  there  thou  standest  pleading 

The  virtue  of  thy  blood. 
For  sinners  intercedin 


Our  Advocate  with 


'&d. 


2  Heaven's  gates  unfold  above  thee: 

But  canst  thou,  Lord,  forget 
The  little  band  who  love  thee 

And  gaze  from  Olivet  ? 
Na\',  on  thy  breast  engraven 

Thou  bearest  every  name. 
Our  Priest  in  earth  and  heaven 

Eternally  the  same. 
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3  Oh,  for  the  priceless  merit 

Of  thy  redeeming  cross. 
Vouchsafe  thy  sevenfold  Spirit, 

And  turn  to  gain  our  loss ; 
Till  we  by  strong  endeavor 

In  heart  and  mind  ascend, 
And  dwell  with  thee  for  ever 

In  raptures  without  end. 

A  good  Ascension  Hymn  by  Bishop  Ed- 
ward Henry  Bickersteth.  It  was  so  designed 
by  the  author,  for  he  has  placed  it  in  his  From 
Year  to  Year,  1883,  in  connection  with  the 
Sunday  next  to  Ascension  Day.  The  piece 
has  one  more  double  stanza  than  the  three 
here  chosen,  and  it  is  declared  to  have  been 
based  upon  John  1 5  :  26.  It  is  interesting  to 
find  how  wide  is  the  use  which  might  be  made 
of  it.  It  fits  the  sentiment  of  I.  John  2  :  i,  for 
it  presents  our  Lord  as  having  ascended  in 
order  to  be  our  Advocate.  It  also  suggests  the 
touching  picture  of  the  disciples  as  "  gazing 
up  into  heaven,"  Acts  i  :  11.  And  it  offers 
the  assurance  that  Jesus  is  our  High  Priest, 
for  ever.  Exodus  28 :  29. 

411  ^^  ^f^^'S  attain.  7s. 

Christ,  the  Lord,  is  risen  to-day. 
Sons  of  men,  and  angels,  say  ; 
Raise  your  joys  and  triumphs  high  1 
Sing,  ye  heavens  !  and,  earth,  reply  1 

2  Love's  redeeming  work  is  done, 
Fought  the  fight,  the  battle  won ; 
Lo,  our  Sun's  eclipse  is  o'er ; 

Lo,  he  sets  in  blood  no  more. 

3  Vain  the  stone,  the  watch,  the  seal; 
Christ  hath  burst  the  gates  of  hell ; 
Death  in  vain  forbids  nis  rise ; 
Christ  hath  opened  Paradise. 

4  Lives  again  our  glorious  King; 

*'  Where,  O  Death,  is  now  thy  sting?" 

Once  he  died  our  souls  to  save ; 

"  Where  's  thy  victory,  boasting  Grave?'* 

5  Soar  we  now  where  Christ  has  led, 
Following  our  exalted  Head ; 
Made  like  him,  like  him  we  rise ; 
Ours  the  cross,  the  grave,  the  skies ! 

Rev.  Charles  Wesley  is  rightfully  credited 
with  the  authorship  of  this  good  resurrection 
hymn.  There  are  two  others  that  begin  with 
the  same  line.  But  this  one  is  included  in 
the  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems,  1739. 

412  Joy  in  the  Lord. 

JoYFiM.  he  the  hours  to-day ; 

Joyful  let  the  seasons  be; 
Let  us  sing,  for  well  we  may : 

Jesus !  we  will  sing  of  thee. 

2  Should  thy  people  silent  be, 
Then  the  ver>-  stones  would  sing: 

What  a  debt  we  owe  to  thee. 
Thee  our  Saviour,  thee  our  King  1 

3  Joyful  are  we  now  to  own, 
Rapture  thrills  us  as  we  trace 

All  the  deeds  thy  love  hath  done, 
All  the  riches  of  thy  grace. 

4  'Tis  ihv  grace  alone  can  save; 
Every  olessing  comes  from  th 

All  we  have,  and  hope  to  have, 
All  we  are,  and  hope  to  be. 


7S. 


5  Thine  the  Name  to  sinners  dear  I 
Thine  the  Name  all  names  before ! 

Blessed  here  and  everywhere ; 
Blessed  now  and  evermore  I 

This  is  found  in  Rev.  Thomas  Kelly's 
Hymns  on  Various  Passages,  published  about 
1845.  He  has  meant  it  to  have  as  wide  an 
application  as  possible,  for  he  has  entitled  it 
"Sunday" — the  Lord's  Day  being  in  every 
sense  quite  as  good  a  memorial  of  Jesus* 
resurrection  as  Easter,  and  ensuring  a  much 
more  frequent  employment  of  the  n>Tnn,  by 
reason  of  its  swifter  recurrence.  There  is  in 
each  verse  a  note  of  the  highest  triumph; 
and  there  is  also  an  allusion  to  the  words  of 
our  divine  Master,  Luke  19:40:  **And  he 
answered  and  said  unto  them,  I  tell  you  that, 
if  these  should  hold  their  peace,  the  stones 
would  immediately  cry  out." 

4 1 3  The  Lord's  Day.  7s. 

Hail  the  dav  that  sees  him  rise, 
Glorious,  to  his  native  skies ! 
Christ,  awhile  to  mortals  given. 
Enters  now  the  gates  of  heaven. 

2  There  the  glorious  triumph  waits ; 
Lift  your  heads,  eternal  gates ! 
Christ  hath  vanquished  death  and  sin ; 
Take  the  King  of  glory  in. 

X  See,  the  heaven  its  Lord  receives ! 
Yet  he  loves  the  earth  he  leaves ; 
Though  returning  to  his  throne, 
Still  he  calls  mankind  his  own. 

4  Still  for  ns  he  intercedes. 
His  prevailing  death  he  pleads ; 
Near  himself  prepares  a  place, 
Great  Forerunner  of  our  race. 

5  What  though  parted  from  our  sight 
Far  above  yon  slarr>'  height ; 
Thither  our  affections  rise. 
Following  him  beyond  the  skies. 

This  hymn  is  reckoned  as  one  of  the  great 
three  which  have  given  Rev.  Charles  Wcsky 
his  fame  as  one  of  the  chief  religious  poets  A 
the  church.  The  other  two  are, "  Jesus,  lover 
of  my  soul,"  and  "  Hark !  the  herald  angels 
sing."  And  yet  this  particular  piece  of  ten 
stanzas,  published  first  in  Hymns  and  Sacred 
Poems,  1739,  entitled,  "  Hymn  for  Ascensioo 
Day,"  has  been  subjected  to  more  alterations 
than  would  be  imagined  by  those  at  the  pres- 
ent day  who  find  such  fault  with  the  com- 
pilers for  changing  an  author's  words. 
Whitefield  made  extensive  omissions  and  sub- 
stitutions in  I7S3 ;  Madan  added  to  the  num- 
ber in  1760;  Cotterill  went  forward  with  the 
work,  giving  us  almost  the  exact  form  now 
accepted.  These  five  stanzas  have  stood 
very  nearly  the  same  since  1820.  But  now 
ancl  then,  especially  in  the  English  collections, 
words  and  phrases  are  twisted  and  tortured 
according  to  the  taste  of  those  who  felt  called 
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to  criticise.  For  much  of  this  "tinkering" 
there  can  be  no  apology.  But  some  of  it  is 
sure  to  stand.  Does  anybody  want  to  go 
back,  in  the  second  line,  to  ^'Ravished  froqi 
our  wishful  eyes,"  or  to  **  Pompous  to  his 
native  skies  "  ?  Would  a  good  taste  demand, 
in  the  last  line.  "  Re  -  ascends  his  native 
heaven  "?  Would  the  strictest  restorationists 
ask  to  have. "  Prevalent  his  death  he  pleads," 
brought  back  into  the  fourth  stanza  r  Now 
that  the  churches  on  both  sides  of  the  ocean 
have  sung  and  learned  the  lines  as  they  stand, 
does  any  one  wish  to  take  the  responsibility 
of  reproducing  the  original  ?  If  he  should  do 
this,  most  of  God's  people  would  accuse  him 
of  having  **  tinkered  "  the  piece  to-  which  they 
are  accustomed. 
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••  Hallelujah  /" 

Christ  the  Lord  is  risen  aeain, 
Christ  hath  broken  ever>'  chain ; 
Hark  !    angelic  voices  cry, 
Singing  evermore  on  high, 
Hallelujah  I    Praise  the  Lord ! 

2  He  who  bore  all  pain  and  loss. 
Comfortless,  upon  the  cross, 
Lives  in  glory  now  on  high, 
Pleads  for  us,  and  hears  our  cry : 
Hallelujah !    Praise  the  Lord ! 


7»,  5I. 


f, 


He  who  slumbered  in  the  grave 
s  exalted  now  to  save : 
Now  through  Christendom  it  rings 
That  the  Lamb  is  King  of  kings  : 

Hallelujah  !    Praise  the  Lord  1 


4  Now  he  bids  us  tell  abroad 
How  the  lost  may  be  restored. 
How  the  penitent  forgiven. 
How  we,  too,  may  enter  heaven : 
Hallelujah  I    Praise  the  Lord  t 

The  original  hymn  began,  *;  Christus  ist 
erUanden**  and  was  written  by  Rev.  Michael 
Wcisse.  a  prominent  representative  of  the 
'*  Bohemian  Brethren ;"  he  made  it  for  the 
first  hymn-book  of  that  sect,  which  is  now 
called  **  The  Moravians,"  and  it  was  published 
in  1531.  The  author  was  bom  at  Neisse,  in 
SUesia.  1480,  and  died  in  1 534.  The  English 
translation  which  is  here  given  was  made  by 
Miss  Catharine  Winkworth  in  1858,  and  is  in 
the  Lyra  German  tea. 

415  Thf  Gt  avr  of  Jfsus.  C.  P.  M. 

CoMK,  set-  the  place  where  Jesus  lay, 
And  hear  angelic  watchers  say, 

'*  He  lives,  who  once  was  slain  : 
Why  seek  the  living  midst  the  dead? 
Remember  how  the  Saviour  said, 

That  he  would  rise  again." 

a  Oh,  joyful  sound  !   oh,  glorious  hour. 
When  by  his  own  almighty  power 

He  rose,  and  left  the  grave  ! 
Now  let  our  songs  his  triumph  tell. 
Who  burst  the  bands  of  death  and  hell, 

And  ever  lives  to  save. 


3  The  First-Begotten  of  the  dead, 
For  us  he  rose,  our  g[lorioui  Heaa, 

Immortal  life  to  bring ; 
What,  though  the  saints  like  him  shall  die? 
They  share  their  Leader's  victory, 

And  triumph  with  their  King. 

4  No  more  they  tremble  at  the  grave, 
For  Jesus  will  their  spirits  save, 

And  raise  their  slumbering  dust : 

0  risen  Lord !   in  thee  we  live, 

To  thee  our  ransomed  souls  we  give, 
To  thee  our  bodies  trust. 

In  Hymns,  Ancient  and  Modern,  this  piece 
written  by  Rev.  Thomas  Kelly  finds  a  place. 
It  was  first  published  in  the  author's  Hymns 
on  Various  Passages,  1804.  there  commenc- 
ing, **  He  is  gone ;  see  where  his  body  lay." 
It  was  founded  upon  Matthew  28  : 6.  It  is 
of  an  unusual  meter,  and  hence  not  so  wide- 
ly known. 

416  "  Captivity  captive: '  C.  P.  M. 

iBSUS,  who  died  a  world  to  save, 
Levives  and  rises  from  the  grave, 
By  his  almighty  power : 
From  sin,  and  death,  and  hell,  set  free. 
He  captive  leads  captivity, 
And  lives  to  die  no  more. 

2  Children  of  God  !  look  up  and  see 
Your  Saviour  clothed  in  majesty. 

Triumphant  o'er  the  tomb: 
Give  o'er  your  griefs,  cast  off  your  fears. 
In  heaven  your  mansions  he  prepares, 

And  soon  will  take  you  home. 

1  His  church  is  still  his  joy  and  crown  ; 
He  looks  with  love  and  pity  down 

On  her  he  did  redeem  : 
He  tastes  her  joys,  he  feels  her  woes, 
And  prays  that  she  mav  spoil  her  foes. 

And  ever  reign  with  nim. 

This  hymn,  written  by  the  Rev.  William 
Hammond,  breathes  all  the  deep  religious 
feeling  he  seems  to  have  attained  after  he 
joined  the  Moravian  Brethren.  It  is  found 
m  his  Psalms,  Hymns,  and  Spiritual  Songs, 
174s.     He  entitled  it  simply  *'  Easter." 

417  "  Wilk  kirn  in  glory:*  C.  P.  M. 

Children  of  light,  arise  and  shine  1 
Your  birth,  your  hopes,  are  all  divine. 

Your  home  is  in  the  skies. 
Oh  I  then,  for  heavenly  glory  bom, 
Look  down  on  all  with  buy  scorn 

That  earthly  spirits  prize. 

2  With  Christ,  with  gloiv  fbll  in  view. 
Oh  !   what  is  all  the  world  to  you? 

What  is  it  all  but  loss  ? 
Come  on,  then,  cleave  no  more  to  earth, 
Nor  wrong  your  high  celestial  birth, 

Ye  pilgrims  of  the  cross. 

3  O  blessed  Lord,  we  yet  shall  reign, 
Redeemed  from  sorrow,  sin,  and  pain. 

And  walk  with  thee  in  white. 
We  suffer  now ;  but  oh  I  at  last 
We  'II  bless  the  Lord  for  all  the  past, 

And  own  our  cross  was  light. 

Sir  Edward  Denny  wrote  this  stirring  call 
to  the  church  at  large,  publishing  it  in  his 
Selection  of  Hymns,  1839.    It  bears  the  title. 
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"Looking  unto  Jesus,"  John  14:1.  It  bids 
the  children  of  God  to  send  their  thoughts 
aloft,  as  if  in  full  view  of  their  Lord  rising  to 
his  place  at  the  Father's  side,  and  consider 
their  earthly  lot  in  the  light  of  his  wonderful 
exaltation.  They  are  to  remember  their  "  high 
celestial  birth."  and  count  everything  less  than 
that  as  "  loss." 
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man  in  London,  but  not  liking  the  business. 
he  claimed  the  privilege  granted  in  that  time 
of  war  of  l^nishing  the  years  of  his  apprentice- 
ship in  the  navy.  So,  early  in  I?SS.  he  be- 
came a  midshipman  and  was  borne  nut  into 
the  conflict  of  arms.  He  served  in  several 
actions  on  the  sea,  and  was  wounded  severely 
in  the  tight  off  Cape  Lagos  in  1759.  When 
the  fleet  was  regularly  recalled,  he  was  car- 
ried back  to  the  house  of  his  grandfather  b 
London.  Mr.  Tonge  was  a  man  of  devotit 
piety  and  great  zeal,  a  deacon  of  the  Baptist 
Church  in  Eagle  Street,  and  his  heart  was 
stirred  by  an  intense  londng  for  the  religious 
welfare  of  this  young  onicer,  whose  life  had 
thus  far  been  wild  and  worldly.  The  old 
man's  prayers  were  answered  at  last,  and  in 
December,  1760.  Medley  united  with  the 
Church  with  every  evidence  of  a  change  in 
his  whole  life.  Shortly  after  this  he  aban- 
doned the  naval  service,  was  married  in  1761, 
and  began  to  prepare  for  the  ministry.  In 
August.  1766.  he  was  licensed  to  preach,  in 
1767  became  pastor  of  the  Baptist  Church  in 
Watford,  Hertfordshire. 

In  [his  charge  he  remained  five  years,  then 
he  was  called  to  another  Baptist  church  m 
Liverpool,  which  he  served  down  to  the  day 
of  his  death.  July  17.  1799.  He  was  very 
popular  in  this  town  of  ships,  for  he  never 
forgot  that  he  had  been  a  sailor.  He  loved 
the  men  whose  business  was  on  the  great 
waters,  and  his  sermons  were  full  of  phrases 
which  they  knew,  the  vigor  of  which  they 
fell.  Clear  down  to  his  last  moments  he  was 
characteristically  quaint  and  professionaL 
Among  the  words  which  he  spoke  on  his 
dying  bed  are  recorded  :  "  I  am  now  a  poor 
shattered  bark  just  about  to  gain  the  blissful 
harbor,  and.  oh,  how  sweet  will  be  the  port 
after  the  storm  !  But  a  point  or  iwo  more, 
and    1    shall    be    at    my   heavenly    Father's 
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:Djeiii5,ljimt.of  God, 

I  irdmnfd  us  with  thy  blood 


The  accounts  we  have  ol  the  author  of  this 
hymn  are  all  copied  from  an  article  in  TAf 
Central  liaptist  Magazine  for  August,  1799, 
a  month  after  his  death ;  certain  details,  how- 
ever, have  been  added,  taken  from  a  memoir 
published  by  his  son  in  1807,  From  this  it 
appears  that  Rev.  Samuel  Medley  was  bom 
at  Cheshunt.  Hcnfordshirc.  Kngland,  June  23, 
1738.     He  was  at  first  apprenticed  to  an  oil- 


Wllh  jov  and  pnisc  thy  people  i 

The  crown  of  glory  worn  bj-  Ihi 


Thy  bride  shall  h11  thy  glotj-  shate— 

Th^  fullness,  L.ord,  is  ouis: 
Our  Mr  thou  art— ihy  grace  auslaiia, 
Thv  strength  in  us  the  vicloij  gsiiu 


RESURRECTION  AND  REIGN. 


J  93 


The  spirit  of  Psalm  45  is  in  this  exhilarat- 
ing song.  It  was  composed  by  Rev.  James 
George  Deck,  and  was  published  in  the 
Psalms  and  Hymns  in  Two  Parts,  London, 
1842.  The  picture  of  the  Church,  a  Kine's 
Daughter,  the  Prince's  Bride,  standing  by  the 
side  of  her  Groom,  is  very  beautiful.  **  The 
king's  daughter  is  all  glorious  within;"  but 
the  Lamb  is  fairer  even  than  his  wife ;  for 
"  God,  thy  God,  hath  anointed  thee  with  the 
oil  of  gladness  above  thy  fellows." 


420 


'Complete  in  him.'* 


C  P.  M. 


CoMK  join,  ye  saints,  with  heart  and  voice, 
Alone  in  Jesus  to  rejoice, 

And  worship  at  his  feet ; 
Come,  take  his  praises  on  your  tongues, 
And  raise  to  him  your  thankful  songs, 

•'  In  him  ye  arc  complete !" 

a  In  him,  who  all  our  praise  excels, 
The  fullness  of  the  Godhead  dwells, 

And  all  perfections  meet : 
The  head  of  all  celestial  powers. 
Divinely  theirs,  divinely  ours — 

"  In  him  ye  are  complete !" 

3  Still  onward  urge  vour  heavenly  way, 
Dependent  on  him  day  by  day. 

His  pres»ence  still  entreat ; 
His  precious  name  for  ever  bless, 
Your  glory,  strength,  and  righteousness — 

**  In  him  ye  are  complete ! 

The  hymns  of  Rev.  Samuel  Medley  were 
habitually  printed  as  leaflets  in  the  tirst  in- 
stance, and  these  he  used  in  his  services  for 
distribution  as  early  as  1786.  Seventy-seven 
of  them  were  gathered,  1789,  into  a  small 
volume,  and  a  larger  book  was  made  up,  1 794. 
In  1800,  after  his  death,  a  collection  was  is- 
sued containing  two  hundred  and  twenty 
hymns ;  this  bore  the  title  :  Hymns —  The 
Public  Worship  and  Private  Dei^otions  of 
True  Christians,  Assisted  in  some  Thouj^hts 
and  Verse ;  Principally  drawn  from  Select 
passages  of  the  Word  (f  God.  In  this  is  to 
be  found  the  hymn  now  before  us ;  it  is  a  very 
fine  illustration  and  an  interesting  reiteration 
of  the  inspired  declaration  (Colossians  2:10): 
*•  For  in  him  (Christ)  dwelleth  all  the  fullness 
of  the  Godhead  bodily :  and  ye  are  complete 
in  him,  which  is  the  head  of  all  principality 
and  power." 

42 1  '  *  The  first-ft  mts. ' '  8s,  7s.  D. 

HAi.LKi.rjAH  !  halUlujah! 

Hearts  to  hcavi;ti  and  voices  raise; 
Sing  to  (iod  a  hymn  ol  >jla<lnfss, 

S'ng  to  (»(»<!  a  hymn  oljiraisc; 
He.  who  on  ihc  t  r«»ss  a  victim 

For  the  worlds  salvation  hieti, 
Jesus  Christ,  the  Kin^;  of  x;Ior>, 

Xow  is  risen  trom  the  dead. 

2  Christ  is  risen,  Christ  the  first-fruits 

Of  the  holy  har\«>l-tield. 
Which  will  all  its  lull  abundatue 

At  his  ser.ftul  cominjif  yiehl. 


When  the  golden  ears  of  har\'est 
Will  their  heads  before  him  wave, 

Ripened  by  his  glorious  sunshine. 
From  the  furrows  of  the  grave. 

3  Christ  is  risen ;  we  are  risen ; 
Shed  upon  us  heavenly  grace, 

Rain  and  dew  and  gleams  of  glor>' 
From  the  brightness  of  thy  fiace, 

That  we.  with  our  hearts  in  heaven. 
Here  on  earth  may  fruitful  be. 

And  by  angel-hands  be  gatherea. 
And  be  ever.  Lord,  with  thee. 

4  Hallelujah  !  hallelujah ! 
Glor>'  be  to  God  on  high  ; 

Hallelujah  !  to  the  Saviour, 

Who  has  gained  the  victor>' ; 
Hallelujah!  to  the  Spirit. 

Fount  of  love  and  sanctity ; 
Hallelujah !  halleluiah ! 

To  the  Triune  Majesty. 

In  each  Russian  city,  on  Easter  mominjs^. 
one  old  friend  meets  another  and  says,  **  The 
Lord  is  risen!"  And  the  other  responds, 
"  The  Lord  is  risen  indeed  !"  We  like  that. 
"  Then  were  the  disciples  ^/i:z^/ when  they  saw 
the  Lord."  On  the  wear)-  eyes  of  weepinj^ 
people  everywhere  what  radiant  revelations  of 
the  future  are  flashed  I  **  Christ  rose,  and  1 
shall  surely  rise  I"  So  it  is  well  to  keep  sinjj- 
ing.  The  day  which  commemorates  a  su- 
preme event  like  this  might  well  be  the  supreme 
day  on  earth.  It  was  at  least  a  pardonable 
extravagance  when  one  high  in  the  true  faith 
exclaimed,  "  Easter  is  the  Amen  of  God  and 
the  Hallelujah  of  humanity  I" 

This  h\Tnn  is  one  of  the  few  imitations  of 
the  ancient  Hallelujahs  which  have  been  suc- 
cessful. It  takes  place  instantly  among  the 
high-rank  compositions  of  the  language.  Dr. 
Christopher  Wordsworth,  the  present  Bishop 
of  Lincoln,  in  England,  is  its  author;  he  pub- 
lished it  first  in  his  Holy  }'ear,  1862. 

422  The  Paschal  I.amh.  8s,  7s.  D. 

Haii..  thou  once  despised  Jesus ! 

Hail,  thou  (ialilc*fln  Kin^! 
Thou  didst  suffer  to  release  us; 

Thou  didst  free  salvation  bring. 
Hail,  thou  agoni/ing  Saviour, 

Bearer  of  our  sin  and  shame! 
By  thy  merits  we  find  favor; 

Life  is  given  through  thy  name. 

3  Paschal  Lamb,  by  God  appointed, 

All  our  sins  on  thee  were  laid ; 
By  .-Mmiijhty  Love  anointed. 

Thou  hast  full  atonement  made: 
All  thy  people  are  forgiven 

Throuifh  the  virtue  of  thy  blood ; 
Opened  in  the  gate  of  heaven. 

Peace  is  made  'twixt  man  and  God. 

Upon  a  tomb  in  the  churchyard  behind  the 
City  Road  Chapel,  London,  is  this  inscrip- 
tion :  •♦  Sacred  to  the  memory  of  John  liake- 
wcll,  of  Greenwich,  who  departed  this  life 
March  i8.  1819.  aged  ninety-eight  He 
adorned  the  doctrine  of  God  our.  Saviour 
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eighty  years,  and  preached  his  glorious  gos- 
pel aoout  seventy  years." 

This  venerable  man  was  one  of  the  earliest 
of  Mr.  Wesley's  lay  preachers.  He  was  bom 
at  Brailsford,  Derbyshire,  England,  in  1721. 
At  about  eighteen  years  of  age  his  mind  be- 
gan to  turn  to  things  religious,  and  from  that 
time  onward  he  became  a  most  earnest  evan- 
gelist. He  first  began  to  preach  in  1744.  He 
was  a  friend  of  Wesley,  Madan,  Toplady,  and 
other  good  men,  and  for  some  years  conduct- 
ed the  Greenwich  Royal  Park  Academy. 
Finally  he  gave  his  academical  work  into  the 
hands  of  his  son-in-law,  Dr.  James  Egan, 
and  then  devoted  his  time  to  local  preaching 
for  the  Wesleyans.  Bakewell  wrote  sever^ 
well-known  hymns,  but  the  piece  before  us  is 
considered  the  best.  A  part  of  it  appeared 
in  I7S7,  and  Madan  published  an  abridgment 
of  it  in  his  collection,  1760.  But  the  entire 
poem  was  given  to  Toplady  by  the  author ; 
and  he,  after  altering  it  to  suit  his  own  strong 
Calvinistic  \news,  published  it  in  1776. 

423  '' Enthroned  in  glory r  8s,  78.  D. 

Jbsus,  hail,  enthroned  in  glory, 

There  for  ever  to  abide ; 
All  the  heavenly  hosts  adore  thee. 

Seated  at  thy  Father's  side. 
There  for  sinners  thou  art  pleading; 

There  thou  dost  our  place  prepare ; 
Ever  for  us  interceding 

Till  in  glory  we  appear. 

2  Worship,  honor,  power,  and  blessing. 

Thou  art  worthy  to  receive ; 
Loudest  praises,  without  ceasing, 

Meet  it  is  for  us  to  larive. 
Help,  ye  bright  angelic  spirits, 

Bring  your  sweetest,  noblest  la>'S ; 
Help  to  sinK  our  Saviour's  merits. 

Help  to  chant  Immanuel's  praise. 

This  is  a  part  of  the  preceding  hymn  by 
Rev.  John  Bakewell,  and  is  simply  divided  for 
the  sake  of  convenience  in  the  setting. 

4M  "  Thf  blood  that  speakethr  8s,  7s.  D. 

Father,  hear  the  blood  of  Jesus 

Speaking  in  thine  ears  above : 
From  impending  wrath  release  us ; 

Manifc*st  thy  pardoning  love. 
Oh,  receive  us  to  thy  favor — 

For  his  only  sak*  receive} 
Give  us  to  the  bleeding  Saviour, 

Let  us  by  his  dyill^  live. 

a  *'  To  thy  pardoniilfr  grace  receive  them," 

Once  he  prayed  upon  the  tree; 
Still  his  blood  cries  out,  "  Forgive  them ; 

All  their  sins  were  laid  on  me." 
Still  our  Advocate  in  heaven 

Prays  the  prayer  on  earth  begun — 
"  Father,  show  their  sins  forgiven ; 

Father,  glorify  thy  Son  !" 

The  Afethodist  Hymnal  credits  this  to  Rev. 
Charles  Wesley.  It  is  found  in  Hymns  on  the 
Lara's  Suppa^,  prepared  by  the  two  brothers 
while  yet  they  signed  themselves  **  Presbyters 


of  the  Church  of  England:"  Bristol,  1745. 
Allusion  is  directly  made  to  the  passac^e  m 
Hebrews  12 :  24 :  "  And  to  Jesus  the  mediator 
of  the  new  covenant,  and  to  the  blood  of  sprink- 
ling, that  speaketh  better  things  than  that  of 
Ab«l."  The  significance  of  this  contrast  sends 
us  back  to  the  old  story  of  the  world's  first 
awful  crime :  Genesis  4 :  9,  10 :  "  And  the 
Lord  said  unto  Cain,  Where  is  Abel  thy 
brother  ?  And  he  said,  I  know  not :  Am  1 
my  brother's  keeper?  And  he  said.  What 
hast  thou  done  ?  the  voice  of  thy  brother's 
blood  crieth  unto  me  from  the  ground."  Abel's 
blood  cried  for  justice ;  Christ's  blood  cries  for 
mercy ;  Abel's  speaks  of  retribution,  Christ's 
of  pardon ;  Abel's  of  wrath  unspeakable. 
Chnst's  of  peace  everlasting  and  secure. 

425  '-Shall  sef  his /ace,'*  8s.  7s.  D. 

'*  We  shall  see  Him,"  in  our  nature, 

Seated  on  his  lofty  throne, 
Loved,  adored,  by  every  creature. 

Owned  as  God,  and  God  alone ! 
There  the  hosts  of  shining  spirits 

Strike  their  harps,  and  loudly  sing 
To  the  praise  of  Jesus'  merits. 

To  the  glory  of  their  King. 

2  When  we  pass  o'er  death's  dark  river, 

'*  We  shall  see  him  as  he  is," 
Resting  in  his  love  and  favor, 

Ownmg  all  the  glor>'  his. 
There  to  cast  our  crowns  before  him. 

Oh,  what  bliss  the  thought  aflfords  I 
There  for  ever  to  adore  him, 

King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords  ! 

Allusion  is  made  here  to  I.  John  3:2.  A 
lowly  Scotswoman,  earning  her  bread  by  her 
needle,  and  selling  her  wares  from  house  to 
house  among  the  families  interested  in  her 
welfare,  Mary  Pyper  yet  had  in  her  soul  the 
music  of  true  devotion  and  piety.  This  is 
evidenced  by  the  poem  quoted  above,  of  which 
she  is  the  author.  She  was  the  daughter  of  a 
private  soldier  in  the  British  army,  and  was 
bom  in  Greenock,  Scotland,  May  25,  1795,  in 
which  town  she  died  in  1870.  Almost  her 
entire  life  was  spent  in  Edinburgh,  where  in 
1847  a  small  volume  of  Select  Pieces  was  pub- 
lished, bearing  her  name.  We  sympathize 
with  the  critic  who  pronounced  so  strongly  in 
favor  of  these  poems,  and  regret  also  that  a 
person  of  so  much  merit  should  have  been 
forced  to  remain  in  indigence.  With  such  a 
root  and  stem,  no  one  can  say  what  delicious 
fruit  might  not  have  been  grown,  if  a  little 
tender  care  had  been  lavished  upon  it. 


426  **yesus  lives  again.'* 

Christ  is  risen !  Christ  is  risen ! 

He  hath  burst  his  bonds  in  twain; 
Christ  is  risen  !   Christ  is  risen  ! 
Alleluia  !  swell  the  strain  I 
For  our  ^in  he  suflTered  loss 

By  divine  decree ; 
He  hath  died  upon  the  cross, 
But  our  God  IS  he.— Cho. 


P.M. 
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1  See  the  chains  of  death  a 
Eailh  below  and  heaven 

re  broken ; 

Comes  to  cli 

rsbi 

SSj'-lCHO. 

3  Glorioug  angeb 
"ChriMlsri» 

downward  Ihronflni 
and  holy  lo^ng 

!hnm*andlfir 


O  mighty  L 


St.  Ambrose  of  Milan  wrote  the  tine  old 
hymn,  .-El^ne  Rex  ailissime.  and  Rev.  Ur, 
John  Mason  Neale  translated  it  into  Enfjilsh  : 
It  was  published  in  the  Hymnal  Soltd.  i8;2. 
But  the  compilers  of  Hymns,  Ancifnt  and 
Modern,  either  with  his  permission  or  with- 
out, made  such  alterations  in  the  version  they 
found,  that  some  critics  have  half-credited 
the  work  to  them.  However,  it  is  with  the 
consent  of  all  concerned  that  Dr.  Neale's 
name  remains  as  the  responsible  author. 

428  Chnil,  OUT  Advocatf.  L.  M. 

He  hves !  the  great  Kedeemrr  lives ! 


Lei  Ihis  desi  hope  repel  the  dart, 
Thai  Jesus  bean  us  on  hia  heart. 

4  fireal  Advocate.  almiKhty  Frie 
On  him  our  humble  hopes  depeni 


The  author  of  this  hvmn  Re\  Arther 
Thompson  Gurney.  was  born  in  i8io,  and 
received  an  education  as  a  lawyer.  He  was 
called  to  the  Bar  in  the  Middle  Temple,  but 
decided  to  enter  the  ministrj-,  and  took  holy 
orders  in  1849.  He  held  the  curacy  of  Buck- 
ingham from  1854  to  1858.  when  he  became, 
in  Paris,  France,  the  incumbent  of  an  Epis- 
copal Chapel  located  upon  a  -court."  where 
he  remained  until  [87[,  He  died  at  Bath. 
March  21.  1887.  Mr.  Gurne;,;  published  sev- 
eral poetical  works,  and  contributed  one  hun- 
dred and  forty-seven  hymns  to  the  fiooi  of 
Praise.  1862;  but  he  is  best  known  by  this 
familiar  and  beautiful  Easter  hymn,  which 
has  been  adopted  by  the  churches  on  both 
sides  of  the  sea. 

427  The  Ascndei  Latd.  L.  M. 


Miss  Anne  Steele  is  generally  rated  as  a 
quiet  writer;  but  this  hymn  shows  that  she 
could  rise  to  excited  prai.<«  whenever  the 
theme  was  full  of  inspiration.  It  is  found  as 
usual  in  the  Poems  by  Theodosia.  1760.  She 
sees  in  the  resurrection  of  the  Lord  Jesus, 
and  in  his  ascension  to  heaven,  the  establish- 
ment of  his  supreme  official  work.  Hence 
the  text  is  added.  Hebrews  7  ;  24.  25  :  "  But 
this  man.  because  he  continueth  ever,  hath  an 
unchangeable  priesthood.  Wherefore  he  is 
able  also  to  save  them  to  the  uttermost  that 
come  unto  God  by  him.  seeing  he  ever  liveth 
to  make  intercession  for  them." 


429 
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paths  are  peace. 
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3  This  is  the  way  I  lone  had  sought, 
And  mourned  because  I  found  it  not ; 
My  grief,  my  burden,  long  had  been 
Because  I  could  not  cease  from  sin. 

4  The  more  I  strove  arainst  its  power, 
I  sinned  and  stumbled  out  the  more; 
Till  late  I  heard  my  Saviour  say, 

"  Come  hither,  soul,  I  am  the  Way !" 

5  Lo !  glad  I  come ;  and  thou,  dear  Lamb, 
Shalt  take  me  to  thee  as  I  am, 

Nothing  but  sin  I  thee  can  give; 
Nothing  but  love  shall  I  receive. 

6  Then  will  I  tell^  to  sinners  round, 
What  a  dear  Saviour  I  have  found ; 
I  '11  point  to  thy  redeeming  blood. 
And  say,  "  Behold  the  way  to  Goa  !" 

Rev.  John  Cennick,  a  prolific  hymn-writer, 
was  born  at  Reading,  England,  December  12, 
1718,  of  Quaker  parentage,  but  grew  up  in  the 
Church  of  England.  He  was  wild  and  reck- 
less as  a  young  man,  when  he  made  frequent 
visits  to  London ;  but  he  formed  there  a 
friendship  with  a  Mr.  Kinchin  whose  influence 
over  him  became  great,  and  resulted  in  his 
conversion.  He  made  the  acquaintance  of  the 
Wesleys  in  1739  and  was  appointed  by  John 
Wesley  as  teacher  of  a  school  for  colliers' 
children  at  Kingswood.  He  also  began  to  act 
as  a  lay  preacher,  but  in  1 740  he  had  a  dis- 
agreement with  Wesley  as  to  points  of  doc- 
trine, and  withdrew  from  the  work.  Until 
1745  ^c  assisted  Whitefield  in  his  labors,  but 
then  joined  the  Moravians,  and  was  ordained 
a  deacon  of  that  church  in  1 749.  He  died  in 
London,  July  4,  1755.  Mr.  Cennick  published 
many  hymns,  which  are  unequal  in  merit, 
some  of  the  stanzas  being  very  fine,  while 
others  have  been  severely  criticised  by  his 
associates,  the  Wesleys.  A  large  number  of 
his  poems  are  in  general  use  at  the  present 
time.  This  one  was  issued  in  Sacred  Hymns 
for  the  use  of  Religious  Societies,  1 743. 

430  Atonfmtnt  mad/'.  L.  M. 

Now  TO  the  power  of  God  supreme 

Be  everlasline  honors  given  ; 
He  saves  from  hell, — we  mess  his  name — 

He  guides  our  wandering  feet  to  heaven. 

2  'T  was  his  own  purpose  that  began 
To  rescue  rebels  doomed  to  die : 

He  gave  us  grace  in  Christ,  his  Son, 
Before  he  spread  the  starr>-  sky. 

3  Jesus,  the  Lord,  ap|>earsat  last. 

And  makes  his  Father's  counsels  known  ; 
Declares  the  great  transactions  past, 
And  brings  immortal  blessings  down. 

4  He  dies;  and  in  that  dreadful  night 
Doth  all  the  powers  of  hell  destroy  ; 

Rising,  he  brings  our  heaven  to  light. 
And  lakes  possession  of  the  joy. 

Dr.  Isaac  Watts  gave  us  this  as  No.  137  of 
Book  I.  in  his  Hymns,  1707.  It  is  entitled, 
*'  Salvation  by  Grace  in  Christ."  Reference  is 
made  to  II.  Timothy  1:9:  "Be  thou  partaker 
of  the  afflictions  of  the  gospel  according  to 


the  power  of  God,  who  hath  saved  us.  and 
called  us  with  a  holy  calling,  not  according  to 
our  works,  but  according  to  his  own  purpose 
and  grace,  which  was  given  us  in  Christ  Jesus 
before  the  world  began,  but  is  now  made 
manifest  by  the  appearing  of  our  Saviour  Jesus 
Christ,  who  hath  abolished  death,  and  hath 
brought  life  and  immortality  to  light  through 
the  gospel." 

43 1  The  Lord's  Day,  6s,  5s. 

Welcome,  happy  morning  I 

Age  to  age  shall  say ; 
Hell  to-day  is  vanquished, 

Heaven  is  won  to-day ! 
Lo  !   the  dead  is  living. 

Lord  for  evermore ! 
Him,  their  true  Creator, 

All  his  works  adore!— Ref. 

2  Earth  with  joy  confesses, 
Clothing  her  for  spring, 

All  good  gifts  returned  with 

Her  returning  King! 
Bloom  in  every  meaciow. 

Leaves  on  every  bougti. 
Speak  his  sorrow  ended. 

Hail  his  triumph  now. — Rep. 

3  Months  in  due  succession, 
Days  of  lengthening  light. 

Hours  and  passing  moments, 

Praise  thee  in  their  flight ; 
Brightness  of  the  morning, 

Sky  and  fields  and  sea. 
Vanquisher  of  darkness, 

Bring  their  praise  to  thee. — Ref. 

4  Maker  and  Redeemer, 
Life  and  health  of  all. 

Thou  from  heaven  beholding 

Human  nature's  fall. 
Of  the  Father's  Godhead 

True  and  only  Son, 
Manhood  to  deliver. 

Manhood  didst  put  on. — Ref. 

5  Thou  of  life  the  author. 
Death  didst  undergo. 

Tread  the  path  of  darkness. 

Saving  strength  to  show ; 
Come,  then.  True  and  Faithful! 

Now  fulfill  thy  word ; 
'T  is  thine  own  third  morning; 

Rise,  my  buried  Lord ! — Ref. 

6  Loose  the  hearts  long  prisoned, 
Bound  with  Satan's  chain ; 

All  that  now  is  fallen 

Raise  to  life  again ; 
Show  thy  face  in  brightness, 

Bid  the  nations  see; 
Bring  again  our  daylight ; 

Day  returns  with  thee. 

Ref. — Welcome,  happy  morning  I 

Age  to  age  shall  say ; 
Hell  to-day  is  vanquished, 

Heaven  is  won  to-day! 
Lo!  the  dead  is  living. 

Lord  for  evermore! 
Him,  their  true  Creator, 

All  his  works  adore ! 

Rev.  John  Ellerton  has  given  us  this  in  his 
Hymns,  1888,  in  full.  It  was  contributed 
first  to  the  Supplementary  Hymn  and  June 
Book  of  R.  B.  Borthwick,  1868.  It  is  a  vig- 
orous translation,  or  perhaps  better,   para- 
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phrase  of  the  ancient  Salve ^  fesia  dies^  toto 
venerabilis  avo,  written  by  Fortunatus.  Bish- 
op of  Poitiers,  in  the  sixth  century.  Jerome 
ot  Prague  sang  this  hymn  on  his  way  to  the 
stake  where  he  was  burned  to  death.  As 
the  tires  wrapped  their  awful  folds  about  his 
body,  he  was  heard  to  exclaim,  **  This  soul  in 
flames  I  offer.  Lord,  to  thee!"  And  so  he 
finished  his  course  and  kept  the  faith. 


Chris fs  Ascension.  6s,  5s. 

Golden  harps  are  sounding, 

Angel  voices  ring, 
Pearly  gates  are  opened, 

Opened  for  the  King. 
Christ,  the  King  of  Glory, 

Jesus,  King  oTlove, 
Is  eone  up  in  triumph 

To  his  throne  above. 

Ref. — All  his  work  is  ended, 
Joyfully  we  sing; 
Jesus  hath  ascended ! 
Glor>'  to  our  King ! 

2  He  who  came  to  save  us, 
He  who  bled  and  died, 

Now  is  crow^ned  with  gladness 

At  his  Father's  side. 
Never  more  to  suffer, 

Never  more  to  die, 
Jesus,  King  of  glor>-. 

Is  gone  up  on  high. — Ref. 

3  Praying  for  his  children 
In  that  blessed  place. 

Calling  them  to  glor>-, 

Sending  them  his  grace; 
His  bright  home  preparing, 

Little  ones,  for  you  ; 
Jesus  ever  livcth. 

Ever  lovelh  too.— Rkf. 

This  hymn  is  found  in  almost  all  of  the 
books,  little  and  large,  which  have  been  made 
up  of  selections  from  the  Poetns  of  Miss 
Frances  Ridley  Havergal.  Its  title  is 
"Ascension  Song,"  and  she  has  affixed  to  it 
a  reference  to  Ephesians  4:8:  **  Wherefore 
he  saith.  When  he  ascended  up  on  high, 
he  led  captivity  captive,  and  gave  gifts  unto 
men."  It  was  written  at  Ferry  Barr  in  1871. 
She  was  visiting  there,  and  on  one  occasion 
walked  to  the  boys'  schoolroom.  Being 
very  tired,  she  leaned  against  the  wall  of  the 
playground.  Mr.  Snepp,  who  edited  Songs 
of  Grace  and  Glory  m  1872,  was  with  her  at 
the  time :  but  when  she  was  resting  a  little, 
he  went  in.  Returning  in  ten  minutes,  he 
found  her  "scribbling  on  an  old  envelope." 
At  his  request  she  gave  him  the  piece  she  had 
just  penciled,  which  was  this.  She  was  a 
comf)oser  of  music  as  well,  and  she  subse- 
quently made  the  tune  **  Hermas  "  to  which 
her  words  are  usually  sung.  This  was  the 
strain  she  sang  when  she  was  dying.  Then 
her  sister  adds,  in  the  story  of  her  departure : 
"  Now  she  looked  up  steadfastly,  as  if  she 
saw  the  Lord  ;  and  surely  nothing  less  heav- 


enly could  have  reflected  such  a  glorious 
radiance  upon  her  face.  For  ten  minutes  we 
watched  that  almost  visible  meeting  with  her 
King,  and  her  countenance  was  so  glad,  as  if 
she  were  already  talking  to  Him  !  Then  she 
tried  to  sing ;  but  after  one  sweet,  high  note 
her  voice  failed,  and  as  her  brother  com- 
mended her  soul  into  the  Redeemer's  hand, 
she  passed  away." 

433  Captivity  led  captive,  P.M. 

The  strife  is  o'er,  the  battle  done: 
The  victor>'  of  Life  is  won  : 
The  song  of  triumph  has  begun — 
Hallelujah ! 

2  The  powers  of  death  have  done  their  worst. 
But  Christ  their  legions  hath  dispersed  ; 

Let  shout  of  holy  |oy  outburst — 
Hallelujah ! 

3  The  three  sad  days  have  ouickly  sped ; 
He  rises  glorious  from  the  dead ; 

All  glory  to  our  risen  Head ! 
Hallelujah ! 

4  He  brake  the  age-bound  chains  of  hell : 
The  bars  from  heaven's  high  portals  fell ; 
Let  hvmns  of  praise  his  triumph  tell ! 

Hallelujah ! 

5  Lord,  by  the  stripes  which  wounded  thee. 
From  death's  dread  sting  thy  servants  free. 
That  we  mav  live  and  sing  to  thee, 

Hallelujah ! 

The  ancient  Latin  hymn,  '* Finita  jam  sunt 
pro'lia,"  is  a  puzzle  to  the  hymn  critics ;  it 
stands  without  the  name  of  any  author  and 
without  the  date  of  any  origin  affixed  to  it. 
The  translation  of  it  here  printed  was  made 
in  1859  by  Rev.  Francis  Pott,  and  published 
two  years  after  in  his  Hymns  Fitted  to  the 
Order  of  Common  Prayer.  It  was  ver>'  much 
altered  when  it  was  introduced  into  Hymns, 
Ancient  and  Modern,  and  the  changes  were 
not  welcome,  and  have  not  been  accepted. 

434  "He  is  Hsen,''  P.  M. 
Morn's  roseate  hues  have  decked  the  sky ; 
The  Lord  has  risen  with  victory-  : 

Let  earth  be  glad,  and  raise  the  cr>-, 
Hallelujah ! 

2  The  Prince  of  Life  with  death  has  striven, 
To  cleanse  the  earth  his  blood  has  given ; 
Has  rent  the  vail,  and  opened  heaven : 

Hallelujah! 

3  Our  bodies,  mouldering  to  decay. 
Are  sown  to  rise  to  heavenly  day ; 
For  ho  bv  rising  burst  the  way : 

Halleluiah ! 

4  And  he,  dear  I^rd,  that  with  thee  dies, 
And  fleshlv  passions  crucifies. 

In  body,  like  to  thine,  shall  rise: 
Hallelujah ! 

5  Oh,  grant  us,  then,  with  thee  to  die, 
To  spurn  earth's  fleeting  vanity. 
And  love  the  things  above  the  sky : 

Hallelujah! 

The  translator  of  this  hymn.  Rev.  William 
Cooke,  M.  A.,  was  bom   near   Manchester, 
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England,  in  1821,  studied  at  Cambridge,  and 
took  his  degree  at  Trinity  Hall.  He  was  or- 
dained in  1844,  and  after  having  served  as 
assistant  in  several  churches,  he  was  appointed 
in  1848  to  the  charge  of  St.  John's,  London. 
Two  years  later  he  became  vicar  of  St.  Ste- 
phen's, Shepherd's  Bush,  and  in  1854  was 
made  Honorary  Canon  of  Chester.  Mr. 
Cooke  has  held  several  other  positions  of 
honor  and  influence  and  was  editor  or  joint 
editor  of  three  collections  of  hymns.  He 
translated  for  these  books  some  of  the  Latin 
poems,  the  one  given  above  being  perhaps 
the  most  popular.  This  translation  was  writ- 
ten for  the  Hymnary,  1872.  The  original  is 
to  be  found  in  the  Paris  Breviary,  1736, 
where  it  was  appointed  to  be  sung  the  Sun- 
day after  Easter  Day. 


it  is  generally  sung,  than  to  any  poetic  merit 
it  possesses. 


Ancient  Hymn.  P.  M. 

Ye  sons  and  dauR;hters  of  the  Lord  ! 
The  King  of  Glory-,  King  adored. 
This  day  himself  from  death  restored. 

2  On  Sunday  mom,  at  break  of  day, 
The  faithful  women  went  their  way, 
To  see  the  tomb  where  Jesus  lay. 

3  Then  straightway  one  in  white  they  see, 
Who  saith,  "  Ve  seek  the  Lord ;  but  he 

Is  risen,  and  gone  to  Galilee." 

4  That  night  the  apostles  met  in  fear, 
But  Christ  did  in  tneir  midst  appear — 
'*  My  peace,"  he  said,  "  be  on  all  here !" 

5  When  Thomas  first  these  tidings  heard, 
He  doubled  if  it  were  the  Lord, 

Until  he  came  and  spake  this  word  : 

6  "  Behold  my  side,  O  Thomas !  see 
My  hands,  my  feet,  I  show  to  thee; 
Nor  faithless,  but  believing  be." 

7  When  Thomas  saw  that  wounded  side. 
The  truth  no  longer  he  denied. 

"  Thou  art  my  Lord  and  God  !"  he  cried. 

8  How  blest  are  they  who  have  not  seen. 
And  yet  whose  faith  hath  constant  been ! 
For  they  eternal  life  shall  win. 

Various  authorities  classify  the  ancient 
Latin  hymn,  O  filii  ei  fiiia,  as  belonging  some- 
where between  the  thirteenth  and  the  seven- 
teenth century,  but  the  name  of  the  author  is 
not  known.  In  manv  of  the  French  dioceses 
the  piece  is  sung  at  the  salutation  of  the  Sac- 
rament on  the  evening  of  Easter  Day.  The 
original  text  can  be  found  in  the  Office  de  ia 
Semaine  Saintc,  Paris,  1674.  The  transla- 
tion into  English  which  is  now  before  us  was 
made  by  Dr.  John  Mason  Neale;  but  some 
lines  of  it  have  been  changed  by  the  introduc- 
tion of  some  others  taken  from  one  made  by 
Edward  Caswall.  It  appears  therefore  more 
like  a  cento  compiled  from  the  two.  and  is 
much  abridged.  It  owes  its  popularity  more 
to  its  quaintness  and  flavor  of  antiquity,  and 
to  the  music  arranged  by  J.  Barnby  to  which 


*' Praise  the  Saviour^  p.  M. 

Praise  the  Saviour,  ye  who  know  him : 
Who  can  tell  how  much  we  owe  him  ? 
Gladly  let  us  render  to  him 
All  we  are  and  have ! 

2  Sing  of  Jesus,  sing  for  ever 
Of  the  love  that  changes  never: 
Who  or  what  from  him  can  sever 
Those  he  makes  his  own  ? 

\  With  his  blood  the  Lord  has  bought  them  ; 
When  they  knew  him  not,  he  sought  them. 
And  from  all  their  wanderings  brought  them ; 
His  the  praise  alone. 

4  Jesus  is  the  name  that  charms  us ; 
He  for  conflict  fits  and  arms  us ; 
Nothing  moves,  and  nothing  harms  us. 
When  we  trust  in  him. 

s  Trust  in  him,  ye  saints,  for  ever; 
He  is  faithful,  changing  never. 
Neither  force  nor  guile  can  sever 
Those  he  loves  from  him. 

This  bright  hymn,  looking  upward  and 
catching  a  glimpse  of  the  glorified  Saviour  at 
the  side  of  the  Father,  bursts  into  a  song  of 
adoration  and  love.  It  is  found  in  Rev. 
Thomas  Kelly's  Hymns  on  Various  Passages 
of  Scripture,  1 806,  entitled  simply,  "  Praise  of 
Jesus." 

437  ''Risen  indeed^  S.  M.  D. 

"  The  Lord  is  risen  indeed !" 

And  are  the  tidings  true? 
Yes,  they  beheld  the  Saviour  bleed, 

And  saw  him  living  too. 
"  The  Lord  is  risen  indeed  !" 

Then  justice  asks  no  more; 
Mercy  and  truth  are  now  agreed, 

Who  stood  opposed  before. 

2  "  The  Lord  is  risen  indeed !" 
Then  is  his  work  performed  ; 

The  mighty  Captive  now  is  freed. 
And  death,  our  foe,  disarmed. 

*'  The  Lord  is  risen  indeed!" 
He  lives  to  die  no  more ; 

He  lives,  the  sinner's  cause  to  plead. 
Whose  curse  and  shame  he  bore. 

3  "  The  Lord  is  risen  indeed!" 
Attending  angels !  hear; 

Up  to  the  courts  of  heaven  with  speed 

The  joyful  tidings  bear. 
Then  wake  your  golden  lyres. 

And  strike  each  cheerful  chord ; 
Join,  all  ye  bright,  celestial  choirs! 

To  sing  our  risen  Lord. 

Another  of  Rev.  Thomas  Kelly's  composi- 
tions, taken  from  his  Hymns  on  Various  Pas- 
sages, 1809,  and  founded  on  Luke  24 :  34.  No 
mere  ecclesiastical  authority  has  established 
what  is  called  Easter.  It  has  no  denomina- 
tional or  sectarian  significance  to  it.  It  is 
neither  specially  prelatical  nor  papal.  It  is 
not  prelatical ;  for  churches  of  the  reformed 
faith,  in  lands  which  conscientiously  reject 
bishops,  celebrate  this  anniversary  with  as 
much  appropriateness  and  zeal  as  any  other. 
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And  it  certainly  is  not  papal,  for.  historically, 
it  had  its  place  and  its  celebration  long  before 
the  corruptions  of  the  Roman  hierarchy  had 
defiled  the  primitive  faith.  It  followed  the 
day  of  the  ancient  Passover  very  like  the  em- 
blematic feast  of  the  Lord's  Supper,  perpet- 
uating all  there  was  valuable  in  it,  and  then 
transcending  it  WMth  a  special  value  of  its  own. 
We  trace  the  observance  distinctly  back  to 
the  earliest  ages  of  the  Christian  era,  those 
trustworthy  times  when  Polycarp  suffered  and 
Ignatius  wrote.  Indeed,  Easter  is  not  a  church 
festival  at  all  so  much  as  it  is  a  mere  religious 
memorial.  Quite  possibly  a  recognition  of 
Easter  Sabbath  as  a  recurring  date  might 
sometimes  be  rendered  of  essential  service  in 
keeping  the  facts  of  our  Lord's  resurrection 
vividly  in  mind. 


''Lead  us  to  theer 


S.  M.  D. 


Thou  art  if  one  up  on  hi^h 

To  mansions  in  the  skies, 
And  round  thy  throne  unceasingly 

The  songs  of  praise  arise. 
But  we  are  lingering  here 

With  sin  and  care  oppressed  : 
Lord  !  send  thy  promised  Comforter, 

And  lead  us  to  thy  rest ! 

a  Thou  art  gone  up  on  high  : 

But  thou  didst  first  come  down, 
Through  earth's  most  hitter  misery 

To  pass  unto  thy  crown. 
And  girt  with  griefs  and  fears 

Our  onward  course  must  be; 
But  only  let  that  path  of  tears 

Lead  us  at  last  to  thee ! 

3  Thou  art  gone  up  on  high  : 

But  thou  snalt  come  again 
With  all  the  bright  ones  of  the  sky 

Attendant  in  thy  train. 
Oh,  by  thy  saving  power 

So  make  us  live  and  die 
That  we  mav  stand  in  that  dread  hour 

At  thy  right  hand  on  high  ! 

Although  the  writer  of  many  pleasing  hymns. 
Mrs.  Emma  Leslie  Toke  has  never  publi.shed 
any.  Her  h>'mns  written  in  1851  were  given 
at  the  request  of  a  friend  to  aid  the  Committee 
of  the  Society  for  Promoting  Christian  Know- 
ledge, when  they  were  compiling  their  Hymn- 
Book,  and  these  were  sent  anonymously. 

Mrs.  Toke  was  the  daughter  of  Rev.  John 
Leslie,  D.  D.,  Bishop  of  Kilmore.  and  was 
bom,  August  9.  1812.  at  Holvwfxxi.  Ikrlf.wt. 
Ireland.  In  1837  she  married'  Rev.  ^:i(:hola.H 
Toke,  of  Codington  Park.  Ashford.  Kent, 
England.     She  died  in  1872. 


"  Sfany  Crtrwns." 

Crown  him  with  man>  crowns. 

The  I^mb  u{x»fi  his  thrrmr; 
Hark  !  h«m  th«-  ti«-;iv«-nly  anthem  drcjrwnt 

All  musu  but  itsovkfi' 
Avrake.  mv  soul,  and  Mng 

Of  him  V,  ho  t\ui\  fur  tht* : 
And  hail  him  as  th\  m^tr  hlei^t  King 

Through  aM  rttrnit). 


2  Crown  him  the  Lord  of  love ! 
Behold  his  hands  and  side, 

Those  wounds,  yet  visible  above, 

In  beauty  glor'ined  : 
No  angel  in  the  sky 

Can  fully  bear  that  sight, 
But  downward  bends  his  wondering  eye 

At  mysteries  so  bright. 

3  Crown  him  the  Lord  of  heaven  ! 
One  with  the  Father  known, 

And  the  blest  Spirit  through  him  given 

From  yonder  Triune  throne  ! 
All  hail.  Redeemer,  hail ! 

For  thou  hast  died  for  me : 
Thj-  praise  and  glor^-  shall  not  fail 

Throughout  eternity. 

Matthew  Bridges,  writer  of  many  excellent 
hymns,  was  born  in  Essex,  July  14,  1800,  and 
educated  in  the  Church  of  England,  although 
in  1848  he  became  a  Roman  Catholic.  His 
earliest  poems  were  published  in  1825.  and 
were  followed  at  the  time  of  his  change  of 
faith  by  Hymns  of  the  Heart,  1848,  which  in- 
clude many  of  his  finest  songs;  and  in  1852 
by  The  Passion  of  Jesus.  In  the  last  book  is 
to  be  found  this  nymn,  entitled,  **  Third  Sor- 
rowful Mysterv,  Song  of  the  Seraphs."  It 
ranks  as  one  ot  his  most  spiritual  and  beauti- 
ful poems,  and  has  been  widely  used  by 
churches  both  in  England  and  America.  Mr. 
Bridges  removed  to  Canada,  and  of  late  years 
has  resided  in  the  Trovincc  of  Quebec. 
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"  Thf  nofk  is  donf."  S.  M.  I). 

Bkvonii  the  starry  <*kleii, 

Far  an  the  eternal  hilU, 
There  in  the  iMiiiiidless  world  of  liglit 

Our  grrtit  Ke<lf«MniT  dwrllii. 
Around  him  hiikHh  fait 

In  (oufitleuM  (tiMiirs  shine, 
AncI  ever,  in  extiltrd  lays. 

They  offer  Hofi^H  diviiir. 

2  "  Hall.  VrUuf  of  Life!"  I  hey  «  r>, 
"  VVhone  uiirkani|ilf'd  lovr 

Mrivfd  tlire  to  i|Ul(  tlii'si*  ^^\ntUnl%  rralmn 

And  ro\alti<*n  abovi'." 
And  when  lie  s(f»oiN-d  ti»  rurth, 

And  siiflrrnl  mill'  disdain. 
Thry  «  an|  ihclr   lionoin  al  Ills*  l»*rt, 

And  wuiiiil  III  hl)i  (rain 

3  Tliry  MW  liliii  1*11  the  t  fmn, 
VVhil«*  darkiirhit  \all«*<l  the  »kie«, 

And  hIuii  \\v  liiirHl  Ihr  yatr*  of  dMth, 

f  hrv  kiiw  th«*  I  otMiiirior  rl»r 
Tlir>  ihriMi|rr>«|  hi*  <h«ri<4  wheeU, 

And  (Hilrliltn  lo  lit*  thrfHir  ; 
Thfii  Av^t^iH  ihi-lr  goldrti  harp*  mid  •ung— 

"  f  lif  kIoiIoiim  woik  U  diMir." 


The  original  form  of  thin  hymn  i»  probably. 
"  lifyoml  thr  j<liffrriiig,  Marry  glol)r»,"     Kev. 

itinwn  Fttfi'h,  v^lio  !•>  MipiHiH^dto  have  Itetn 
oin!  author  \miIi  l<rv.  Dr.  Daiiirl  Turner, 
watt  iKirri  in  1704,  and  dir*d  l>ri  rnifn'r  12. 
1767.  Mr  \Mf%  for  iiuifiy  yrurn  a  HaptiM  inin- 
ihirr  al  Kofnt^y.  I.n^land,  and  in  Hants, 
though  liitir  m  knov^n  of  liiti  liff.  The  hvmn 
auMtfSkrrii  Hi  lir.  I  urnriJi  Siiirfitamt  \fitral 
roirn^,  I7V4,  and  in  thai   liook  it  liaik  more 


THE  LORD  JESUS  CHRIST. 


Hb  l9  sone-a  cloud  of  light 
Hu  rccdved  him  from  our  siehl ; 
High  In  heaven,  where  »>^  oHn™ 
FdIIowi  not,  nor  angels  ken : 
ThrouEb  the  valla  (ri^llnw  and  spai 
Passeirinta  Ihe  holies)  place : 

All  Ihe  tallle  foughl  and  won. 
I  He  Is  gone— towards  th«ir  goal 
World  and  church  mu^  onward  re 

Forward"areourgl^anc«  m.'i ! 
sun  his  words  beTore  us  nnce 
Through  the  a 


jii™§;' 


ihall  beti^d  h 


^anill  he  comes  again: 
ibove  ihls  earthly  sphere 


being  the  rector  of  the  church  in  that  parish. 
He  entered  the  school  at  Kugby  when  he  was 
fourteen  years  of  age,  and  was  prepared  for 
college  under  the  care  of  that  prince  of  teach- 
ers. Dr.  Thomas  Arnold.  Everybody  has 
read  the  story  of  Tom  Brtmin't  ScMool-days 
at  Rugdy;  it  is  said  that  the  character  of 
"Arthur  "  in  that  tale  found  its  original  sug- 

Kstion  in  this  famous  Dean  of  Westminster. 
;  graduated  in  1837  at  Balliol  College,  Ox- 
ford. Twenty  years  afterward  he  was  ap- 
pointed Professor  of  Ecclesiastical  History  in 
that  same  university.  But  in  1863  he  came 
forth  from  cloister  life  and  accepted  the  posi- 
tion of  dean  in  England's  proudest  abbey. 
This  office  he  held  until  his  death,  July  18. 
I88t. 

Dean  Stanley  is  known  in  this  country  bet- 
ter through  his  printed  volumes,  his  lectures 
on  the  jewiih  Church  and  on  the  Eastern 
Church,  than  by  his  hymns.  He  was  famed 
as  a  preacher  in  his  later  years  also.  It  was 
our  glad  privilege  on  one  remembered  occa- 
sion to  listen  to  the  voice  of  Dean  Stanley  in 
his  own  pulpit.  We  saw  the  notice  of  a  ser- 
vice on  a  stormy  Sunday,  and  assumed  that 
one  more  in  the  audience  would  not  be  un- 
welcome. It  was  raining  as  only  Great  Brit- 
ain knows  how  10  rain  in  winter.  London 
streets  were  fearful.  ^'et  great  crowds  of 
people  stood  just  outside  of  Westminster  Ab- 
bey, as  did  we,  for  near  an  hour,  waiting  till 
the  door  should  be  opened.  Then  that  vast 
nave  was  thronged  as  far  back  from  the  pul- 
pit as  it  was  possible  to  hear  any  living  voice. 
The  stone  pavement  was  wet  from  the  drip- 
ping garments,  and  the  chill  day  was  unutter- 
ably cheerless.  But  when  the  speaker  began 
his  discourse,  every  discouragement  was  fw- 
gotien.  And  we  bore  away  with  m  a  mem- 
ory, that  now  shines  out  through  the  years,  of 
a  thoughtful  man  and  a  sincere  Christian. 

The  present  hymn  was  written  in  1859  for 
of  a  private  family,  and  was  first  pub- 
1  MacmiUatt's  Magatine.  June,  1863. 

7J.D. 


'Dealk  I'l  dradr 


warftredooe. 


The  Rev.  Arthur  Penrhyn  Stanley,  D.  D.. 
A'as  bom  in  Alderley.  England,  December  13, 
"■"      ■■  '■■-..     --j,^  ^jg  father 
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In  Rev.  Dr.  John  S.  B.  Monsell's  Hymns 
of  Ltnte  and  Praise^  1863,  this  is  found  in  five 
stanzas  from  which  the  two  double-stanza 
verses  here  given  are  compiled.  It  has  an- 
nexed to  it  the  reference,  Psalm  47  :  5,  6  • 
"  God  is  gone  up  with  a  shout,  the  Lord  with 
the  sound  of  a  trumpet.  Sing  praises  to  God, 
sing  praises  :  sing  praises  unto  our  King,  sing 
praises."  He  calls  it  a  '*  Hymn  for  Ascension 
Day.' 


tuted  in  the  form  of  an  anniversary.  It  is 
encouraging  to  note  that  the  American  peo- 
ple are  working  toward  this  rapidly. 


The  Risen  Redeemer.  7s. 

Christ,  the  Lord,  is  risen  to  day, 
Our  triumphant  holy-day : 
He  endured  the  cross  and  grave, 
Sinners  to  redeem  and  save. 

2  Lo!  he  rises,  mighty  King! 
Where,  O  Death  !  is  now  thy  sting? 
Lo!  he  claims  his  native  sky  ! 
Gravel  Where  is  thy  victor\? 

X  Sinners,  see  your  ransom  paid, 
Peace  with  God  for  ever  made ; 
With  your  risen  Saviour  rise* 
Claim  with  him  the  purchasea  skies. 

L  Christ,  the  Lord,  is  risen  to-day, 
Our  triumphant  holy-<iay, 
Loud  the  song  of  victory  raise ; 
Shout  the  great  Redeemer's  praise. 

This  anonymous  composition  is  found  in 
Lyra  Davidica,  1 708 :  afterwards  it  appeared 
in  Evans*  Collection,  1 786,  entitled  **  The 
Resurrection  Hymn."  It  seems  too  good  to 
remain  nameless. 

Christians  at  large  have  already  had,  and 
through  all  time  cherished,  one  excellent  aid 
in  remembering  that  '*  Jesus  Christ,  of  the 
seed  of  David,  was  raised  from  the  dead." 
The  institution  of  the  first  day  of  the  week  as 
the  Sabbath  is  a  permanent  memorial.  We 
all  understand  that  a  primary  and  important 
office  of  the  remarkable  alteration  of  the  day. 
noticeable  between  the  Old  Testament  and 
the  New,  even  the  change  in  name  which  now 
calls  it  the  "  Lord's  Day,"  was  just  to  perpet- 
uate the  august  fact  of  Jesus'  rising  from  the 
tomb. 

We  have  no  healthful  or  happy  associations 
with  Saturday.  It  was  the  day  in  which 
wickedness  triumphed  and  death  held  rule. 
Sunday,  the  first  day  of  the  week,  opened  with 
a  new  Hght,  and  all  our  memories  of  it  are 
joyous.  In  religious  matters  it  is  often  quite 
as  necessary  to  prompt  recollection  as  it  is  to 
instruct  intelligence.  We  need  to  be  reminded 
quite  as  much  as  we  need  to  be  taught.  Men 
are  profited  frecjucntiy  by  a  rehearsal  of  old 
truth  as  well  as  by  the  revelation  of  new. 

And  we  cannot  help  thinking  that  Easter 
makes  an  excellent  annual  Lord's  Day.  In 
most  countries  where  the  (>ospel  has  made 
its  way  a  yearly  recognition  is  likewise  insti- 


The  Resurrection.  7s. 

Angela  !  roll  the  rock  away ; 
Death !  yield  up  thy  mighty  prey ; 
See!  the  Saviour  leaves  the  tomb. 
Glowing  with  immortal  bloom. 

2  Hark  !  the  wondering  angels  raise 
I.,ouder  notes  of  joyful  praise; 
Let  the  earth's  remotest  hound 
Echo  with  the  blissful  sound. 

X  Saints  on  earth,  lift  up  your  eyes — 
Now  to  glory  see  him  rise 
In  long  triumph  through  the  sky, 
Up  to  waiting  worlds  on  high. 

4  Heaven  unfolds  its  portals  wide ! 
Mighty  Conqueror!  through  them  ride; 
King  of  glor\' !  mount  thy  throne, 
Boundless  empire  is  thine  own. 

Rev.  Thomas  Scott,  the  writer  of  this  hymn, 
was  bom  in  Norwich,  England,  in  1705,  and 
was  the  son  of  a  Dissenting  minister.  As  a 
young  man  he  taught  in  a  school  in  Norfolk, 
and  preached  once  a  month  at  Harleston.  In 
1733  he  was  settled  as  a  pastor  at  Lowestoft ; 
but,  as  the  climate  proved  too  severe  for  his 
delicate  health,  he  removed  a  year  later  to 
Ipswich,  where  he  was  co-pastor  with  Mr. 
Baxter,  minister  of  the  Presb\terian  congre- 
gation. On  the  death  of  Mr.  Baxter  in  1740 
he  succeeded  to  the  full  charge  ;  this  he  held 
for  many  years,  but  in  1774  his  health  failed, 
and  he  was  compyelled  to  resign  his  office, 
although  he  still  preached  at  Hapton  in  Nor- 
folk, whither  he  had  retired  on  leaving  Ip- 
swich. He  died  there  in  1775.  Mr.  Scott 
was  the  author  of  several  poetical  works,  in- 
cluding Tht'  Book  of  Job,  in  English  Verse ; 
translated  from  the  orii^inal  Hebrew,  with 
Remarks  Historical,  Critical,  and  Ex  plana- 
tory.  He  wrote  a  number  of  hymns  which 
appear  in  old  Presbyterian  collections  and  in 
some  Unitarian  books.  The  hymn  quoted 
above  consisted  originallv  of  nine  stanzas,  and 
has  l)een  much  altered  ;  ft  is  supposed  to  have 
been  written  in  1769. 


'Lion  of  Judahr 

Risk,  glorious  Conqueror,  rise; 
Into  thy  native  skies — 

Assunio  thy  right ; 
And  where  in  manv  a  fold 
The  clouds  are  backward  rolled — 
Pass  through  those  gates  of  gold, 

.\nd  reign  in  light ! 

2  Victor  o'er  death  and  hell ! 
Cherubic  leeions  swell 

Thy  racFiant  train : 
Praises  all  heaven  inspire; 
Kach  angel  sweeps  his  U*re, 
.Vntl  waves  his  wings  of  fire— 

Thou  Lamb  once  slain! 


6s,  4s. 
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3  Enter,  incarnate  God  ! 
No  feet  out  thine  have  trod 

The  serpent  down : 
Blow  the  full  trumpets,  blow ! 
Wider  yon  portals  throw  ! 
Saviour  triumphant — go, 

And  take  thy  crown ! 

4  Lion  of  Judah — Hail! 
And  let  thy  name  prevail 

From  age  to  age ; 
Lord  of  the  rolling  years. 
Claim  for  thine  own  the  spheres, 
For  thou  hast  bought  with  tears 

Thy  heritage! 

This  hymn  by  Matthew  Bridges  can  be 
found  in  full  in  the  Lyra  Catholica ;  it  first 
appeared  in  his  Hymns  of  the  Heart,  1848, 
where  it  had  seven  stanzas,  and  was  entitled 
** Ascension."  Most  of  the  compositions  of 
this  author,  once  an  Episcopalian,  but  now  a 
Roman  Catholic,  were  introduced  into  the 
hymnals  in  the  Protestant  churches  through 
the  Plymouth  Collection  of  Henry  Ward 
Beecher,  1855.  Mr.  Bridges  was  born  in 
1800,  and  of  late  has  been  residing  in  the 
neighborhood  of  Quebec ;  he  must  be  very 
old,  if  living  at  the  present  time. 

440  ''Jrsusis  Ktng."  6s,  4s. 

Let  us  awake  our  joys. 
Strike  up  with  cheerful  voice, 

Each  creature,  sing- 
Angels,  begin  the  song, 
Mortals,  the  strain  prolong, 
In  accents  sweet  and  strong, 

"Jesus  is  King." 

2  All  hail  the  glorious  day. 
When  through  the  heavenly  way, 

Lo,  he  shall  come ! 
While  they  who  pierced  him  wail, 
His  promise  shall  not  fail ; 
Saints,  see  your  King  prevail : 

Oreat  Saviour,  come. 

This  piece  was  contributed  by  its  author, 
Rev.  William  Kingsbury,  to  Dobell's  New 
Selection,  1806.  His  name  is  connected  with 
only  one  other  hymn — that  l)eginning.  *'  Great 
Lord  of  all  thv  churches!  hear."  He  was 
born  July  12,  1744,  in  Bishopsgate  Sreeet, 
London ;  began  his  education  at  the  Mer- 
chant Tailors'  School,  and  continued  it  at 
Christ's  Hospital  School.  Subsequently  he 
studied  for  the  ministry  at  an  Independent 
Academy  in  London,  and  when  but  twenty- 
one  years  old  was  ordained.  The  forty-five 
years  of  his  pastoral  labors  were  spent  with 
the  ancient  Congregational  Church,  Above 
Bar,  in  Southampton :  and  here  he  died 
peacefully,  February  18,  181 8. 

447  "  If  or  thv  thr  Lambr  6s,  4s. 

Glory  to  (lod  on  high  ! 
Let  heavcti  and  earth  reply, 

"  Praise  ye  his  name  !" 
His  love  and  grace  adore. 
Who  all  our  sorrows  bore; 
Sing  loud  for  evermore, 

"Worthy  the  Lamb!" 


2  While  they  around  the  throne 
Cheerfully  join  in  one, 

Praising  his  name — 
Ye  who  have  felt  his  blood 
Sealing  your  peace  with  God. 
Sound  his  dear  name  abroad, 

'•  Worthy  the  Lamb !" 

3  Join,  all  ye  ransomed  race, 
Our  Lord  and  God  to  bless ; 

Praise  ye  his  name ! 
In  him  we  will  rejoice. 
And  make  a  joyful  noise, 
Shouting  with  heart  and  voice, 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb  !" 

Rev.  James  Allen,  preacher  and  hymn- 
writer,  was  born  at  Gayle  in  Yorkshire,  Eng- 
land, June  24,  1734.  As  the  boy  grew  up  he 
was  intended  at  first  to  be  a  clergyman  of  the 
Established  Church,  but  during  his  study  years 
he  became  interested  in  the  teaching  of  Benja- 
min Ingham,  the  founder  of  the  sect  which 
bore  his  name.  They  were  Independents  in 
church  discipline,  but  had  some  peculiarities 
of  doctrine  and  practice ;  Mr.  Allen  joined 
their  number,  becoming  a  zealous  itinerant 
preacher.  On  one  occasion  he  was  saved  from 
a  mob  only  by  the  fortunate  arrival  of  an  old 
friend,  who  was  a  local  magistrate.  In  1761 
he  went  to  Scotland  to  investigate  the  char- 
acter of  the  churches  which  had  been  founded 
by  the  preachers  Glas  and  Sandeman,  and 
was  so  much  impressed  by  his  observations 
that  he  retired  from  the  Inghamitesand  joined 
the  Sandemanians.  He  afterwards  left  the 
new  sect,  and  built  a  chapel  in  his  own  estate 
at  Gayle,  where  he  ministered  until  his  death. 
October  31,  1804.  Mr.  Allen  was  the  editor 
and  principal  contributor  to  the  Kendal  Hymn 
Book,  1757.  Nearly  a  hundred  of  his  compo- 
sitions have  appeared  in  different  books  since, 
but  few  are  in  common  use  at  present. 


448  Christ  for  the  World, 

Christ  for  the  world  we  sing; 
The  world  lo  Christ  we  bring, 

With  loving  zeal ; 
The  poor,  and  them  that  mourn, 
The  faint  and  overborne, 
Sin-sick  and  sorrow-worn. 

Whom  Christ  doth  heal. 

2  Christ  for  the  world  we  sing; 
The  world  to  Christ  we  bring, 

With  ferxcnt  prayer; 
The  wayward  and  the  lost. 
By  restless  passions  tossed. 
Redeemed  at  countless  cost 

From  dark  despair. 

3  Christ  for  the  world  we  sing; 
The  world  to  Christ  we  bring, 

With  one  accord ; 
With  us  the  work  to  share. 
With  us  reproach  to  dare. 
With  us  the  cross  to  bear. 

For  Christ  our  Lord. 

4  Christ  for  the  world  we  sing ; 
The  world  to  Christ  we  bring. 

With  jovful  song : 
The  new-born  souls,  whose  days. 
Reclaimed  from  error's  way's, 
Inspired  with  hope  and  praise. 

To  Christ  belong. 


6s,  4S. 
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Rev.  Samuel  Wolcott,  D.  D.,  the  author  of 
this  hymn,  has  given  an  account  of  the  sug- 
gestion which  first  brought  it  into  existence. 
Some  time  in  the  year  1869  the  Young  Men's 
Associations  of  Ohio  met  in  one  of  the  churches 
of  Cleveland.  Over  the  pulpit  in  evergreen 
letters  they  placed  their  motto :  **  Christ  for 
the  World,  and  the  World  for  Christ."  On 
the  way  home  from  the  first  service,  walking 
by  himself  in  the  road  in  a  spirit  of  meditation, 
he  **  put  together  these  four  stanzas  "  as  they 
now  appear.  He  had  himself  been  a  faithful 
missionary  for  many  years  in  Syria,  and  his 
heart  was  afiame  when  such  a  sentiment  kin- 
dled it.  This  author  began  to  compose  hymns 
only  in  his  later  life.  Behind  him  have  been 
left  more  than  two  hundred  in  number,  of 
varying  excellence,  which  it  is  hoped  will  some 
day  find  their  way  into  the  modem  hymnals 
for  use.  He  wrote  these  words  in  1883,  less 
than  three  years  previous  to  his  somewhat 
sudden  decease :  **  I  have  the  feeling  that  I 
can  >*Tite  a  better  hymn  than  I  have  yet  writ- 
ten ;  and,  having  leisure  now,  am  turning  my 
attention  that  way.  But  after  all,  a  good 
hymn  can  be  written  only  as  it  is  given  of 
God ;  and  it  usually  comes,  if  at  all,  at  some 
unconscious  moment.  And  after  it  is  written, 
it  can  soar  only  as  some  suitable  tune  may 
furnish  it  with  wings."  This  hymn  was  ap- 
propriately sung  at  the  funeral  of  its  author 
m  the  various  churches  he  ser\'ed. 


The  Angf Is*  praise.  6s,  4s. 

Sing,  sing  his  lofty  praise, 
Whom  angels  can  not  raise, 

But  whom  they  sing ; 
Jesus  who  reigiis  above, 
Object  of  angels'  love, 
Jesus,  whose  grace  we  prove, 

Jesus,  our  king. 

2  Rich  is  the  grace  we  sing, 
Poor  is  the  praise  we  bring, 

Not  as  we  ought ; 
But  when  we  see  his  face, 
In  yonder  glorious  place, 
Then  shall  we  sing  his  grace, 

Sing  without  fault. 

This  hymn  of  Rev.  Thomas  Kelly,  found 
in  the  fifth  edition  of  his  book,  1820,  has  six 
stanzas,  from  which  the  two  here  in  use  have 
been  selected.  It  has  annexed  to  it  a  refer- 
ence to  Psalm  145  :   1,2. 

450  The  Return  to  Heaven.  8s,  7s,  7s. 

Jesus  comes,  his  conflict  over, 

Comes  to  claim  his  great  reward  ; 
An|{els  round  the  Victor  hover. 

Crowding  to  behold  their  Lord  ; 
Haste,  ye  saints  !  your  tribute  bring, 
Crown  nim,  everlasting  King. 

2  Yonder  throne  for  him  erected. 
Now  becomes  the  Victor's  seat ; 

Lo.  the  Man  on  earth  rejected  ! 
Angels  worshiu  at  his  ft*et  : 

Haste,  ye  saints  !  your  tribute  bring, 

Crown  nim,  everlasting  King. 


3  Day  and  night  they  cry  before  him, 

"  Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord  !" 
All  the  powers  of  heaven  adore  him, 

All  obey  his  sovereign  word ; 
Haste,  ye  saints  !  your  tribute  bring. 
Crown  him,  everlasting  King. 

Rev.  Thomas  Kelly  gives  us  this  in  addi- 
tion to  the  many  other  excellent  helps  in  our 
singing.  It  was  written  or  first  published  in 
i8<X,  and  was  suggested  by  I.  Corinthians 
1 5 :  54.  In  the  stanza  usually  omitted  the  line 
began,  **  Hark,  ten  thousand  voices  cry."  The 
piece  is  valuable  because  of  the  rareness  with 
which  our  poets  seem  to  choose  for  their  song 
that  majestic  moment  chosen  here — the  mo- 
ment when  Immanuel  returns  to  his  Father's 
side.  A  passage  in  the  book  of  Revelation 
reaches  the  absolute  height  of  sublimity  as  it 
rehearses  the  incidents  of  that  spectacle,  and 
it  records  the  vast  ascription  of  honors  to 
Christ :  **  Saying  with  a  loud  voice.  Worthy  is 
the  Lamb  that  was  slain  to  receive  power,  and 
riches,  and  wisdom,  and  strength,  and  honor, 
and  glory,  and  blessing."  This  seems  to  in- 
clude ever)thing  that  mind  can  conceive  of 
supreme  ownership  and  control.  They  lay  the 
universe  down  at  his  feet.  The  special  reason 
they  suggest  for  their  applause  is  significant. 
It  is  as  the  "  Lamb  that  was  slain  "  that  they 
exalt  him  to  the  eminence.  These  angels  had 
no  part  in  the  atonement,  but  they  knew  just 
where  Christ's  greatest  exploits  had  been  done. 
They  had  for  ages  **  desired  earnestly  to  look 
into  "  this  mystery  of  his  humiliation ;  now 
they  understood  what  it  meant.  Just  before 
Jesus  left  the  bosom  of  the  Father,  on  his  way 
to  suffering  and  death,  while  even  the  lowliest 
garments  of  his  humiliation  were  on  him.  they 
had  been  challenged  to  pay  him  the  usual 
adoration  :  **  And  again,  when  he  bringeth  in 
the  first-begotten  into  the  world,  he  saith.  And 
let  all  the  angels  of  God  worship  him."  As  if  the 
Almighty  would  say,  "  You  shall  not  even  now 
despise  my  Son  !  though  he  is  bearing  sin  and 
shame  and  contumely,  give  him  every  honor 
as  the  chief  in  the  realm  !"  Now  they  saw  him 
coming  to  his  old  place  and  glory  again ;  and 
they  knew  that  the  Lamb  of  God  had  brought 
fresh  honor  to  his  adorable  name.  **  And  the 
four  living  creatures  said.  Amen  !"  Here  was 
an  anthem  in  one  word.  And  **  Amen .'"  is 
the  same  in  all  human  languages.  Here  was 
the  universal  endorsement  of  the  themes  of 
all  the  songs  at  once.  F'or  **  Amen  r  means. 
**  So  be  it."  Hence,  it  was  the  acquiescence 
of  all  creation.  Here,  then,  was  the  last  dox- 
olog\'  of  a  satisfied  realm  that  the  I^mb  of  God 
was  going  hereafter  to  rule.  It  was  the  calm 
rejoicing  of  a  universe  which  had  reached 
good  government  at  last.     There  is  rest  for 
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the  tired  heart  in  that  sweet  glad  Amen ! 
There  is  peace  for  all  the  singing  soldiers  of 
God  in  that  Amen  !  There  is  solace  for  the 
disturbed  foreboding  mind  in  that  Amen  ! 
Oh,  there  is  infinite  satisfaction  for  the  uni- 
verse in  that  Amen.  It  makes  one  feel  like 
falling  down,  as  the  elders  did,  and  worship- 
ing him  **  that  liveth  for  ever  and  ever." 

45 1  Isaiah  63 :  i.  8s,  7s,  7s. 

Who  is  this  that  comes  from  Edom, 
AH  his  raiment  stained  with  blooa; 

To  the  slave  proclaiming  freedom ; 
Bringing  and  bestowing  good : 

Glorious  in  the  garb  he  wears, 

Glorious  in  the  spoils  he  bears? 

2  'T  is  the  Saviour,  now  victorious, 
Traveling  onward  in  his  might ; 

'T  is  the  Saviour,  oh,  how  glorious 

To  his  people  is  the  sight ! 
Jesus  now  is  strong  to  save; 
Mighty  to  redeem  the  slave. 

3  Why  that  blood  his  raiment  staining? 
'T  is  the  blood  of  many  slain ; 

Of  his  foes  there's  none  remaining, 

None  the  contest  to  maintain : 
Fallen  they,  no  more  to  rise, 
All  their  glory  prostrate  lies. 

4  Mighty  Victor,  reign  for  e\'er; 
Wear  the  crown  so  dearly  won ; 

Never  shall  thy  people,  never 

Cease  to  sing  what  thou  hast  done; 
Thou  hast  fought  thy  people's  foes, 
Thou  hast  healed  thy  people's  woes. 

Another  of  Rev.  Thomas  Kelly's  Hymns 
on  Various  Passages  of  Scripture  ;  published 
in  1809,  and  founded  upon  Isaiah  63:1-3. 
"  Who  is  this  that  cometh  from  Edom.  with 
dyed  garments  from  Bozrah?  this  that  is 
glorious  in  his  apparel,  traveling  in  the  great- 
ness of  his  strength  }  I  that  speak  in  right- 
eousness, mighty  to  save.  Wherefore  art 
thou  red  in  thine  apparel,  and  thy  garments 
like  him  that  treadeth  in  the  winefat  ?  I  have 
trodden  the  winepress  alone  ;  and  of  the  peo- 
ple there  was  none  with  me :  for  I  will  tread 
them  in  mine  anger,  and  trample  them  in 
my  fury ;  and  their  blood  shall  be  sprinkled 
upon  my  garments,  and  I  will  stain  all  my 
raiment." 


452  A II glory  to  Cht  is/. 

Glory,  glorx-  to  our  King! 

Crowns  unfading  wreathe  his  head ; 
Jesus  is  the  name  we  sing — 

Jesus,  risen  from  the  dead  ; 
Jesus,  Conqueror  o'er  the  grave; 
Jesus,  mighty  now  to  save. 

2  Jesus  is  gone  up  on  high  : 
Angels  come  to  meet  their  King  ; 

Shouts  triumphant  rend  the  sky. 

While  the  Victor's  praise  they  sing  : 
"Open  now.  ye  heavenly  gates! 
'T  is  the  King  ot  glor>'  waits." 

3  Now  behold  him  high  enthroned. 
Glory  beaming  from  his  face. 

By  adoring  angels  owned, 
Go<l  of  holiness  and  grace! 


7s.  61. 


Oh,  for  hearts  and  tongues  to  sing — 
"  Glory,  glory  to  our  Kingl" 

Once  more  we  choose  from  Rev.  Thom 
Kelly's  Hymns  on  Various  Passages.  Tl 
was  published  in  1804,  and  is  founded  up 
Psalm  47:5,  6:  "God  is  gone  up  with 
shout,  the  Lord  with  the  sound  of  a  trump 
Sing  praises  to  God,  sing  praises :  sing  prais 
unto  our  King,  sing  praises." 


'Jesus  reigTts.** 


8s.  7S» : 


Hark  !  ten  thousand  harps  and  voices 
Sound  the  note  of  praise  above; 

Jesus  reigns,  and  heaven  rejoices; 
Jesus  reigns,  the  God  of  love; 

See,  he  sits  on  yonder  throne; 

Jesus  rules  the  world  alone. 

2  King  of  glory  I  reign  for  ever — 
Thine  an  everlasting  crown ; 

Nothing,  from  thy  love,  shall  sever 

Those  whom  thou  hast  made  thine  own- 
Happy  objects  of  thy  grace, 
Destnied  to  behold  thy  face. 

3  Saviour!  hasten  thine  appearing; 
Bring,  oh,  bring  the  glorious  day. 

When,  the  awful  summons  hearing. 

Heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away — 
Then,  with  golden  harps,  we  'II  sing' — 
"  Glor>-,  glor>'  to  our  King !" 

These  words,  sung  to  the  tune  **  Harwell 
are  familiar  in    all  the  American  church* 
Rev.  Thomas  Kelly  wrote  them  for  the  » 
ond  edition  of  his  Hymns,  1806,  and  Lov 
Mason  gave  us  the  music,  and  added 
Hallelujah  at  the  end  in  order  to  comp 
the  strain. 
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WV  live  in  Him. 


8s, 


Skk,  the  Conqueror  mounts  in  triumph ! 

See  the  King  in  royal  state, 
Riding  on  the  clouds,  his  chariot, 

To  his  heavenly  palace  gale ! 
Hark!  the  choirs  of  angel  voices 

Joyful  hallelujahs  sing. 
And  the  portals  high  are  lifted 

To  receive  their  neavenly  King. 

2  Who  is  this  that  comes  in  glory, 
With  the  trump  of  iubilee? 

Lord  of  battles,  (rod  of  armies. 

He  has  gained  the  victory ; 
He,  who  on  the  cri>ss  did  suffer, 

He,  who  from  the  grave  arose. 
He  has  vanquished  sm  and  Satan, 

He  by  death  has  spoiled  his  foes. 

3  Thou  hast  raised  our  human  naturi 
On  the  clouds  to  God's  right  hand ; 

There  we  sit  in  heavenly  places, 
There  with  thee  in  gIor>-  stand  ; 

Jesus  reigns,  adored  by  angels; 
Man  with  God  is  on  the  throne: 

Might v  Lord  !  in  thine  ascension 
\Ve  by  faith  behold  our  own. 

4  Lift  us  up  from  earth  to  heaven. 
Give  us  wings  of  failh  and  love. 

Gales  of  holy  aspirations, 
Wafting  us  It)  realms  above: 

That,  with  hearts  and  minds  uplif 
We  with  Christ  our  Lord  may  d 

Where  he  sits  enthroned  in  glor>- 
In  the  heavenly  citadel. 
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S  So  at  last,  when  he  appcareth. 

We  from  out  our  graves  may  spring, 
With  our  youth  renewed  like  eaeles', 

Flocking  round  our  heavenly  King, 
Caught  up  on  the  clouds  of  heaven. 

And  may  meet  him  in  the  air — 
Rise  to  realms  where  he  is  reigning. 

And  may  reign  for  ever  there. 

lishop  Christopher  Wordsworth  has  given 
this  song  in  his  Holy  Vear,  1862,  but  of 
i  length  that  it  sometimes  appears  in  two 
:ions.  It  is  confessedly  the  finest  and  no- 
t  of  his  compositions,  and  many  of  the 
;  critics  have  pronounced  it  the  **  nearest 
roach  in  style  and  treatment  to  a  Greek 
known  to  us  in  the  English  language." 
ihearses  facts,  it  presents  gospel  truths,  it 
xiuces  celestial    s^nnbols,   it   swells  out 

an  anthem  of  intense  jubilation.  Our 
is  are  kindled  with  the  hopes  it  pictures 
»ur  **  youth  renewed  like  eagles'."  of  our 
ing  caught  up  on  the  clouds  of  heaven," 
ting  Jesus  **  in  the  air."  Oh.  this  is  a 
i  faith  to  live  in !     A  better  faith  to  die 

Somewhere  I  have  read  that  Ary  Schef- 
ell  dead  at  the  foot  of  a  picture  he  was 
ting;    he  surrendered  his  breath  in  the 

act  of  drawing  on  the  canvas  the  rolling 
y  of  the  stone  from  the  sepulcher  of  the 
i  Jesus  Christ.  Surely  no  theme  of  con- 
flation could  be  more  fitting  for  one  just 
ring  the  great  New  World  ! 


Easirr  Anthrm. 


8s,  7S.  D. 


Sing  with  all  the  sons  of  Klor>-. 

Sing  the  resurrection  son^! 
Death  and  sorrow,  earth's  dark  stor>', 

To  the  former  days  belong : 
All  around  the  clouds  are  breaking. 

Soon  the  storms  of  lime  shall  cease, 
In  God's  likeness,  man,  awaking. 

Knows  the  everlasting  inace. 

2  Oh,  what  glopk-,  far  exceeding 
All  that  eye  has  vet  perceivea  ! 

Holiest  hearts  for  a^es  pleading. 

Never  that  full  ioy  conceiveil. 
God  has  promise<l,  Christ  prepares  it, 

There  on  high  our  welcome  wails; 
Every  humble  spirit  shares  it, 

Christ  has  passe<l  the  eternal  gates. 

3  Life  eternal !  heaven  rejoices, 
Jesus  lives  who  once  was  dead  ; 

Join,  f)  man.  the  (lejilhless  v<^ices, 

Child  of  God.  lift  up  ihv  head! 
Patriarchs  from  the  (lislant  ajijes. 

Saints  all  lotiKiti^  for  their  heaven, 
Prophets,  pvilmisls,  seers  and  sages, 

All  await  the  j^lor>-  Kiven. 

4  Life  eternal '  oh,  what  wonders 
Crowd  oil  faith  ;  what  jov  unknown. 

When,  amidst  earth's  (losing  thunders. 
Saints  shall  stand  before  the  throne! 

Oh,  to  enter  that  bright  |Mmal, 
See  that  vjlowinp  firmament. 

Know,  with  thee,  O  God  immort.il, 
"Jesus  Christ  whom  thou  hast  sent !" 

le  best  English   rendering  of  the  *'/>/W 
'  was  made  by  the  Rev.  William  Josiah 


Irons,  D.  D.,  the  composer  of  this  hvmn.  He 
was  a  son  of  Joseph  Irons,  an  Independent 
preacher,  and  was  bom  September  12,  1812, 
at  Hoddesdon  in  Hertfordshire,  England. 
Graduating  from  Queen's  College,  Oxford,  in 
1833.  he  became  in  1835  curate  of  St.  Mary's, 
Newington,  and  vicar,  successively,  of  St. 
Peter's,  Walworth,  1837;  Barkway,  Hertford- 
shire, 1838;  Brompton,  London,  1842.  Sub- 
sequently, he  became  Prebendary  of  St.  Paul's, 
London,  and  rector  of  St.  Mar>'-Woolnoth. 
Throughout  his  life  Dr.  Irons  was  noted  for 
his  devotion  to  the  Church  of  England  and 
his  extreme  High  Church  views.  He  began 
to  write  and  to  translate  hymns  during  his 
curacy  at  St.  Mary's.  Newington,  and  con- 
tinued it  until  his  death,  which  took  place 
June  18,  1883.  His  hymns  are  said  to  be 
especially  fine.  According  to  Julian,  their 
"  variety  of  subjects  and  meters,  intense  ear- 
nestness and  almost  faultless  rh)'thm,  must 
commend  them  to  the  notice  of  hymn-book 
compilers." 

496  ''Lamb  of  Godr  Ss.  7s.  D. 

Lamb  of  God !  thou  now  art  seated 

High  upon  thy  Father's  throne; 
All  thy  gracious  work  completed. 

All  thy  mighty  victor>-  won  : 
Every-  knee  m  heaven  is  bending 

To  the  Lamb  for  sinners  slain : 
Even'  voice  and  harp  is  swelling— 

"  Worthy  is  the  Lamb  to  reign." 

a  Lord !  in  all  thy  power  and  glor>-, 

Still  thy  thoughts  and  eyes  are  here, 
Watching  o'er  thy  ransome*!  people, 

To  thy  gracious  heart  so  dear. 
Thou  for  us  art  interceding ; 

Everlasting  is  thy  love; 
And  a  hlessM  rest  preparing, 

In  our  Father's  house  above. 

3  Lamb  of  God !  thou  soon  in  glor>- 

Wilt  to  this  sad  earth  return  ; 
All  thy  foes  shall  quake  before  thee, 

All  that  now  despise  thee  mouni : 
Then  thy  saints  too  shall  attend  thee, 

With  thee  in  thy  kingdom  reigii ; 
Thine  the  praise,  and  thine  the  glor>- 

Lamb  of  God,  for  sinners  slain  ! 

Rev.  James  George  Deck  has  included  this 
in  his  Appefuiix  to  the  Hymns  for  the  Poor 
of  the  Flock,  1841.  It  is  remarkable  for  the 
ease  and  gracefulness  with  which  it  connects 
the  grand  evangelical  truths  of  the  g()S|)el 
with  the  resurrection  and  ascension  of  the 
Lord  Jesus  to  the  right  hand  of  the  throne  of 
God.  The  praises  of  the  redeemed  ones 
are  made  the  vehicle  of  a  gracious  invitation 
to  sinners ;  the  promise  of  Christ's  return  to 
the  earth  as  he  left  it  is  swiftlv  led  awav  into 
an  expostulation  with  those  who  continue 
unrep>entant  in  view  of  such  matchless  grace. 
So  let  us  bear  in  mind  that  the  resurrection 
of  Jesus  Christ  is  more  than  a  fact ;  it  is  a 
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doctrine.  And  once  admiiied,  it  will  surely 
take  all  the  other  Christian  doctrines  in  its 
train.  Just  let  me  know  that  Jesus  himself 
folded  that  napkin,  burst  those  stony  barriers 
of  the  sepulcher.  and  led  captivity  captive, 
and  then  1  know  that  the  atonement  is  per- 
fected. Man  may  lind  his  way  unhindered 
in  returning  unto  Cod,  and  through  penitence 
and  faith  sin  may  be  checked,  Satan  con- 
quered, and  heaven  set  open  for  ever ! 

With  such  a  Gospel,  why  does  any  one 
wait?  Even  the  Turks  say  in  a  proverb, 
'■  Hold  thy  mantle  wide  open  when  heaven  is 
raining  gold !"  Here  is  offered  to  our  blind 
and  helpless  race  a  full  disclosure  of  the 
future  so  longed  for  and  needed.  "  Christ 
rose,  and  1  shall  surely  riie."  Is  it  the  work 
of  wise  men  to  reject  a  hope  so  resplendent  ? 
But  that  hope,  like  the  doctrine,  does  not  go 
or  come  alone :  It  carries  a  train  after  it. 
"  If  only  in  this  life  we  have  hope  in  Christ. 
we  are  of  all  men  most  miserable."  If  only 
in  that  life  we  have  hope  in  Christ,  we  are  of 
all  men  most  mean  and  most  selfish.  It 
would  be  a  strange  thing  to  see  in  the  Fa- 
ther's house  one  who  never  served  the  Father 
here,  nor  ever  loved  his  Son ! 


3  For  lh>-  rich,  thy  frw  ledeir 
BriftTil,  thouKti  vailed  in  da 

Thoughi  in  poor,  and  poor  o 
Who  can  sine  that  wotw"""" 

Brighinwsof.^eFaihrf. 


4  From  the  highest  Ihronc  of  glory 
Flowrw'pSsfy'ftir  ™  m"  flmT: 


Thei 


1 1h«  i<iiij;dom  all  iTiiiieou^n! 


It  was  doubtless  owing  to  the  prayers  of  a 
devoted  Christian  mother  that  Rev.  Robert 
Robinson  became  such  a  power  in  the  Chris- 
tian church.  He  was  bom  of  poor  parents. 
at  Swaffham,  in  Norfolk,  England.  Septem- 
ber 37.  1735.  His  father  died  while  his  son 
was  a  mere  child,  and  though  it  was  his 
mother's  fer\'ent  wish  to  see  her  boy  a  clergy- 
man in  the  Church  of  England,  she  was 
forced  through  poverty  to  apprentice  him  to 
a  London  barber  in  1749.  ft  was  not  a  very 
pleasant  position  for  one  who  was  fond  of 
books  and  study ;  and  the  uncongeniality  of 
his  surroundings  seems  to  have  lea  him  occa- 
sionally to  indulge  in  a  wild  frolic,  by  way  of 
relief.  Once,  while  with  a  crowd  of  boys 
bent  on  mischief,  he  helped  to  make  an  old 
gypsy-woman  intoxicated,  and  persuaded  her 
to  tell  his  fortune.  She  predicted  that  tte 
'■  would  see  his  children  and  grandchildren," 
which  statement  set  him  to  pondering  the 
fact  that  his  course  of  life  would  not  much 
benelit  his  prospective  household.  As  a  step 
in  the  right  direction,  he  went  at  once  to  hear 
Whitetield  preach,  and  the  sermon  was  the 
means  of  his  conversion.  He  lived  in  Lon- 
don until  1758,  and  then  began  to  preach,  or 
rather  to  exhort,  in  the  interests  of  the 
Methodists,  with  whom  he  had  connected 
himself.  After  his  marriage,  however,  he 
became  a  Baptist,  and  was  called  to  take 
charge  of  a  church  of  that  denomination  at 
Cambridge,  He  commenced  his  literary 
career  in  1770.  and  from  that  time  until  his 
death,  on  June  9,  i790.he  wrote  extcnsi\-ely 
on  many  theological  topics.  His  books  have 
been  eagerly  read,  and  highly  commended  hy 
scholars,  the  religious  \'iews  he  cherished 
were  far  in  advance  of  the  times,  and  his  love 
of  liberty  led  him  from  one  denomination  to 
another;  so  that  he  was  in  turn  Episcopalian, 
Methodist.  Baptist,  and  Independent, and  one 
biographer  declares  him  to  have  been  a  Uni- 
tarian also ;  but  Mr,  Robinson's  sermons  do 
not  carry  out  this  assertion.  He  is  known  to 
have  written  but  two  hymns,  namely :  "  Come, 
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thou  Fount  of  every  blessing,"  and  the  one 

here  quoted,  both  of  which  appeared  in  the 

Supplemint  to  Evans'  Collect  ion  in  1786,  and 

both    of    which    are    acknowledged    to    be 

among     the    very    finest     in    our    English 

tongue. 


"Lo,  Jehovah  r 


8s,  7s.  D. 


Crown  his  head  with  endless  blessing, 

Who,  in  God  the  Father's  name. 
With  compassions  never  ceasing, 

Comes  salvation  to  proclaim. 
Hail,  ye  saints,  who  know  his  favor. 

Who  within  his  gates  are  found ; 
Hail,  ye  saints,  the  exalte<l  Saviour, 

Let  his  courts  with  praise  resound. 

2  Lo,  Jehovah,  we  adore  thee ; 
Thee  our  Saviour !  thee  our  God  I 

From  his  throne  his  beams  of  glory 
Shine  through  all  the  world  abroad. 

In  his  word  his  light  arises, 
Brightest  beams  of  truth  and  grace; 

Bind,  oh,  bind  your  sacrifices, 
In  his  courts  your  offerings  place. 

3  Jesus,  thee  our  Saviour  hailing, 
Thee  our  God  in  praise  we  own ; 

Highest  honors,  never  failing, 
Rise  eternal  round  thy  throne; 

Now,  ye  saints,  his  power  confessing. 
In  your  grateful  strains  adore; 

For  his  mercy,  never  ceasing, 
Flows,  and  flows  for  evermore. 

Rev.  William  Bull,  who  induced  Cowpcr  to 
translate  the  hymns  of  Madame  Guyon,  was 
the  man  from  whom  Rev.  William  Goode. 
the  author  of  this  version  of  Psalm  1 18,  found 
in  his  Entire  New  Version  of  the  Book  of 
Psalms,  1811,  received  his  early  education. 
Mr.  Bull  was  a  Dissenting  minister  at  New- 
port Pagnel,  England,  and  under  his  earnest 
teaching  his  young  scholar  became  deeply 
religious.  In  1778,  however,  the  boy  began 
a  more  serious  preparation  for  college  with 
Rev.  Thomas  Clark.  He  entered  Magdalen 
Hall.  Oxford,  in  1780,  graduating  in  1784; 
was  made  deacon  in  1786,  and  subsequently 
became  curate  of  Abbotts  Langley,  Herts; 
then  of  St.  Ann's,  Blackfriars.  and  finally  rec- 
tor of  the  latter.  Besides  his  parish  work, 
he  found  time  to  perform  the  duties  of  secre- 
tary to  several  benevolent  societies,  and  held 
also  the  lectureships  of  St.  Lawrence  and  St. 
John. 

He  was  bom  at  Buckingham,  England, 
April  2,  1762;  he  died,  April  15,  1816. 


459  "Hosammar 

HoSANNA  to  the  living  Lord  ! 
Hosanna  to  the  incarnate  Word  ! 
To  Christ,  Creator,  Saviour,  King, 
Let  earth,  let  heaven,  Hosanna  sing. 

3  Hosanna,  Lord !  thine  angels  cry ; 
Hosanna,  Lord  !  thy  saints  reply; 
Above,  beneath  us,  and  around. 
The  dead  and  living  swell  the  sound. 


L.  M. 


3  O  Saviour,  with  protecting  care, 
Return  to  this  thy  nouse  of  prayer: 
Assembled  in  thy  sacred  name. 
Where  we  thy  parting  promise  claim. 

4  But,  chiefest.  in  our  cleansed  breast, 
Eternal :  bid  thy  Spirit  rest ; 

And  make  our  secret  soul  to  be 
A  temple  pure,  and  worthy  thee. 

So  in  the  last  and  dreadful  day. 
.  /hen  earth  and  heaven  shall  melt  away. 
Thy  flock,  redeemed  from  sinful  stain, 
Shall  swell  the  souQd  of  praise  again. 


W 


After  his  decease,  the  pieces  which  Bishop 
Reginald  Heber  had  designed  for  a  series  of 
hymns,  the  arrangement  of  which  should  fol- 
low on  in  the  course  of  the  commemorations 
of  the  Christian  Year,  were  issued  in  a  vol- 
ume. This  hymn  was  first  published  in  the 
Christian  Obsen'er,  October.  1811;  then  it 
was  added  to  the  collection  of  1827,  when,  as 
belonging  to  the  hist  or)'  of  Our  Lord,  it  was 
assigned  to  the  First  Sunday  in  Advent.  It 
fitly  notices  the  Hosannas  in  the  Temple. 

400  Chrut  IS  God.  L.  M. 

What  equal  honors  shall  we  bring. 
To  thee,  O  Lord  our  God,  the  Lamb, 

When  all  the  notes  that  angels  sing 
Are  far  inferior  to  thy  name? 

2  Worthy  is  he  that  once  was  slain. 

The  Prince  of  Peace  that  groaned  and  died. 
Worthy  to  rise,  and  live,  and  reign 
At  his  almighty  Father's  side. 

3  Honor  immortal  must  be  paid. 
Instead  of  scandal  and  of  scorn : 

While  glory  shines  arwund  his  head. 
And  a  bright  crown  without  a  thorn. 

4  Blessings  for  ever  on  the  I^mb 

Who  bore  the  curse  for  wretched  men ; 
Let  angels  sound  his  sacred  name, 
And  every  creature  say,  Amen. 

This  is  found  in  Dr.  Isaac  Watts*  Hymns, 
Book  I.,  No.  63.  It  has  six  stanzas,  of  which 
the  four  above  quoted  are  the  best ;  it  is  en- 
titled, **  Christ's  Humiliation  and  Exaltation ;" 
and  it  has  the  reference  annexed.  Revelation 
5: 12. 

46 1  Our  RtsurrectioH.  L.  M. 

0  Christ,  who  hast  prepared  a  place 
For  us  around  thy  throne  of  grace. 
We  pray  thee,  lift  our  hearts  above. 
And  draw  them  with  the  cords  of  love! 

2  Source  of  all  good,  thou,  gracious  Lord, 
Art  our  exceeding  great  reward : 
How  transient  is  our  present  ^in! 
How  boundless  our  eternal  gain ! 

1  With  open  face  and  joyful  heart 
We  then  shall  see  thee  as  thou  art ; 
Our  love  shall  ne>'er  cease  to  glow. 
Our  praise  shall  never  cease  to  flow. 

4  Thy  never-failing  grace  to  prove, 
A  surety  of  thine  endless  love. 
Send  clown  thy  Holy  Gh(*st  to  be 
The  raiser  of  our  souls  to  thee. 


2o8 


THE  LORD  JESUS  CHRIST. 


5  Oh,  ftiturc  Judge,  eternal  Lord, 
Thy  name  be  hallowed  and  adored : 
To  God  the  Father,  King  of  heaven. 
And  Holy  Ghost,  like  praise  be  given. 

The  Latin  hymn,  of  which  this  is  a  render- 
ing, **  Nobis  Otympo  reddttus"  was  composed 
in  the  seventeenth  century  by  Jean  Baptiste 
de  Santeiiil.  better  known  as  Santolius  Vic- 
torinus.  He  was  born  May  12,  1630,  and 
died  August  5.  1697.  His  reputation  was 
that  of  an  excellent  scholar,  a  devout  man, 
and  a  meritorious  poet.  The  Latin  text  of 
the  piece  may  be  found  in  the  Paris  Brevia- 
ry. The  translation  into  English,  which  here 
forms  our  hymn,  was  made  by  Rev.  John 
Chandler,  and  published  in  1837.  There  is 
an  allusion  in  the  whole  sentiment  to  the 
words  of  the  Lord  Jesus,  **  I  go  to  prepare  a 
place  for  you,"  John  14:2. 

4M  *' Lord  of  heaven r  L.  M. 

O  Christ,  the  Lord  of  heaven !  to  thee. 

Clothed  with  all  majesty  divine, 
Eternal  power  and  glory  be ! 

Eternal  praise,  of  right,  is  thine. 

2  Reign,  Prince  of  life !  that  once  thy  brow 
Diost  vield  to  wear  the  wounding  thorn ; 

Reign,  throned  beside  the  Father  now, 
Adored  the  Son  of  God  first-bom. 

3  From  angel  hosts  that  round  thee  stand, 
With  forms  more  pure  than  spotless  snow. 

From  the  bright  burning  seraph  band, 
Let  praise  in  loftiest  numbers  flow. 

4  To  thee,  the  Lamb,  our  mortal  songs, 
Bom  of  deep  fervent  love,  shall  rise ; 

All  honor  to  thy  name  belongs. 
Our  lips  would  sound  it  to  the  skies. 

5  "Jesus  !" — all  earth  shall  speak  the  word  ; 
"Jesus  !" — all  heaven  resound  it  .still : 

Immanuel,  Saviour,  Conqueror,  Lord  ! 
Thy  praise  the  universe  shall  fill 

Dr.  Ray  Palmer  is  reported  to  have  said  of 
this  hymn  that  it  **  satisfied  "  him  better  than 
any  other  of  those  he  composed.  It  was  writ- 
ten in  New  York  City,  1867,  suggested  by  the 
name  applied  to  Jesus  in  Revelation  19: 16, 
•*  King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords."  He  pub- 
lished it  first  in  his  Hymns  of  9ny  Holy  Hours, 
issued  that  same  year.  It  was  no  affectation 
on  the  part  of  Dr.  Palmer  to  use  such  language 
as  he  does  here  concerning  his  songs,  *'  born 
of  deep,  fenent  love."  He  had  always  the 
most  vivid  sense  of  his  Lord's  nearness  to  the 
believer.  It  was  like  a  dear  presence  to  his 
own  soul.  We  all  understand  that  there  is 
such  a  thing  as  Ix^auty  of  investiture.  That 
is,  we  are  accustomed  to  love  them  to  whom 
we  give  our  whole  willing  hearts  and  on  whom 
we  Ixi.stow  the  caresses  of  our  purest  affec- 
tion, quite  often  more  for  the  excellences  with 
which  we  invest  them  than  for  those  they  ex- 
hibit in  shape,  form,  or  f«ict.  We  love  our 
homes  for  something  far  worthier  than  tlieir 


architecture.  We  move  in  a  world  of  ideals.  \ 
We  fondly  accredit  to  one  who  is  kind  to  m  i 
everything  that  is  included  in  gratitude  and  1 
reverence,  and  we  picture  him  as  positively 
perfect.  Just  so  a  spiritual  Christian  loves 
Christ;  he  is  positively  perfect.. and  so  our 
entire  being  goes  out  towards  him.  **  Unto 
you  which  believe  he  is  precious." 

463  Our  High  Priest,  L.  M. 

Before  the  throne  of  God  above 

I  have  a  strong,  a  perfect  plea — 
A  great  Hi^h  Pnest,  whose  name  is  Lm'e, 

Who  ever  lives  and  pleads  for  roe. 

3  My  name  is  graven  on  his  hands, 

My  name  is  written  on  his  heart ; 
I  know  that  while  in  heaven  he  stands. 

No  tongue  can  bid  me  thence  depart. 

3  When  Satan  tempts  me  to  despair, 
And  tells  me  of  tne  guilt  within, 

Upward  I  look,  and  see  him  there 
Who  made  an  end  of  all  my  sin. 

4  Because  the  sinless  Saviour  died. 
My  sinful  soul  is  counted  free; 

For  God.  the  lust,  is  satisfied 
To  look  on  him,  and  pardon  me. 

5  One  with  himself,  I  cannot  die, 
My  soul  is  purchased  by  his  blood ; 

My  life  is  hid  with  Christ  on  high, 
With  Christ,  my  Saviour  and  my  God. 

It  is  when  we  sing  such  hymns  as  this  that 
the  thought  comes  to  us  again  of  our  indebt- 
edness to  our  Mediator,  for  he  not  only  car- 
ries the  weight  of  our  guilt,  taking  it  upon 
his  own  sinless  soul,  but  he  offers  his  suffer- 
ing to  atone  for  it.    He  unites  men  with  God 
"  A  mediator  is  not  a  mediator  of  one"    Our 
names  are  **  written  on  his  heart "  and  **  graven 
on  his  hands."    What  a  power  of  meaning  b 
condensed,  then,  into  the  words — "even  as 
God.yiv  Christ's  sake,  hath  forpvcn  you."  It 
is  this  thought  that  Mrs.  Chantie  Lees  Ban- 
croft has  brought  out  in  the  hymn  quoted 
She  was  the  daughter  of  Rev.  Sidney  Smith, 
an  Episcopalian  clergyman,  and  was  born  at 
Bloomfield.  Merrion,  County  Dublin,  Ireland 
June  21.  1 841.    In  1869  she  married  Arthur 
E.  Bancroft.  Her  hx-mns  are  well  kno^n  both 
in  England  and  Ireland,  and  are  to  be  found 
in   Lyra  Sacra  Hibernica,  Ryles  Spiritual 
Songs,  Lyra  Britannica,  and  Times  of  Rt- 
freshing. 

404  The  atoning  Priest,  L.  M. 

Now  to  the  Lord,  who  makei  us  know 

The  wonders  of  his  dying  love, 
Be  humble  honors  paid  boow, 

And  strains  of  nobler  praise  above. 

3  'T  was  he  who  cleansed  oar  fonkat  ains. 
And  washed  us  in  bis  precious  tilood ; 

'T  is  he  who  makes  us  priests  and  kiaga. 
And  brings  us  rebels  near  to  God 

3  To  Jesus,  our  atoning  PricA, 

To  Jesus,  our  etemalKing. 
Be  everlasting  power  confeWBd  f 

Let  e\'er>'  tongue  his  gtory  sing. 
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>ld  !  on  flying  clouds  he  comes, 
every  eye  shall  see  him  move; 
h  with  our  sins  we  pierced  him  once, 
low  displays  his  pardoning  love. 

unbelieving  world  shall  wail, 
le  we  rejoice  to  see  the  day  ;  ^ 

Lord  !  nor  let  thy  promise  fail, 
let  thy  chariot  long  delay. 

ic  Watts  has  made  this  his  No.  61 
,  in  his  Hymns.  He  composed  it  to 
rmon  on  Revelation  i :  5-7,  and  gave 
ible  title :  "  Christ  our  High  Priest 
and  Christ  Coming  to  Judgment." 

••  The  Song  ofSongsr  L.  M. 

let  us  sing  the  song  of  songs — 
saints  in  heaven  be^Lpin  the  strain— 
3mage  which  to  Christ  belongs  : 
orthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain  !" 

1  to  redeem  us  by  his  blood, 
leanse  from  every  sinful  stain, 
lake  us  kings  ana  priests  to  God — 
orthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain  !" 

lim,  enthroned  by  filial  right, 
)o\yer  in  heaven  and  earth  proclaim, 
•,  and  majesty,  and  might  : 
orthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain  !" 

g  as  we  live,  and  when  we  die, 
while  in  heaven  with  him  we  reign  : 
ong  our  song  of  songs  shall  be : 
orthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain  !" 

ay  be  found  in  James  Montgomery's 
Hymns,   1853.     It   takes   the   title, 
^  of  Songs."  and  has  seven  stanzas, 
is  the  gospel  of  substitution  that  is 
>r   the   redemption   of  men.     Jesus 
a  redeemer  and  surety,  comes  and 
he  sinner's  exposures  and  liabilities, 
the  picture  so  often  presented  by 
le  Paul  in  more  than  one  of  his  re- 
chapters;  he  appears  never  to  be 
.     Vividly  seeming  to  see  the  cruci- 
ne,  that  in  which  Jesus  on  the  cross 
:ral  figure,  he  explains  its  mystery  by 
that  this  perfectly  holy  Being  was 
not  for  any  sins  of  his  own,  but  for 
jf  another.     Jesus  was  making  an 
t    for   men.     Hence   a  substitution 
:ed  for  all  that  would  accept  him  by 
is  the  mere  plainness  of  this  action 
nders  Paul's  lani^uage  so  dramatic 
iresque.     He    ran    behold    nothing 
less  than  a  Redeemer  bearing  men's 
giving  them  his  merit.     So  his  de- 
.  swell  with  strong:  feeling  and  fairly 
rith  grateful  acknowledgment.  "  For 
were  yet  without  strength,  in  due 
St  died  for  the  ungodly.   For  scarcely 
teous  man  will   one  die :  yet  perad- 
)r  a  good  man  some  would  even  dare 
at  God  commendelh  his  love  toward 
t.  while  we  were  yet  sinners.  Christ 

IS. 


Higher  than  this  it  does  not  seem  possible 
for  even  an  inspired  preacher  to  go.  But  Paul 
does  go  one  step  higher.  He  grows  more 
and  more  earnest  as  he  continues  to  exhort 
his  dear  friends  in  Philippi,  more  and  more 
fervid  with  each  reiteration  of  his  words  of 
counsel.  And  now  at  last,  as  if  he  well  un- 
derstood the  inveteracy  of  their  besetting  sin, 
he  suddenly  makes  a  new  appeal  of  tremen- 
dous power,  grounding  the  stress  of  it  upon 
the  very  essence  of  their  piety,  springing  out 
before  them  the  example  of  tneir  Master  him- 
self, and  challenging  their  instant  admiration 
and  imitation :  "  Let  this  mind  be  in  you, 
which  was  also  in  Christ  Jesus :  who,  being 
in  the  form  of  God,  thought  it  not  robberv  to 
be  equal  with  God ;  but  made  himself  of  no 
reputation,  and  took  upon  him  the  form  of  a 
servant,  and  was  made  in  the  likeness  of  men  : 
and  being  found  in  fashion  as  a  man,  he 
humbled  himself,  and  became  obedient  unto 
death,  even  the  death  of  the  cross.  Where- 
fore God  also  hath  highly  exalted  him,  and 
given  him  a  name  which  is  above  every  name  : 
that  at  the  name  of  Jesus  ever)-  knee  should 
bow,  of  things  in  heaven,  and  things  in  earth, 
and  things  under  the  earth ;  and  that  every 
tongue  should  confess  that  Jesus  Christ  is 
Lord,  to  the  glory  of  God  the  Father." 

466  ''King,  Creator,  Lordr  L.  M. 

O  Christ  !  our  King,  Creator,  Lord  ! 
Saviour  of  all  who  trust  thy  word  ! 
To  them  who  seek  thee  ever  near, 
Now  to  our  praises  bend  thine  ear. 

3  In  thy  dear  cross  a  grace  is  found — 
It  flows  from  ever>'  streaming  wound — 
Whose  power  our  inbred  sin  controls. 
Breaks  the  firm  bond,  and  frees  our  souls. 

X  Thou  didst  create  the  stars  of  night ; 
Vet  thou  hast  vailed  in  flesh  thy  light, 
Hast  deigned  a  mortal  form  to  wear, 
A  mortal's  painful  lot  to  bear. 

4  When  thou  didst  hang  upon  the  tree. 
The  quaking  earth  acknowIetige<l  thee ; 
When  thou  didst  there  yield  up  thv  breath, 
The  world  grew  dark  as  shades  of  death. 

5  Now  in  the  Father's  glor>-  high, 
Great  Conqueror!  never  more  to  die, 
Us  by  thy  mighty  power  defend, 
And  reign  through  ages  without  end. 

Dr.  Ray  Palmer  gave  to  the  Sabbath 
Hymn-Book  in  1858  four  translations  of  emi- 
nent merit,  adding  so  much  to  the  highest 
spiritual  wealth  of  the  churches.  Of  these, 
that  here  offered  was  one.  It  is  a  close  and 
beautiful  rendering  from  the  ancient  hymn  of 
Gregory  the  Great,  Rex  Christe,  Factor  om- 
nium. This  man  was  bom  in  A.  D.  541  at 
Rome,  became  a  Bishop  in  that  great  center 
and  capital  of  imperial  intluence,  and  in  590 
was  chosen  and  installed  as  Pope.     He  was 
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a  patron  cf  letters  and  of  art ;  sent  missions ; 
circulated  the  Scriptures;  loved  music,  and 
made  chants:  rather  a  harmless  pontiff  for 
those  times,  till  the  patriarch  of  Constantino- 
ple claimed  to  be  Universal  Bishop;  this 
made  Gregory  jealous  and  roused  his  tem- 
per. His  language  \%'as  peremptory ;  he  called 
such  a  thing  "  proud,  heretical,  blasphemous, 
antichristian,  and  diabolical;"  which  is  very 
like  what  most  of  us  think  of  the  Pope  of 
Rome  now,  who  claims  the  same  title ;  and 
we  ought  to  be  grateful  to  know  that  such 
objurgations  are  canonical,  for  Pop^  are  re- 
puted to  be  infallible  in  their  official  utter- 
ances. 

467  Psalm  24.  L.  M.  D. 

Our  Lord  is  risen  from  the  dead, 

Our  Jesus  is  eone  up  on  high : 
The  powers  ofhell  are  captive  led, 

DraKKe<l  to  the  portals  of  the  sky. 
There  nis  triumphal  chariot  waits. 

And  angels  chant  the  solemn  lay : 
"  Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  heavenly  gates ! 

Ye  everlasting  doors !  give  way. 

2  Loose  all  your  bars  of  massy  light. 
And  wide  unfold  the  ethereal  scene ! 

He  claims  these  mansions  as  his  right ; 

Receive  the  King  of  glor>'  in. 
Who  is  this  King  of  glory— who ! 

The  Lord  who  all  our  toes  overcame ; 
Who  sin,  and  death,  and  hell  o'erthrew  I 

And  Jesus  is  the  conqueror's  name. 

3  Lo!  his  triumphal  chariot  waits. 
And  angels  chant  the  solemn  lay — 

"  Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  heavenly  gates! 

Ye  everlasting  doors !  give  way. 
Who  is  this  King  of  glor>— who  ? 

The  Lord  of  bounoless  power  possessed: 
The  King  of  saints  and  angels,  too, 

God  over  all,  for  ever  blessed. 

One  of  the  finest  and  noblest  of  all  Rev. 
Charles  Wesley's  versions  from  the  Psalter. 
It  is  found  in  A  Collection  of  Psalms  and 
Hymns,  1743.  The  renderinj(  is  beautifully 
rhythmical,  and  yet  so  close  to  the  prose  of 
our  Bible  that  it  seems  almost  a  transcription 
of  some  of  the  phrases. 


Sending  the  Spit  it. 


L.  M.  D. 


We  arc  not  left  to  walk  alone, 
The  Spirit  of  our  (io<i  hath  come. 
For  ever  wiih  us  tf)  abide, 
C)»ir  Tcaclicr.  Comforter,  and  (tuidc; 
Thus,  with  his  ^raiitms  prt-sfjuc  bic-st. 
We  press  (Ml  ictuard  our  lu-avmly  rest ; 
Hasting  the  dreary  desert  Ihroujib, 
With  our  eternal  home  in  view. 

2  Jesus,  the  Fathers  onlv  Son, 
Jesus,  his  own  beloved  One. 
Jesus,  now  se:ite<l  at  his  si<ic, 

^lalh  i  lainu-d  us  for  his  own.  his  bride. 
<  )f  bini  and  bis  the  Sjiirit  tells. 
I'pon  his  love  be  sweetly  dwells; 
Aim!  while  we  listen  lo  his  \oi(e, 
We  wt»nder,  \%orship.  and  r«*joice. 

3  He  teaches  us  the  Father's  >;racc, 
Rcve-als  to  us  the  Saviour"^  la«e. 
And  d«»tb  to  all  our  hearts  declare 
The  \i}ur\  it  is  ours  to  share. 


Oor  every  aotrofw  be  fomt. 
The  joys  of  eaith  be  bceaed  not ; 
The  Comforter  b  coic,  and  we 
Shall  9000  with  cor  BdovM  be. 

Wlien  we  learn  that  the  lady  who  «TOte 
this  hymn  was  the  sister  of  Rev.  James  George 
Deck,  to  whom  we  are  indebted  for  a  numtor 
of  our  best  songs  of  praise.  w*e  realize  that  the 
spirit  of  poetry  did  not  reside  entirety  in  one 
member  of  the  family.  Mrs.  Mary  Jane  Walk- 
er is  the  daughter  of  Joho  Deck,  JE^.,  of  Bury 
St.  Edmunds,  England ;  she  was  married  in 
1848  to  Rev.  Dr.  Edward  Walker,  rector  of 
Cheltenham.  A  few  of  her  poems  la-ere  is- 
sued as  leaflets,  but  most  of  them  were  con- 
tributed to  Psalms  and  Hymns  for  Public  and 
Social  Worship,  1855,  ^  collection  of  lyrics 
which  was  compiled  by  her  husband.  It  is 
evident  that  the  sentiment  of  this  hymn  was 
suggested  by  the  promise  of  our  Lord  in  John 
16:6,  7 :  **  Because  I  have  said  these  things 
unto  you,  sorrow  hath  filled  your  heart. 
Nevertheless  I  tell  you  the  truth ;  it  is  expedi- 
ent for  you  that  I  go  away :  for  if  I  go  not 
away,  the  Comforter  will  not  come  unto  you ; 
but  if  I  depart,  I  will  send  him  unto  you. ' 


"  Crtmned  teith  Honor:* 


C  M* 


The  head  that  once  was  crowned  with  thorns 

Is  crowned  with  glor>'  now ; 
A  royal  diadem  adorns 

The  mighty  Victor's  brow. 

2  The  highest  place  that  heaven  afldtds 
Is  his  by  sovereign  right ; 

The  King  of  kings,  and  Lord  pf  lords. 
He  reigns  in  glory  bright ; — 

3  The  joy  of  all  who  dwell  above, 
The  joy  of  all  below. 

To  whom  he  manifests  his  love, 
And  grants  his  name  to  know. 

4  To  them  the  cross  with  all  its  shame. 
With  all  its  grace,  is  given ; 

Their  name — an  everlasting  name. 
Their  joy — the  joy  of  heaven. 

Found  in  Rev.  Thomas  Kelly's  Hymns  on 
Various  Passaj^es  of  Scripture,  i820.  It 
is  entitled,  **  Perfect  through  Sufferings :" 
Hebrews  2:10.  The  [X)int  of  the  thought 
expressed  in  these  five  stanzas  is  this:  Be 
patient  in  all  your  trials ;  remember  that  life 
is  short  and  heaven  is  close  at  hand ;  Jesus 
suffered,  and  now  reigns.  The  reach  of  this 
exhortation  transcends  all  analysis.  We 
should  lose  the  vast  force  of  it  by  picking  it 
to  pieces  for  details  of  doctrine.  Be  Tike 
Christ :  he  was  God ;  he  became  man ;  could 
any  one  ever  have  been  more  worthily  exalt- 
ed ?  could  any  one  ever  have  been  more 
deeply  humiliated  ?  so  he  received  his  lec- 
ompense  of  reward. 

Just  as  some  orator,  skilfully  addressing  * 
company  cf  soldiers  on  the  eve  of  battle,  be- 
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gins  with  an  admonition  and  ends  with  a  pic- 
ture ;  just  as  he  would  appeal  to  their  man- 
hood* their  consistency,  their  honor,  and  their 
courage,  as  he  would  play  upon  their  fear  of 
disgrace  and  their  contempt  of  poltroonery; 
just  as  he  would  follow  up  each  motive  with 
another  and  a  more  elevated  one,  until,  at  the 
last,  he  would  invoke  their  patriotism  and 
their  love  for  their  leader,  alike  and  together, 
by  unfurling  the  national  ensign  and  showing 
them  how  he  had  caused  to  be  painted  across 
the  folds  the  likeness  of  the  face  they  knew ; 
so  here  the  apostle  seeks  to  arouse  Christian 
enthusiasm  by  quickly  exhibiting  the  very 
image  of  the  Captain  of  our  salvation,  and 
bidding  us  follow  him  alone. 

^70  "  iyorthy  ttu  Lambr  CM. 

Come,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs 

With  angels  round  the  throne; 
Ten  thousand  thousand  are  their  tongues. 

But  all  their  joys  are  one. 

2  "  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  died,"  they  cry, 
"  To  be  exalted  thus !" 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb !"  our  lips  reply, 
"  For  he  was  slain  for  us." 

3  Jesus  is  worthy  to  receive 
Honor  and  power  divine ; 

And  blessings  more  than  we  can  give, 
Be,  Lord,  for  ever  thine ! 

4  Let  all  that  dwell  above  the  sky, 
And  air,  and  earth,  and  seas. 

Conspire  to  lift  thy  glories  high. 
And  speak  thine  endless  praise. 

5  The  whole  creation  join  in  one 
To  bless  the  sacred  name 

Of  him  who  sits  upon  the  throne, 
And  to  adore  the  Lamb ! 

This  hymn  by  Dr.  Isaac  Watts  was  written 
in  1709.  and  bore  the  title  **  Jesus  Christ,  the 
Lamb  of  God  worshiped  by  all  the  Creation." 
It  is  No.  62  of  Book  I.  Not  only  from  the 
tongues  of  angels  should  songs  of  praise 
ascend  to  God ;  mankind  has  the  same  duty, 
and  even  the  brute  creation  shares  in  the  uni- 
versal chorus  of  love  and  gratitude  towards 
its  Maker. 

On  Carpus  Christ i  day  the  poor  Indians  of 
Paraguay  used  to  raise  triumphal  arches  of 
the  most  beautiful  flowers  and  fruits,  in  the 
adorning  of  which  they  took  the  greatest  de- 
light, sometimes  contrivinjj^  means  to  draw 
wild  and  savage  nature  into  the  sphere  of 
homage,  so  that  leopards  and  lions  would  be 
seen  rang^ed  on  each  side  of  the  procession- 
way,  while  birds  of  the  most  exquisite  plu- 
mage would  appear  flying  from  branch  to 
branch,  displaying  their  variegated  wings; 
thus  they  showed  how  they  desired  to  have 
all  creation  united  in  praising  Jehovah. 


471  "Lordo/aU:'  CM. 

All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name  I 

Let  angels  prostrate  fall; 
Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem. 

And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

3  Crown  him,  ye  martyrs  of  our  God, 

Who  from  his  altar  call : 
Extol  the  stem  of  Jesse's  rod, 

And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

3  Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race. 
Ye  ransomed  from  the  fall ; 

Hail  him,  who  saves  you  by  his  grace. 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

4  Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 
The  wormwood  and  the  gall. 

Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  his  feet, 
Ana  crown  him  Lord  of  all, 

5  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 
On  this  terrestrial  ball, 

To  him  all  majesty  ascribe, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

6  Oh,  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng 
We  at  his  feet  may  fall ; 

We  '11  join  the  everlasting  song, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

When  this  remarkable  composition  was 
offered  to  the  Christian  public,  it  was  refused 
a  place  in  the  Methodist  collection.  The 
Wesleys  at  that  time  had  a  singular  antipathy 
against  the  author,  in  common  with  the  cler- 
gy of  the  Established  Church.  They  believed 
uie  Establishment  to  be  Laodicean,  filled 
with  worldliness  and  formality.  Dr.  Belcher 
relates  this  incident : 

"  Mr.  Wesley  had  long  been  desirous  of 
hearing  Edward  Perronet  preach ;  and  Mr. 
Perronet,  aware  of  it,  was  as  resolutely  de- 
termined he  should  not,  and  therefore  studied 
to  avoid  every  occasion  that  would  lead  to  it. 
Mr.  Wesley  was  preaching  in  London  one 
evening,  and,  seeing  Mr.  Perronet  in  the  chap- 
el, published,  without  asking  his  consent,  that 
he  would  preach  there  the  next  morning  at 
five  o'clock.  Mr.  Perronet  had  too  much 
respect  for  the  congregation  to  disturb  their 
peace  by  a  public  remonstrance,  and  too 
much  regard  for  Mr.  Wesley  entirely  to  resist 
his  bidding.  The  night  passed  over.  Mr. 
Perronet  ascended  the  pulpit  under  the  im- 
pression that  Mr.  Wesley  would  be  secreted 
in  some  corner  of  the  chapel,  if  he  did  not 
show  himself  publicly,  and,  after  singing  and 
prayer,  informed  the  congregation  that  he 
appeared  before  them  contrary  to  his  own 
wish :  that  he  had  never  been  once  asked, 
much  less  his  consent  gained,  to  preach  ;  that 
he  had  done  violence  to  his  feelings  to  show 
his  respect  for  .Mr.  Wesley ;  and.  now  that  he 
had  been  compelled  to  occupy  the  place  in 
which  he  stood,  weak  and  inadequate  as  he 
was  for  the  work  assigned  him,  he  would 
pledge  himself  to  furnish  them  with  the  best 
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sermon  that  had  ever  been  delivered.  Open- 
ing the  Bible,  he  proceeded  to  read  our  Lord's 
Sermon  on  the  Mount,  which  he  concluded 
without  a  single  word  of  his  own  by  way  of 
note  or  comment.  He  closed  the  service 
with  singing  and  prayer.  No  imitator  has 
been  able  to  produce  equal  effect." 

Concerning  the  author  of  this  now  famous 
hymn,  almost  nothing  can  be  told.  He  print- 
ed it  in  a  rare  volume  entitled :  Occasionai 
Verses,  Moral  and  Sacred,  Published  for  the 
Instruction  and  Amusement  of  the  Candidly 
Serious  and  Reliirious.  London,  1785.  It 
is  said  that  there  is  a  copy  of  this  in  the  Brit- 
ish Museum,  and  another  in  the  Library  of 
the  Drew  Seminary,  Madison,  N.  J.  Rev. 
Edward  Perronet,  bom  in  1726,  was  the  son 
of  Rev.  Vincent  Perronet,  who  was  the  vicar 
of  Shoreham,  in  Kent,  England.  He  became 
very  intimate  with  the  Wesleys.  At  one  time 
he  had  a  charge  in  Lady  Huntingdon's  con- 
nection. He  drifted  among  the  denomina- 
tions until  at  last  he  ended  his  days  in  Can- 
terbury, January  2,  1792,  as  the  mmister  of  a 
Dissenting  congregation.  His  last  words 
were :  *'  Glory  to  God  in  the  height  of  his 
divinity!  Glor\'  to  God  in  the  depth  of  his 
humanity !  Glor>'  to  God  in  his  all-sufficien- 
cy !  And  into  his  hands  I  commend  my 
spirit  I" 

472  Children's  Hosannas.  C.  M.  D. 

HosANNA  :  raise  the  pealine  hymn 

To  David's  Son  and  Lord  ; 
With  cherubim  and  seraphim 

Exalt  the  incarnate  Word. 
Hosanna!  Lord,  our  feeble  tongue 

No  U)fty  strains  can  raise; 
But  iJiou  wilt  not  despise  the  young, 

Who  meekly  chant  thy  praise. 

2  Hosanna  I  Sovereign.  Prophet,  Priest; 
How  vast  thy  jjifls,  how  free! 

Thy  blood,  our  \\fki\  thy  word,  our  feast ; 

Thy  name,  our  only  plea. 
Hosanna!  Master,  lo,  we  bring 

Our  offerings  to  thy  throne; 
Nor  gold,  nor  myrrh,  nor  mortal  thing, 

But  hearts  lo  be  thine  own. 

3  Hosanna!  once  Ihy  gracious  ear 
Approve<l  a  lispine  throng; 

Be  gracious  slill.  and  deign  to  hear 

Our  poor  but  grateful  song. 
O  Saviour,  if',  redeemed  by  the<?, 

Thy  temple  we  behold, 
Hosannas  through  eternity 

We  '11  sing  to  harps  of  gold  I 

This  author,  Rev.  William  Henry  Haver- 
gal,  was  the  father  of  Miss  Frances  Ridley 
Havergal.  He  wrote  more  than  a  hundred 
hynms,  most  of  which  were  issued  in  the 
Diocesan  Hymn  Book,  Worcester.  1 849,  which 
he  edited.  Some  had  a  real  and  worthy  pop- 
ularity, being  published  on  leaHets  for  wide 
circulation.     Hut  only  a  few  have  found  their 


way  into  American  hymnals.  The  hymn  be- 
fore us  was  written  in  1833,  and  was  copied 
for  Lyra  Britannica  by  the  author.  It  was 
suggested  by  the  song  of  the  children  in  the 
temple,  Matthew  21  :i5,  16. 

473  "  The  Seamless  Rode."  C.  M.  D 

AwAKB,  my  heart,  arise,  my  tongue. 

Prepare  a  tuneful  voice; 
In  God,  the  life  of  all  my  joys, 

Aloud  will  I  reioice. 
'T  is  he  adorned  my  nake^  soul, 

And  made  salvation  mine; 
l^pon  a  poor,  polluted  worm 

He  makes  his  graces  shine. 

2  And  lest  the  shadow  of  a  spot 
Should  on  my  soul  be  found, 

He  took  the  robe  the  Saviour  wrought, 

And  cast  it  all  around. 
How  far  the  heavenly  robe  excee<ls 

What  earthly  princes  wear ! 
These  ornaments,  how  bright  they  shine! 

How  white  the  garments  are !    ' 

3  The  Spirit  wrought  my  faith  and  love. 
And  hope  antl  ever>-  grace: 

But  Jesus  spent  his  life  to  work 

The  robe  of  righteousness. 
Strangely,  my  soul,  art  thou  arrayed 

By  the  great  sacred  Three; 
In  sweetest  harmony  of  praise 

Let  all  thy  powers  agree. 

In  his  Hymns,  1707,  Dr.  Isaac  Watts  has 
included  this  as  No.  20  of  Book  I.  It  was 
written  to  be  sung  after  a  sermon  upon 
Isaiah  61  :  10.  He  entitled  it  **  Spiritual  Ap- 
parel ;  namely,  the  Robe  of  Righteousness, 
and  Garments  of  Salvation.'*  An  exquisite 
illustration  of  the  sentiment  made  prominent 
in  this  song  of  praise  has  been  given  in  the 
first  five  verses  of  Zechariah  3:  *'And  he 
showed  me  Joshua  the  high  priest  standing 
before  the  angel  of  the  Lord,  and  Satan 
standing  at  his  right  hand  to  resist  him. 
And  the  Lord  said  unto  Satan,  The  Lord 
rebuke  thee,  O  Satan;  even  the  Lord  that 
hath  chosen  Jerusalem  rebuke  thee:  is  not 
this  a  brand  plucked  out  of  the  fire  ?  Now 
Joshua  was  clothed  with  filthy  garments,  and 
stood  before  the  angel.  And  he  answered 
and  spake  unto  those  that  stood  before  him, 
saying.  Take  away  the  filthy  garments  from 
him.  And  unto  him  he  said.  Behold  I  have 
caused  thine  iniquity  to  pass  from  thee,  and 
I  will  clothe  thee  with  change  of  raiment. 
And  I  said.  Let  them  set  a  fair  miter  upon 
his  head.  So  they  set  a  fair  miter  upon  his 
head,  and  clothed  him  with  garments.  And 
the  angel  of  the  Lord  stood  by.' 
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I  SER  a  man  at  God's  right  hand, 
rt>on  the  throne  of  God. 

And  there  in  sevenfold  light  I  sec 
The  sevenfold  sprinkled  bkxxL 


C.  M.  D. 
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I  look  upon  that  glorious  Man, 
On  that  blood-sprinkled  throne ; 

1  know  that  he  sits  there  for  me, 
That  glory  is  my  own. 

2  The  heart  of  God  flows  forth  in  love, 
A  deep  eternal  stream ; 

Through  that  beloved  Son  it  flows 

To  me  as  unto  him. 
And,  looking  on  his  face,  I  know — 

Weak,  worthless,  though  I  be — 
How  deep,  how  measureless,  how  sweet, 

That  love  of  God  to  tnt. 

3  The  Lord  who  sits  upon  the  throne 
With  them  his  joy  will  share, 

And  there  the  sprinkled  blood  appears 

That  he  may  set  them  there. 
From  drear  dark  places  of  the  earth, 

From  depths  of  sin  and  shame. 
He  takes  tne  vessels  for  his  grace, 

A  people  for  his  name. 

This  hymn,  written  by  Dr.  Horatius  Bonar, 
was  first  published  in  the  third  edition  of  the 
Praise  Book  edited  by  Dr.  William  Reid» 
1872.  It  affords  an  illustration  of  the  match- 
less felicity  which  this  eminent  writer  pos- 
sessed of  urging  theological  doctrine  into  the 
songs  of  the  house  of  God,  without  making 
them  stiff  or  didactically  dry.  Here  the  en- 
tire work  of  Jesus  Christ  as  Mediator  is 
brought  into  three  musical  stanzas;  it  is 
astonishing  how  simile  and  type,  dogma  and 
duty,  faith,  hope,  and  zeal,  are  introduced 
into  the  easy  and  rhythmical  sentences  of  each 
verse.  Man  dares  not  come  directly  to  God, 
and  he  could  accomplish  nothing  if  he  did. 
Three  things  repel  him :  God's  holiness, 
God's  justice,  and  God's  power.  He  becomes 
ashamed,  afraid,  alarmed,  all  at  once.  Job 
exclaimed  :  "  If  I  speak  of  strength,  lo,  he  is 
strong;  and  if  of  judgment,  who  shall  set 
me  a  time  to  plead  }  He  is  not  a  man  that 
I  should  answer  him."  The  patriarch  felt 
the  need  of  some  one  as  a  go-between : 
•*  Neither  is  there  any  daysman  betwixt  us, 
that  might  lay  his  hand  upon  us  both."  To 
this  Old  Testament  outcry  of  a  desolate  soul 
the  New  Testament  makes  immediate  reply : 
**  There  is  one  God,  and  one  Mediator  be- 
tween God  and  men,  the  man  Christ  Jesus." 
Thus  there  is  offered  **  a  better  covenant," 
and  our  Saviour  is  the  mediator  of  it — divine, 
so  that  we  might  trust  him ;  human,  so  that 
we  might  approach  him.  The  Son  of  God 
becomes  the  Son  of  Mary. 
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"  A  thoitghtUss  tongue.' 
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Oh  !  for  a  shout  of  sacred  ioy 

To  (fod,  the  sovcreipti  King: 
Let  all  the  lands  their  tcm^ues  employ, 

And  hymns  of  triumph  sinj^. 
Jesus,  our  (fod,  ascends  on  high  ; 

His  heavenly  guards  anmnd 
Attend  him  rising  through  the  sky, 

With  trumpets  joyful  sound. 


2  While  angels  shout  and  praise  their  King, 

Let  mortals  learn  their  strains ; 
Let  all  the  earth  his  honor  sing — 

O'er  all  the  earth  he  reigns. 
Rehearse  his  praise,  with  awe  profound ; 

Let  knowledge  lead  the  song ; 
Nor  mock  him  with  a  solemn  sound 

Upon  a  thoughtless  tongue. 

This  is  the  version  of  Psalm  47  which  Dr. 
Isaac  Watts  has  made  his  only  representative 
of  that  ancient  song  **  For  the  sons  of  Korah." 
It  is  more  like  a  paraphrase  than  a  translation. 
He  entitled  it,  **  Christ,  Ascending  and  Reign- 
ing," and  tried  to  inject  into  it  a  New  Testa- 
ment sentiment,  and  to  draw  a  practical  les- 
son out  of  it  for  what  he  calls  **  these  British 
isles." 

476  Reconciliaiion.  C.  M.  D. 

Come,  let  us  lift  our  joyful  eyes 

Up  to  the  courts  atJove. 
And  smile  to  see  our  Father  there 

Upon  a  throne  of  love. 
Now  we  may  bow  before  his  feet. 

And  venture  near  the  Lord : 
No  fierv  cherub  guards  his  seat. 

Nor  double  flaming  sword. 

2  The  peaceful  gates  of  heavenly  bliss 

Are  opened  by  the  Son ; 
High  let  us  raise  our  notes  of  praise, 

And  reach  the  almighty  throne. 
To  thee  ten  thousand  thanks  we  bring, 

Great  Advocate  on  high. 
And  glory  to  the  eternal  King, 

Who  lays  his  anger  by. 

Dr.  Isaac  Watts  has  given  us  this  in  his 
Hymns  and  spiritual  Songs y  1707,  as  No.  108 
of  Book  II.  It  has  six  stanzas,  and  is  enti- 
tled, "  Access  to  the  throne  of  grace  by  a  Me- 
diator." The  whole  thought  of  Jesus  Christ 
as  an  Advocate  is  full  of  paradoxes  to  one 
whose  heart  is  not  enlightened  by  the  Holy 
Spirit.  The  image  of  a  court,  with  its  judge 
and  its  lawyers,  is  very  helpful  if  it  were  not 
for  some  peculiar  seeming  contradictions  to 
our  sense  of  ordinary  justice.  Here  is  a  cul- 
prit arraigned  at  the  bar ;  he  secures  an  advo- 
cate to  plead  his  cause.  But  this  Advocate  is 
the  Son  of  the  Father  who  is  on  the  bench  to 
decide  guilt  and  give  sentence  of  judgment. 
Moreover,  the  Judge  says  he  agrees  with 
everything  the  Advocate  does,  and  is  well 
pleased  with  him.  Then,  too,  the  Advocate 
proceeds  with  all  his  power  to  force  the  con- 
viction of  his  client.  He  exhibits  his  awful 
guilt  relentlessly,  act  after  act  of  measureless 
and  daring  rebellion  against  the  Law.  He 
dashes  away  ever>'  sf)ecies  or  semblance  of 
defence.  Then,  too,  this  strange  Advocate 
seems  to  have  a  perfect  horror  of  the  man  he 
defends,  and  yet  declares  he  loves  him  enough 
to  lay  down  his  own  life  in  his  behalf.  He 
calls  on  his  Father  to  bid  his  client  kneel  for 
the  sentence  of  awful  doom.     And  then  the 
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client  rises  with  a  gold  crown  on  his  head,  a 
roll  of  pardon  in  nis  hand,  3  robe  of  white 
righteousness  on  his  person.  like  that  of  the 
Advocate.  The  Son  opens  the  gates  of  heav- 
enly bliss,  and  the  culprit,  now  saved  and 
safe,  enters  the  halls  of  eternity  with  songs 
of  welcome  in  the  celestial  air.  Such  para- 
doxes need  the  other  doctrine  of  atortement 
made  on  the  cross  of  Calvary,  and  then  they 
are  perfectly  clear  and  beautiful. 

477  Our  Joy  and  R»„a,d.  CM. 

O  Christ  !  our  hope,  out  h«n's  desire, 

Redemplimi's  only  spring ! 
CreMor  ofthe  woild  an  Ihou, 

Its  Saviour  and  its  King. 


To  K(  thy  people  free  ! 

The  ransom  has  been  paid : 
And  Ihou  an  on  Ihy  Falher-s  Ihrone, 

In  glorious  robes  arrajed. 
4  Oh,  may  Ihy  mighly  love  prevail. 
Oh,  nay  we  comt  befcre  ihy  Ihrone 


'h,  maywecomi 
And  And  sccef> 


Out  only  glory  may  it  be 
To  gloty  in  (he  Lord. 

There  was  a  hynm,  cooiposed  by  some 
ancient  and  anonymous  believer  in  the  mys- 
terious period  between  the  seventh  and  tenth 
century,  beginning :  "/esu  nostra  redemplio  ;" 
this  has  proved  to  have  force  enough  to  live 
down  to  our  time.  The  manuscript  of  it  may 
be  found  to  this  day  in  the  British  Museum, 
as  well  as  in  two  or  three  other  places  on  the 
Continent.  The  present  translation  is  given 
as  an  Ascension  hymn  by  Rev.  John  Chandler : 
it  dates  In  1 83^,  and  is  included  in  his  Hymns 
of  the  Primitive  Church. 

478  CkriiVs  rrlurn  l0  Hraven.  C.  M 

The  Koiden  gales  are  lifted  up. 

The  iLix>r4  are  openeil  wide. 
The  Kin;  of  glory  is  fione  in 

2  Thou  art  gone  op  beinTe  us.  Lord, 
To  make  for  us  a  plate. 

And  look  iipon  Gods  face. 

3  And  ever  on  (hine  earthly  palh 
A  vleam  of  glory  lies; 

A  light  ilill  breaka  behind  Ihe  cloud 
That  vail«t  thee  from  our  e)n. 

4  I.ilt  up  our  hearts,  lifl  up  our  minds, 

Thai  Kh»e  we  faro' herfhetmi-. 
Our  IrcasuR  be  in  heaven  ) 

5  Thai  where  Ihou  art,  at  Ood's  right  hand. 


This  piece  is  sometimes  missed  in  the  in- 
dexes because  of  the  absence  of  what  was 
originally  its  first  line  :  "  The  eternal  gates  lift 
up  their  heads."  That  stanza  was  left  off  in 
the  revised  form  which  Mrs.  Cecil  Frances 
Alexander,  the  author,  published  in  1858  in 
\\.tx  Hymns  DtscriplriM  and  Devotional.  Allu- 
sion 18  made  in  the  opening  verse  to  Psalm 
24 : 7-10.  The  poetry  of  the  composition  lies 
in  the  conception  of  "  a  gleam  of  glory  "  flung 
on  Jesus'  "  earthly  path  "  by  the  light  which 
"  still  breaks  behind  the  cloud  "  beyond  which 
the  rising  Lord  has  gone. 
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I  UNO 


/o*i9 


A  pledge  of  liberty. 

t  find  him  lilting  up  my  head ; 


III  should  holy  be; 


f'fuiS" 


There  are  twenty-three  stanzas  in  this  piece 
as  it  appears  in  the  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems, 
1741.  of  Rev.  Charles  Wedey.  It  is  entitkd 
■'  Rejoicing  in  Hope,"  and  has  annexed  to  it 
the  reference,  Romans  12: 11. 

It  has  often  been  said  in  theological  dis- 
cussiotis  that  men  will  be  quick  to  preach 
Arminianism,  but  will  become  the  rigidestof 
Calvinists  the  moment  they  start  to  sing  or 
pray.  Surely  it  would  be  difEcult  to  fiml  in 
all  the  round  of  hymnological  literature  a 
more  direct  acknowledgment  of  the  divine 
sovereignty  at  its  supreme  exerdse  than  is 
here  given  by  the  historic  Asaph  of  the 
Methodist  Church.  And  while  some  in 
modem  times  are  seeking  to  reject  many  of 
the  old  formulas  of  belief  as  to  election  and 
perseverance,  it  may  be  refreshing  to  remem- 
ber that  enthusiasm  with  which  uie  foUowets 
tA  the  Wcsleys  still  sing  these  liaes : 

■'  He  wills  thai  I  should  ht^y  be  : 
What  <:Bn  withstand  his  will? 


ashed  our  guilt  away. 
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3  Clothed  with  our  nature  still,  he  knows 
The  weakness  of  our  frame, 

And  how  to  shield  us  from  the  foes 
Which  he  himself  o'ercame. 

4  Nor  time,  nor  distance,  e'er  shall  quench 
The  fetvor  of  his  love ; 

For  us  he  died  in  kindness  here, 
For  us  he  lives  above. 

5  Oh !  may  we  ne'er  forget  his  grace, 
Nor  blush  to  bear  his  name : 

Still  may  our  hearts  hold  fast  his  faith — 
Our  lips  his  praise  proclaim. 

e  author  of  this  hymn,  Rev.  Alexander 
was  a  Scotch  clergyman  who  was  con- 
d  for  some  time  with  the  Antiburgher 
d  of  the  Presbyterian  Church  of  Scot- 
He  came  to  America  in  1760,  having 
appointed  an  instructor  of  the  Philo- 
ical  Class  in  the  Theological  Seminary, 
York  City.     Soon  afterward,  however, 
ispleased   his  denomination,  and  on  a 
lical     charge    was    formally    dismissed 
the  church.     He  then  returned  to  Scot- 
joined  the  society  of  the  Burghers,  and 
rtook    the    pastorate    of    a   church    in 
Tiethy.     His  views  again  brought  him 
difficulty  with  his  fellow-workers,  and  in 
he  left  the    Secession    Church,    with 
h   he   had    been   connected,  and  allied 
elf  with  the  Independents,  finally  becom- 
he  minister  of  a  congregation  at  New- 
fa,  Fifeshire ;  in  which  place  he  died  in 
> 

le  hymn  quoted  first  appeared  in  1777, 
:a/ms,  or  Hymns  founded  on  some  import- 
Passages  of  Scripture.  Allusion  is  here 
I  to  the  high-priest's  ephod,  as  described 
codus  28:9-12. 

Names  on  his  heart.  C.  M. 

Now  let  our  cheerful  eyes  survey 

Our  great  Hi^h-Priest  above; 
And  celebrate  his  constant  care 

And  sympathetic  love. 

2  Thouf^h  raised  to  a  superior  throne, 
Where  angels  bow  around, 

And  high  o'er  all  the  shining  train, 
With  matchless  honors  crowned : 

3  The  names  of  all  his  saints  he  bears 
Deep  graven  on  his  heart ; 

Nor  snail  the  meanest  Christian  say 
That  he  hath  lost  his  part. 

4  Those  characters  shall  fair  abide 
Our  everlasting  trust, 

When  gems  and  monuments,  and  crowns, 
Are  moulclered  down  to  dust. 

5  So,  gracious  Saviour !  on  my  breast 
May  thy  dear  name  be  worn, 

A  sacred  ornament  and  guard, 
To  endless  ages  borne. 

r.  Philip  Doddridge  has  entitled  this 
n,  **  Christ's  Intercession  Typified  by 
3n's  Breastplate."  It  appears  in  his 
*tns  as  No.  8,  and  has  the  usual  five  stan- 


zas. Allusion  is  made  to  the  record  in  Ex- 
odus 28:28,  29:  "And  thev  shall  bind  the 
breastplate  by  the  rings  thereof  unto  the 
rings  of  the  ephod  with  a  lace  of  blue,  that  it 
may  be  above  the  curious  girdle  of  the  ephod, 
and  that  the  breastplate  be  not  loosed  from 
the  ephod.  And  Aaron  shall  bear  the  names 
of  the  children  of  Israel  in  the  breastplate  of 
judgment  upon  his  heart,  when  he  goeth  in 
unto  the  holy  place,  for  a  memorial  before 
the  Lord  continually." 

482  Christ  in  Heaven.  8s,  7s. 

Christ,  above  all  glory  seated  ! 

King  eternal,  strong  to  save ! 
To  thee,  Death,  by  death  defeated. 

Triumph  high  and  glor>'  gave. 

a  Thou  art  gone  where  now  is  given  • 

What  no  mortal  might  could  gain, 

On  the  eternal  throne  of  heaven. 
In  thy  Father's  power  to  reign. 

3  There  thy  kingdoms  all  adore  thee, 
Heaven  above  and  earth  below, 

While  the  depths  of  hell  before  thee 
Trembling  and  defeated  bow. 

4  We.  O  Lord !  with  hearts  adoring, 
Follow  thee  above  the  sky  : 

Hear  our  prayers  thv  grace  imploring. 
Lift  our  souls  to  thee  on  high. 

5  So  when  thou  again  in  glory 

On  the  clouds  ofheaven  shalt  shine, 
We  thy  flock  shall  stand  before  thee, 
Owned  for  evermore  as  thine. 

Church  Hymns,  the  English  collection  edit- 
ed by  Sir  Arthur  Sullivan  for  the  Society  for 
Promoting;  Christian  Knowledge,  credits  this 
excellent  hymn  to  William  John  Copeland  as 
a  translation  from  the' Latin.  This  author  is 
reported  as  the  rector  of  Farnham,  Essex,  and 
rural  dean.  He  was  graduated  at  Oxford, 
1829,  and  entered  the  ministry  of  the  Church 
of  England  in  1840.  His  death  occurred  Au- 
gust 25,  1885.  But  the  Dictionary  of  Hym- 
nology^  1892,  gives  the  piece  as  a  version  of 
the  ancient  Latin  hymn  **  .£terne  Rex  altissi- 
me,  Redemptor,"  an  anonymous  canticle  of 
the  fourteenth  century,  or  thereabouts — some 
even  say  the  fifth  century — and  credits  the 
translation  to  Rev.  James  Russell  Woodford, 
D.  D.,  the  late  Bishop  of  Ely.  And  Rev. 
Samuel  W.  Duffield,  our  best  authority  upon 
such  a  subject,  says  that  it  resembles  "  faint- 
ly "  the  Ambrosian  piece,  **  Christe,  rex  cali 
domine ;"  also,  that  it  has  "  a  trifling  like- 
ness "  to  the  Paris  Breviary  hymn,  **  Christe, 
qui  sedes  Oiympo.^' 
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The  Bridegroom  Cometh,*^ 


P.M. 


Wakb,  awake !  for  night  is  flying ; 

The  watchmen  on  the  heights  are  crying, 

Awake,  Jerusalem,  at  last  I 
Midnight  hears  the  welcome  voices, 
And  at  the  thrilling  cr>'  rejoices : 

Come  forth,  ye  virgins,  night  is  past ! 
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The  Bridegroom  comes ;  awake, 
Your  lamps  with  gladness  take ; 

I^Ueluiah ! 
And  for  his  marriage  feast  prepare, 
H  or  ye  must  go  to  meet  him  there. 

2  Zion  hears  the  watchmen  singing, 
And  all  her  heart  with  joy  is  springmg; 

She  wakes,  she  rises  from  her  gloom  ; 
For  her  Lord  comes  down  all-g^lorious ; 
The  strong  in  grace,  in  truth  victorious: 

Her  Star  is  risen,  her  Light  is  come! 
Ah,  come,  thou  blessi6d  One, 
God's  own  beloved  Son ; 

Halleluiah ! 
We  follow  till  the  halls  we  sec 
Where  thou  hast  bid  us  sup  with  thee. 

3  Now  let  all  the  heavens  adore  thee. 
And  men  and  angels  sing  before  thee 

With  harp  and  cymbal's  clearest  tone; 
Of  one  pearl  each  shining  portal, 
Where  we  are  with  the  choir  immortal 

Of  angels  round  thy  dazzling  throne ; 
Nor  eye  hath  seen,  nor  ear 
Hath  yet  attained  to  hear. 

What  there  is  ours ; 
But  we  rejoice,  and  sing  to  thee 
Our  hymn  of  joy  eternally. 

From  the  German  of  Philipp  Nicolai,  Miss 
Catharine  Winkworth  translated  this  hymn. 
It  is  to  be  found  in  her  Lyra  Germamca,  Sec- 
ond Series,  1858.  where  it  is  entitled  "The 
Final  Joy."  Mendelssohn  used  the  chorale  to 
which  it  is  usually  sung  in  his  •*  St.  Paul," 
and  the  words,  also,  after  a  few  slight  changes 
had  been  made  in  them.  The  piece  has  been 
translated  into  many  languages. 

Rev.  Philipp  Nicolai,  D.  D.,  was  bom  at 
Mengeringhausen,  in  Waldeck,  Germany,  Au- 
gust 10,  1556.  He  began  to  study  at  the 
University  of  Erfurt  in  1575,  and  a  year  later 
went  to  Wittenberg ;  after  his  graduation  in 
1579  he  lived  in  a  town  near  his  birthplace, 
and  sometimes  preached  for  his  father.  He 
received  the  appointment  of  the  Lutheran 
pastorate  at  Herdecke  in  1 583 ;  but  as  the 
authorities  were  all  Roman-catholics  he  had  a 
difficult  time  to  get  along,  and  in  1586  he  re- 
signed. After  laboring  in  various  fields  for 
two  years,  he  became  court  preacher  to  Coun- 
tess Margaretha  of  Waldeck,  and  tutor  to  her 
young  son.  He  took  an  active  interest  in  the 
theological  controversies  of  the  day,  and  his 
partisan  spirit  led  him  into  many  difficulties ; 
but  when  a  fearful  pestilence  came  upon  the 
land  in  1597,  and  struck  down  thousands, 
Nicolai's  earnest  piety  shone  forth,  and  his 
zeal  for  the  relief  of  his  sufferini;  people  was 
untiring.  It  was  during  this  time  that  he 
wrote  his  **  Wachet  aitf,  ruft  uns  die  Stint' 
wr,"  the  English  rendering  of  which  is  before 
us.  When  the  Spaniards  invaded  the  coun- 
tr>^  in  1 598  he  was  forced  to  llee ;  but  he 
returned  again,  and  in  160 1  became  the  chief 
minister  of  St.  Katherine's  Church,  at  Ham- 
burg, which  charge  he  retained  until  his 
death,  October  26,  1608. 


"  Vent,  ImmanueV  L.  M.  6L 

Draw  nigh,  draw  nigh,  Immanuel, 
And  ransom  captive  Israel, 
That  mourns  in  lonely  exile  here, 
Until  the  Son  of  God  appear. 
Rkf. — Rejoice !    Rejoice  1    Immanuel 
Shall  come  to  thee,  O  Israel ! 

2  Draw  nigh,  draw  nigh,  O  Morning  Star, 
And  bring  us  comfort  from  afar; 

And  banish  far  from  us  the  gloom 

Of  sinful  night  and  endless  doom.— Rbf. 

3  Draw  nigh,  draw  nigh,  O  David's  Key, 
The  heavenly  gate  unfolds  to  thee ; 
Make  safe  the  way  that  leads  on  high, 
And  close  the  path  to  misery. — Rkf. 

4  Draw  nigh,  draw  nigh.  O  Lord  of  might, 
VVho  once,  from  Sinai's  flaming  height 
Didst  give  the  trembling  tribes  thy  law, 

In  cloud,  and  majesty,  and  awe.— Ref. 

This  is  one  of  Dr.  John  Mason  Neale's 
translations.  It  is  offered  as  the  rendering  of 
an  anonymous  and  almost  dateless  produc- 
tion of  the  twelfth  century,  as  some  conjec- 
ture :  **  Vem\  vtni,  Immanuel."  It  is  not  very 
valuable.  Gounod's  music  brings  to  it  a  mea- 
sure of  popularity  as  a  carol,  and  it  has  been 
of  service  in  missionary  fields  where  the  gos- 
pel comes  in  contact  with  Israelites.  The 
fact  is,  Immanuel  has  come ;  he  came  almost 
nineteen  hundred  years  ago,  whether  the  Jews 
believe  it  or  not.  But  all  can  join  heartily  in 
the  petition  and  promise  that  he  may  yet  ef- 
fectually come  to  God  s  ancient  people. 

485  The  Judgment.  8s,  7*.  D. 

Hk  is  coming,  he  is  coming. 

Not  as  once  he  came  before, 
Waiiine  infant,  bom  in  weakness 

On  a  lowly  stable  floor : 
But  upon  his  cloud  of  glory, 

In  the  crimson-tinted  sky. 
Where  we  see  the  golden  sunrise 

In  the  rosy  distance  lie. 

2  He  is  coming,  he  is  coming, 

Not  in  pain,  and  shame,  and  woe. 
With  the  thorn-crown  on  his  forehead, 

And  the  blood-drops  trickling  slow ; 
But  with  diadem  upon  him, 

And  the  scepter  m  his  hand. 
And  the  dead  all  ranged  before  him. 

Raised  from  death,  hell,  sea,  and  land. 

3  He  is  coming,  he  is  coming, 

Not  as  once  lie  wandered  through 
All  the  hostile  land  of  Judah, 

With  his  followers  poor  and  few : 
But  with  all  the  holy  angels 

Watting  round  his  judgment-seat, 
And  the  chosen  twelve  apostles 

Silling  crowned  at  his  feet. 

4  He  is  coming,  he  is  cumiug; 
Let  his  Umly  first  estate, 

And  his  tender  love  so  teach  us 
That  in  faith  and  hope  we  wait. 

Till  in  glory  eastward  burning 
Our  redemption  draweth  near; 

And  we  see  the  sign  in  heaven 
Of  our  Judge  and  Saviour  dear. 

This  hymn  was  found  in  Barnby's  Hymna- 
ry,  1872,  credited  to  Mrs.  Cecil  Frances  Alex- 
ander, and  was  copied  into  Laudes  Domini 


COMING  AGAI 


one  of  its  most  welcome  and  valuable  acquisi- 
tions. Why  other  collcciions  have  not  taken 
it  up  it  is  not  easy  to  see.  Our  old  friend.  Rev. 
Samuel  Willougnby  Duflield.  has  not  men- 
tioned it,  neither  is  it  named  injulian's  great 
Dictionary,  yet  il  will  arrest  attention  by  the 
beauty  o(  its  diction,  the  melody  of  its  rhythm. 
and  the  Script uralness  of  its  sentiment. 

490.  "Driirr  a/ltie  Nations."  83, 71.  D. 

Comb,  thou  lanit-eip«i«IJ«sus, 

Born  to  set  Ihv  ucwTe  free '. 
¥ima  our  fan  and  sins  niase  us. 

Let  u>  liiiil  our  rol  tnlhee: 
Isiael's  Stren^h  and  Consulalion, 


3  Bom.  thy  people  10  deliver ; 

Born  a  child,  a»d  yd  a  King  ; 
Bom  10  reign  in  us  lor  ever, 


By  lhin< 


to  Ihy  glorio 


This  is  found  in  Rev.  Charles  Wesley's 
Hymns  for  the  Nali-vity  of  our  Lord,  1 744, 
It  celebrates  the  first  advent  of  Jesus,  and  it 
looks  forward  to  the  second.  Christ  has  al- 
ways been  "  the  Desire  of  all  nations,"  Hag- 
gai  2:7,  He  was  the  unconscious  prophecy 
of  the  prophets  and  seers  through  many  a 
clouded  century.  They  were  restless :  they 
did  not  know  what  they  wanted  ;  but  they 
longed  for  him  as  the  needle  longs  for  the 
star.  And  the  world  still  longs  lor  him  to  re- 
turn and  be  here  again.  When  we  look  back 
to  the  time  of  John  the  Baptist  we  lind  heathen 
historians  declaring  that  even  heathen  nations 
were  expecting  Somebody  to  come.  Then, 
just  after  that,  he  did  come.  How  different 
the  record  !  Everybody  is  singing.  Mary  is 
giving  OS  the  Magnificat,  and  Zacharias  is 
composing  the  BfHcdicli4s  :  Simeon  is  chant- 
ing the  Nunc  Dimilth,  and  the  whole  world 
is  listening  to  the  Gloria  in  Exctlsis  which  the 
angels  had  been  singing  over  Bethlehem  hills. 

487  "  Brolhet.Kinnl"  8a,  js. 

FBiK.NBorsini.en'r    l.oid  of  aloiy  1 

Lowly,  miKhty  !    Biotlier.  King  I 


jBus  Chris.,  1 

:he* 

IndpKybl 

\^ 

3  Friend  who  n. 

Fiiihrm,  ten<i 

Friend  who  at  a 
Friend  who  ci 

Jl'l 

r  bila  nor 
:  Ihc  W^' 

E 

LovinK  until  1 

ng. 

'SB. 

""" 

'sra 

e  siniier's 

fe 

chanical  reasons  ;  that  shows  why  the  hymn 
was  placed  among  those  reckoned  as  belong- 
ing to  the  second  coming  of  our  Lord. 

Rev.  Christopher  Newman  Hall.  LL.  B.,  the 
well-known  Congregational  minister  o[  Surrey 
Chapel  in  Southwark,  London  (afterwards  re* 
named  Christ-Church,  Westminster),  is  the 
fourth  child  of  that  eminent  ser^'ant  of  Jesus. 
John  Vine  Hall,  the  author  of  the  Sinner'i 
Friend.  He  was  born  at  Maidstone,  May  22. 
1816.  Strongly  tempted  to  enter  the  profes- 
sion of  law,  he  entered  the  ministry  simply 
and  solely  "  to  persuade  men  to  Jesus."  This 
Is  the  key-note  of  his  whole  life-labor.  His 
theology  is  the  theology  of  Calvary.  Himself 
a  nominal  Ccmgregaiionalist,  he  uses  the 
Church  of  England  liturgy  in  his  Sabbath 
scr\'ice :  he  has  a  I'resbyterian  board  of  ciders ; 
he  assimilates  with  Methodists  in  many  of  his 
modes  of  labor ;  he  is  equally  at  home  with 
Episcopalians  like  Bickersteth  or  with  <^a- 
kers  like  Bevan  Braithwaite. 

He  is  now  retired  from  the  active  ministry, 
his  great  age  unfitting  him  for  outsidt  care. 
But,  close  down  to  the  day  of  his  resignation, 
this   is   the   record   written   of  him  ;  "  After 

fireaehing  in  the  church  edifice  it  is  Mr.  Hall's 
requent  habit  to  go  out  and  address  the  peo- 
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pie  in  the  street,  Though  now  almost  sev- 
enty-four years  old,  he  stands  erect  in  mag- 
nificent strength,  nearly  six  feet  in  height ;  he 
has  the  muscle  and  endurance  of  an  athlete, 
can  climb  a  mountain  like  a  member  of  the 
Alpine  Club,  and  often  walks  a  dozen  miles 
on  Sunday  to  and  from  his  church.  He  has 
the  element  of  humor  in  him,  can  enjoy  a 
merry  romp  with  children,  and  brims  over 
with  life  in  every  direction.  His  church  num- 
bers nearly  two  thousand  members,  and 
among  them  are  several  scores  of  converted 
inebriates.  He  is  a  zealous  teetotaler  and 
makes  the  temperance  reform  prominent,  no 
less  than  five  meetings  for  the  promotion  of 
total  abstinence  being  held  every  month! 
His  church  maintains  thirteen  Sunday- 
schools,  seventeen  lodging-houses,  a  Chris- 
tian Instruction  Society,  and  holds  about 
forty  services  for  the  poor  every  week !" 

From  1842  to  1854  this  most  evangelic 
and  zealous  preacher  was  pastor  over  the 
Albion  Church  in  Hull.  While  settled  there 
he  went  out  one  evening  from  a  dinner-party 
to  preach  to  a  throng^  who  had  gathered  in 
the  street.  A  primitive  Methodist  was  sing- 
ing to  the  crowd  that  familiar  ditty,  **  Come 
to  Jesus  just  now."  Mr.  Hall  caught  up  the 
words  and  extemporized  a  powerful  exhorta- 
tion on  the  spot.  He  repeated  it  to  his  own 
congregation.  Soon  afterward,  being  con- 
fined to  his  room  by  a  lon^  illness,  he  recalled 
the  discourse  and  determmcd  to  turn  it  into 
a  short  practical  treatise  for  inquirers  after 
salvation.  He  wrote  it  out  in  the  fewest  and 
simplest  words  possible,  and  his  brother,  Mr. 
Warren  Hall,  printed  two  thousand  copies 
for  distribution.  Such  was  the  origin  of  that 
wonderful  tract,  "  Come  to  Jesus."  which  has 
already  been  circulated  in  thirty  different  lan- 

fuages,  to  the  number  of  three  million  five 
undred  thousand  copies ! 
In  1858  Mr.  Hall  published  a  volume  called 
Hymns  Composed  at  Bolton  Abbey,  and  Other 
Rhymes.  The  present  hymn  appeared  first  in 
that  book.  Another  collection  of  his  poetic 
pieces  has  been  issued  since,  1870,  entitled 
Pilgrim  Son^s  in  Sunshine  and  Shade  ;  and 
a  third  has  followed  that.  Songs  of  Earth  and 
Hean>en.  His  hymns  have  proved  very  ac- 
ceptable among  non-conformists  in  Britain ; 
Mr.  Spurgeon  has  some  in  his  collection,  and 
so  have  other  compilers ;  but  not  many  have 
found  their  way  across  the  sea. 


The  Prince  of  Pecue. 


8s,  7s.  D. 


Light  of  those  whose  dreary  dwelling 
Borders  on  the  shades  of  death  I 

Ri.He  on  us.  thy  love  revealing. 
Dissipate  the  clouds  beneath : 


Thou  of  heaven  and  earth  Creator 
in  our  deepest  darkness  rise. 

Scattering  all  the  night  of  nature. 
Pouring  day  upon  our  eyes. 

3  Still  we  wait  for  thine  appearing 

Life  and  joy  thy  beams  impart, 
Chasing  all  our  fears,  and  cheerinj 

Every  poor  benighted  heart : 
Come  and  manifest  thy  favor 

To  the  ransomed,  helpless  race ; 
Come,  thou  glorious  GckI  and  Savi 

Come,  ana  bring  the  gospel  gra< 

3  Save  us,  in  thy  great  compassioi 

O  thou  mild,  pacific  Prince  I 
Give  the  knowledge  of  salvation. 

Give  the  pardon  of  our  sins ; 
By  thine  all-sufficient  merit 

Every  burdened  soul  release; 
Every  wear>',  wandering  spirit 

Guide  into  thy  perfect  peace. 

In  1744  Rev.  Charles  Wesley  pi 
small  book,  like  a  tract  in  size.  calU 
for  the  Nativity  of  our  Lord,  It  Wi 
anonymously,  without  date,  and 
only  sixteen  hymns,  of  which  this 
Singular  it  is  tnat  such  a  cherishec 
of  the  churches  should  have  had  s 
an  origin — such  a  modest  introdu< 
the  world !  Worth  tells  in  the  en< 
poems  forced  their  way  into  cordial 
tion  as  among  the  best  the  £pw 
ever  made. 

489  ''King  of  kings:' 

Look,  ye  saints,  the  sight  is  gloriou: 
See  the  Man  of  Sorrows  now : 

From  the  fight  returned  victorious, 
Even*  knee  to  him  shall  bow : 

Crown  him,  crown  him  I 
Crowns  become  the  Victor's  brow 

a  Crown  the  Saviour,  angels,  crowi 
Rich  the  trophies  Jesus  orings; 

In  the  seat  of  power  enthrone  nim, 
While  the  vault  of  heaven  rings : 

Crown  him^  crown  him  ; 
Crown  the  Saviour  "  King  of  kin| 

3  Sinners  in  derision  crowned  him ; 
Mocking  thus  the  Saviour's  claim 

Saints  and  angels  crowd  around  hin 
Own  his  title,  praise  his  namt: 

Crown  him,  crown  him: 
Spread  abroad  the  Victors  fame. 

4  Hark,  those  bursts  of  acclamation 
Hark,  those  loud  triumphant  choi 

Jesus  takes  the  highest  station ; 
Oh,  what  joy  the  sight  affords : 

Crown  him,  crown  him ; 
King  of  kings  and  Lord  of  lords." 

This  great  coronation  song  is  t 
Rev.  Thomas  Kelly's  Hymns  on 
Passages  of  Scripture,  1809.  Tl 
Revelation  11:15:  **  The  kingdor 
world  are  become  the  kingdoms  of 
and  of  his  Christ :  and  he  shall  reig 
and  ever." 

4>SO  Creation  groans. 

Saviour  !  hasten  thine  appearing 

Take  thy  waiting  people  home ! 

'T  is  this  hope,  our  spints  cheerlc 


COMIXG  AGAIN . 


r.'i 


WhOewhitbe 

Makes  tbt-  peopfe 
Stmiccn  beft  tlE  thou  shall 

2  l>ord!  bow  kmcsfaalitbe  rrearian 
Groan  and  txai-ail  saner  is  pais  : 

Waiting  for  to  sore  OLK-arkm. 
When  tboo  ritab  tn  glotx  Togn, 

And  like  Eden. 
This  lad  eanfa  sliaE  bloom  agais  ? 

3  Rsi^.  oh,  rtaga  :  almiciitT  Sa^-ioBr  * 
Heaven  and  eanh  in  rmt  on  Ac: 

Maktrit  knuwii  tbal  ix.  thi  fav:c 
There  akme  k  liie  and  iifrhi. 

WTieii  we  see  ihet. 
\Vr  shall  have  nnmixt*:  deli^:*!!. 

This  was  written  b)'  Rev.  lames  Geor^gc 
ck,  and  published  in  his  Nrmnj  /or  ik£ 
t?r  of  the  Flock,  1838.  It  is  entitled,  "  Sec- 
i  Ach-ent  Desired."  The  f.rst  iinc  there 
ds  thus :  "  Sa\-iour,  haste  ;  rj^T  souis  are 
itinx"  This  took  the  form  now  in  use 
-n  the  h\Tnn  was  copied  for  Walker's 
f/wj  and  Hvmns  for  Putlu  and  Social 
orship.  1855.' 

I  ••  Thorn  art  varikt.'  M.  7s,  4&. 

Holy  Sa\-ioar  :  we  adore  ihet. 

Seated  on  the  thrcme  r.f  God  . 
While  the  heavenly  hcvsik  before  ibee 

Gladly  sing  thy  praiM:  akwd. 
••'Th«>n  an*  wonhy : 

We  are  ransomed  V-i  'ih%  W'-»c»d-  " 

2  Savioor!  tboui^h  the  wor'.d  despised  thee. 
Thoarfa  thon  here  wast  cruc:6«[. 

Yel  the  Father  s  KJor>  rsii«*cd  tbee. 
Lord  of  aU  creatK»T)  widr  ; 

"Thou  an  wor.h>  ' 
We  shalj  live,  for  ib.«u  ha«  died." 

3  Haste  the  day  of  Ihy  re^urrjinK 
With  thy  rans'>nie«i    hur'.  h  to  reij^  ; 

Then  shall  tud  r»ur  days  •*{  mf^ummK, 
We  shall  sin^  w:th  ra^.urt  then. 

•'Tb'.m  art  ifk'.n'r.y  ' 
Come.  Lord  Jesus,  c-.ime    .Amen.' 

This  was  orij^inally  published  in  Hymns 
-  the  Poor  of  the  Fk^k.  1S3S.  edited  by 
:v.  James  G.  L>e<:k,  and  for  a  lon',^  time 
re  his  name  as  the  author.  In  the  edition 
1 88 1  it  app)eared.  hoA'ever.  with  the  ascrijv 
nof  Rev.  Samuel  I'ndeaux  Tresjellcs.  LL.  D. 

him.  now  reco-^^nizt'l  a«i  a  h\-mn-writer  of 
J  excellence,  th^  -:or.-  >  easily  told.  He 
s  the  son  of  a  'r:akvr.  the  editor  of  a 
eek  Testament,  a  «-•  "ioiar  of  much  emi- 
nce,  and  an  invri!:'!  .■.  -lo  bore  his  miseries 
ively.  He  was  \>',^z\  ■.\\  Wodehouse  Place. 
Imouth,  Corr.'.v::^  ::.  Kr/«(Iand.  Januarx'  20. 
13.  There  ht  .'.'i"  ' -'  I'ated.  and  became  a 
icher.     His  '^'♦:-.*  •>'•;<  made  slow  projfress, 

it  was  hindf^T'-  :  S.  wu  ;ittacks  of  paraly- 

which  he  suff'-r'-'!  t.  \%f,\  and  1870.    Still. 

kept  coura'<'-"/  i-iy  on  as  best  he  could. 
le  y'rw  Tcst»im,nt  f/*-^an  in  1844.  and  was 
ued  in  in«;taln>*-r.t^ ;  I'.-irT  VI.  came  out  in 
72.     He  wa-  '  o:r.>  !  ':d  to  receive  literar>' 


help  at  the  lasa.  jmd  the  vfirnme  annm^x  2^ 
a  *-hole  in  iS'^o.  He  wsb^  annTruruire*-. 
cheered,  and  hetaxd :  htc  hb^  n^^aXitiuvr^ 
hedj^  his  way.  The  v-T^memmen:  ^•'r  h:n 
an  hanorabje  pensKir. ;  ne  was  nu:  nr  ::v 
historic  RcrTsacin  CcimTncT«  ;  hu:  Us  Ta*.  n**- 
heahh  for  the  aciht  wnrk.  Hr  madf  snm: 
cxoeDent  hymns,  anc  d.\t  som^  smal  s?*-^,^ 
among  the  PiyTn.*>3ih  ?i*Trh-Tr.  wtrr  v -^.\rT 
he  -was  ainliated.  Rj:  naru^  nnai'-. 
he  died  at  P]\Tno'jth,  Anri  r^  •  >:*^ 


Chk-IST  If  r."mimf     «k  ,— ?«t«fw 
Bid  her  jjrnaTx*  an.-  rTvai 

L«?  tht  pi.-n.iu*.  fir.vlamarirti 
Hcipe  rescnrc  and  latrl  in,-" 

C"hrac  i*  c:imtnf; 
Cvnne.  thoc  hir!is<>c  r-nvr  k  x^tm^t 

2  Eanh  riT.  n»-^  hm  trf  :>»f  <r.-»-^ 
l»f:r.»  '..iiitr  c^ce»  unc  pfcir 

She  sha?;  ycc  b^Kttc  :»:*  r •«"»"* 
Wher  ;b«]  comcsc  haA  :.  "rifr 

Chnsi  »  *-':«irinc 
Lei  each  hean  nenea:  ihe  <-ait. 


Wm  -^      ^ 


LoutJ 
Far  rro 


Ha  CLi'tcs-  h»rt  Sen.  T»»t.!nt 
ram  resc.  and  "h.-mK.  an.*  :h« 
Bnt.  in  hea^eriS  \eKLrt  shiiiiii^ 
Soon  the*  s>hal.  tr^  c«-"»^  swe 


Chnst  »  o-mr,:: 


Haste  the  vn 


ret 


4  Whh  that  "hlestfiec  h.-^c     ^e^.-rr  x»> 
Lei  no  harp  retna:r  twcuni: 

Let  the  migte?-  ad^-m:  c-h.-rus 
Onward  rxVIl  fnoar  ton$rne  s.-  tcv^cve 

Chrisl  is.  oocr.ituc 
Come.  Lord  Jesu*   .;x:)ckS  o.t 


This  h^Tnn  was  comix>9ed  bv  Rer  IV. 
JfMin  Ross  Macduff,  known  wideh-  :o  the 
American  world  as  the  authcv  ci  .V.i 
and  Xif^ht  Wafchts.  Tkt  PazVtfiu  /V-.i 
iser,  and  other  devc»r:ona!  N-oks  repuW»besi 
upon  this  side  of  the  water.  He  is  a  s^ranjC 
advocate  of  what  are  called  wit-m;;ienniai 
rie>%-s:  rankintj  with  Spun:eon  and  Guthrie, 
Bonar.  McChe^.ne.  arid  Duff.  Mo«  of  his 
hymns  were  pub!i>hed  in  his  Gatts  cf  Praz'u, 
1875,  but  a  few  were  rirst  issued  in  AlfJtr 
Stones,  1853.  The  one  befr»Te  us  is  founded 
upon  Titus  2:11-15.  This  in  the  Re\"ision 
reads  thus  :  ••  For  the  jjrace  of  God  hath  ap- 
peared, brinj^n?  sah-ation  to  all  men.  instruct- 
injj  us.  to  the  intent  that,  denyini^  ungodliness 
and  worldly  lusts,  we  should  live  soberly  and 
rig^hteously  and  jc^diy  in  this  present  world  : 
Ior»kin^  for  the  blessed  hope  and  appearing 
of  the  xlory  of  our  jjrcat  God  and  Sa\iour 
Jesus  Christ." 


H'att,  uatch,  pray,  ptatse. 

Hark!  't  is  th*- watchman's  cr\" 
Wake,  brethren.  wak«-l 

Je*u«(  '»ur  L*»r'l  t»-  nu'h  : 
Wak»..  !'r*<hr'-ii.  wake! 


P.M. 
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Sleep  is  for  sons  of  night : 
Ye  are  children  of  the  light ; 
Yours  is  the  glory  bright — 
Wake,  brctnren,  wake ! 

2  Call  to  each  waking  band, 
Watch,  brethren,  watch ! 

Clear  is  our  Lord's  command, 

Watch,  brethren,  watch. 
Be  ye  as  they  that  wait 
Always  at  the  Bridegroom's  gate; 
Ev'n  though  he  tarry  late. 

Watch,  brethren,  watch ! 

3  Hear  we  the  Saviour's  voice, 
Pray,  brethren,  pray ! 

Would  ye  his  heart  rejoice? 

Pray,  brethren,  pray. 
Sin  calls  for  constant  fear ; 
Weakness  needs  the  strong  One  near; 
Long  as  ye  struggle  here, 

Pray,  brethren,  pray. 

4  Now  sound  the  final  chord, 
Praise,  brethren,  praise! 

Thrice  holy  is  our  Lord ; 

Praise,  brethren,  praise! 
What  more  befits  the  tongues 
Soon  to  join  the  angels'  songs. 
While  heaven  the  note  prolongs. 

Praise,  brethren,  praise! 

Among  the  many  men  of  God  who  believe 
in  the  pre-millennial  coming  of  Christ  was 
Dr.  Horatius  Bonar.  In  the  *'  Mildmay  Mis- 
sionary Conference  Report"  we  find  these 
words  of  his :  "  I  know  not  but  this  may  be 
my  last  opportunity  of  bearing  witness  to  the 
much-forgotten  doctrine  which  was  so  spe- 
cially given  to  the  Church  as  her  blessed 
hope,  and  I  wish  to  say  how  increasingly  im- 
portant that  doctrine  seems  to  me  to  become 
as  the  ages  are  running  to  their  close,  and  the 
power  of  the  great  adversary  is  unfolding  it- 
self both  in  the  Church  and  in  the  world. 
For  this  is  not  merely  '  man's  day,'  but 
•  Satan's  day,*  and  he  has  come  down,  hav- 
ing g^eat  wrath,  because  he  knoweth  he  hath 
but  a  short  time.  The  poison  of  the  last  days 
has  p>enetrated  everywhere.  Unbelief,  error, 
strong  delusion,  self-will,  ambition,  pride, 
hatred  of  Ood  and  of  his  Christ — these  are 
the  deadly  forces  that  are  operating  all  over 
earth,  and  disintegrating  society,  making  all 
human  rule  impossible,  and  demonstrating 
the  necessity  for  the  arrival  of  Him  who  is  to 
end  all  these  overturnings,  and  to  introduce 
the  kingdom  of  peace,  the  reign  of  everlasting 
order."  Dr.  Bonar  was  not  a  pessimist,  but 
his  spiritual  vision  was  clear,  and  he  saw  the 
powerful  influence  that  the  world  has  over 
the  Church  to-dav. 


494  '•  Thf^  Lamb's  IVif^r 

Bfiir>K  <»f  ihf  Lamb,  .iwake.  awake! 

Why  sloop  U>r  sorrow  now  ? 
The  h»i>e  of  >r!<»rv.  Christ,  is  thine, 

A  child  of  Klor>-  thou. 


C.  M.  D. 


Thv  spirit,  through  the  lonely  night. 

From  earthly  joy  &ps^it. 
Hath  sighed  for  one  tnat  's  &r  away — 

The  Bridegn'oom  of  thy  heart. 

2  But  sec  I  the  night  is  waning  fast. 

The  breaking  mom  is  near ; 
And  Jesus  comes,  with  voice  of  lo\  e, 

Thy  drooping  heart  to  cheer. 
Then  weep  no  more ;  't  is  all  thine  own. 

His  crown,  his  joy  divine; 
And,  sweeter  far  than  all  beside, 

He,  he  himself  is  thine  I 

Sir  Edward  Denny  here  appears  in  his  most 
thoroughly  characteristic  light.  In  most  of 
the  collections,  used  by  those  who  cherish  the 
hope  and  faith  that  our  Lord  will  return  per- 
sonally to  rei^n  on  the  earth  previous  to  tlie 
millennium,  his  contributions  appear.  But  he 
is  always  the  happiest,  the  most  spirited  and 
most  poetic,  when  he  is  singing  of  the  advent 
of  Jesus.  We  find  this  piece  in  his  Hymns 
for  the  Poor  of  the  Flock,  1837-8 ;  there  he 
has  given  to  it  the  title, "  The  Church  Cheered 
with  the  Hope  of  her  Lord's  Return,"  and  the 
reference  to  Solomon's  Song  2:14  for  a  mot- 
to-text. Duffield  repeats  the  author's  quota- 
tion from  Lady  Powercourt's  Letters :  ••  Sent 
of  Jesus,  even  as  he  was  sent  of  the  Father, 
and  while  seeking  to  be  worthy  of  the  name 
put  upon  her,  may  she  remember  that  it  is 
not  of  herself  the  Bride  is  to  speak,  but  her 
object,  her  subject,  her  delight,  her  hope,  her 
only  resting-place,  is  her  Beloved — the  Bride- 
groom of  her  heart." 

495  "  Behold,  I  come  quickly r  C.  M.  D. 

Soon  will  the  heavenly  Bridegroom  come; 

Ye  wedding-guestSj  draw  near, 
And  slumber  not  in  sm,  when  he, 

The  Son  of  God,  is  here! 
Come,  let  us  haste  to  meet  our  Lord, 

And  hail  him  with  delij^ht; 
Who  saved  us  by  his  precious  blood. 

And  sorrows  infinite  I 

2  Beside  him  all  the  patriarchs  old. 
And  holy  prophets  stand ; 

The  glorious  apostolic  choir. 

And  noble  martyr  band. 
As  brethren  dear  they  welcome  os, 

And  lead  us  to  the  throne. 
Where  angels  bow  their  vail6d  heads 

Before  the  Three  in  One ! — 

3  Where  we,  with  all  the  saints  of  God, 
A  while-robed  multitude. 

Shall  praise  the  ascended  Lord,  wtio  deigns 

To  bear  our  flesh  and  blood  t 
Our  lot  shall  be  for  aye  to  share 

His  reign  of  peace  above: 
And  drink,  with  unexhausted  j6y, 

The  river  of  his  love. 

It  was  a  famous  German  "  Sangermeister," 
or  choirmaster,  who  wrote  the  original  of  this 
hymn.  His  name  was  Johann  Waithcr, and  he 
was  born  in  1496  at  a  village  near  Cola  in  Thu- 
ringia.  He  was  a  member  of  the  orchestra  at 
the  Court  of  the  Elector  of  Saxony  in  1524, 
and  master  of  the  musicians  in  1 526.     Later, 
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in  1 534,  he  was  appointed  preceptor  in  singing 
in  the  school  at  Torgau.  Various  other  posi- 
tions in  the  musical  world  were  held  by  him, 
and  finally  he  was  pensioned  by  the  Govern- 
ment in  1 554,  and  died  at  Torgau  in  the  spring 
of  1 570.  Walther  Was  better  known  as  a  mu- 
sician than  as  a  writer  of  hymns,  and  he  aided 
Martin  Luther  very  materially  in  his  adapta- 
tion of  the  old  church  music  to  the  needs  of 
the  Lutheran  service. 

The  English  version  now  before  us  was 
made  by  Rev.  Benjamin  Hall  Kennedy,  D.  D., 
who  published  it  in  1863  in  his  Hymnologia 
Christiana  ;  or  Psalms  and  Hymns  Arranged 
in  the  order  of  the  Christian  Seasons.  T* his 
author  was  bom  at  Summer  Hill,  near  Bir- 
mingham, England,  November  6,  1804.  His 
education  was  begun  at  King  Edward's 
School,  Birmingham,  and  continued  at 
Shrewsbury  School,  and  St.  John's  College, 
Cambridge,  from  which  he  graduated  in  1827. 
After  his  ordination  he  was  Prebendary  in 
Lichfield  Cathedral  and  rector  of  West  Fel- 
ton,  Salop.  He  held  a  number  of  prominent 
positions  both  in  literature  and  theology,  and 
was  the  compiler  of  several  volumes  of  hymns 
with  metrical  versions  of  the  Psalms.  He 
died  at  Torquay,  April  6,  1889. 


"Conif,  Lord  Jesus.'' 


C.  M.  D. 


HoPK  of  our  hearts.  O  Lord,  appear, 

Thou  glorious  Star  of  day  ! 
Shine  forth,  and  chase  the  dreary-  night, 

With  ail  our  tears,  away. 
No  resting-place  we  seek  on  earth, 

No  loveliness  we  see ; 
Our  eye  is  on  the  royal  crown, 

Prepared  for  us — and  thee! 

a  But,  dearest  Lord,  however  bright 

That  crown  of  joy  above, 
What  is  it  to  the  brighter  hope 

Of  dwelling  in  thy  love? 
What  to  the  toy,  the  deeper  joy, 

I'nminglea,  pure,  and  free. 
Of  union  with  our  living  Head, 

Of  fellowship  with  thee? 

Another  of  Sir  Edward  Denny's  longing 
prayers  for  the  coming  of  our  Lord,  taken 
also  from  Selection  of  Hymns,  1 839,  where  it 
is  entitled,  '*  The  Church  Waiting  for  the  Son 
from  Heaven."  The  references  annexed  are 
L  Thessalonians  i  :  10;  and  4: 16-18.  Our 
**  absent  Lord  "  is  surely  coming  back  again 
to  this  world.  He  predicted  his  second  ad- 
vent (John  14:28).  The  language  Jesus 
used  in  this  remembered  declaration  is  not  at 
all  figurative ;  it  all  goes  together  as  a  state- 
ment of  fact.  He  said,  literally,  he  would 
send  the  Comforter,  and  the  Holy  Spirit  came 
in  person  on  the  Day  of  Pentecost.  And  just 
as  literally  did  he  say  he  would  himself  re- 
turn at  the  appointea  time. 


497  Your  descending  Kinj^.  C.  M. 

Lo !  WHAT  a  glorious  sight  appears 

To  our  believing  eyes! 
The  earth  and  seas  are  passed  away. 

And  the  old  rolling  skies. 

2  From  the  third  heaven  where  God  resides — 
That  holy,  happy  place — 

The  New  Jerusalem  comes  down. 
Adorned  with  shining  grace. 

3  Attending  angels  shout  for  joy, 
And  the  bright  armies  sing— 

"Mortals!  benoid  the  sacred  seat 
Of  your  descending  King : 

4  "The  God  of  glory,  down  to  men. 
Removes  his  blest  abode  ; 

Men,  the  dear  objects  of  his  grace. 
And  he  their  loving  God  : 

5  "  His  own  soft  hand  shall  wipe  the  tears 
From  every  weeping  eye; 

And  pains,  and  groans,  and  griefs,  and  fears, 
And  death  itself  shall  die!'* 

6  How  long,  dear  Saviour!  oh,  how  long 
Shall  this  bright  hour  delay  ? 

Fly  swifter  round,  ye  wheels  of  time! 
And  bring  the  welcome  day. 

One  of  the  oldest  and  best  of  our  Second 
Advent  hymns.  It  is  No.  21  of  Dr.  Isaac 
Watts*  Book  I.,  1707.  It  has  remained  un- 
altered all  these  years  with  its  grand  memo- 
ries of  the  past  and  its  beautiful  prospect  of 
the  future.  Sung  to  old  *'  Northfield,"  the 
verses  have  filled  the  prayer-meetings  and 
monthly  concerts  with  enthusiasm  for  many 
generations  here  in  the  United  States.  It 
was  entitled  at  the  beginning :  **A  vision  of 
the  Kingdom  of  Christ  Among  Men,"  and 
there  was  added  to  it  the  reference.  Revela- 
tion 21:1-4:  "  And  I  saw  a  new  heaven  and 
a  new  earth :  for  the  first  heaven  and  the  first 
earth  were  passed  away;  and  there  was  no 
more  sea.  And  I,  John,  saw  the  holy  city, 
new  Jerusalem,  coming  down  from  God  out 
of  heaven,  prepared  as  a  bride  adorned  for 
her  husband.  And  I  heard  a  great  voice  out 
of  heaven  saying.  Behold,  the  tabernacle  of 
God  is  with  men.  and  he  will  dwell  with 
them,  and  they  shall  be  his  people,  and  God 
himself  shall  be  with  them,  and  be  their  God. 
And  God  shall  wipe  away  all  tears  from  their 
eyes ;  and  there  shall  be  no  more  death,  nei- 
ther sorrow,  nor  crying,  neither  shall  there  be 
any  more  pain :  for  the  former  things  are 
passed  away." 


Messiah's  Reijp*.  C.  M. 

Behold,  the  mountain  of  the  Lord 

In  latter  days  shall  rise 
On  mountain  tt>i>s,  above  the  hills. 

And  draw  the  wondering  eyes. 

2  The  beam  that  shines  from  Zion's  hill 
Shall  lighten  evcr>'  land  : 

The  King  who  reigns  in  Salem's  towers 
Shall  all  the  world  command. 

3  No  strife  shall  vex  Messiah's  reign. 
Or  mar  the  peaceful  years  ; 

To  ploughshares  men  shall  beat  their  swords. 
To  pruning-hooks  their  spears. 


222 


THE  LORD  JESUS  CHRIST. 


Another  of  the  pieces  of  the  young  theo- 
logical student,  Michael  Bruce,  whose  early 
death  put  an  end  to  the  promise  of  usefulness 
which  his  hopeful  heart  had  cherished  and 
his  pluck)r  courage  had  sought  during  patient 
and  laborious  years  to  fuliilT.  It  was  included 
among  the  selected  paraphrases  of  the  Scotch 
collections,  and  it  was  for  many  generations 
credited  to  his  false  friend  Logan,  who  ap- 
propriated his  work  and  took  his  fame.  It  is 
founded  upon  Isaiah  2:1-5;  indeed  it  is  al- 
most a  transcription  of  that  inspired  passage, 
exceedingly  well  done. 

499  "  Camu,  bussed  Lord  r  C.  M. 

Light  of  the  lonely  pilijrim's  heart  I 

Star  of  the  cominj^  day ! 
Arise,  and  with  thy  morning  beams 

Chase  all  our  griefe  away. 

2  Come,  blessed  Lord !  let  every  shore 
And  answerine  island  sing 

The  praises  of  thy  ro>'al  name, 
And  own  thee  as  their  King. 

3  Jesus  I  thy  fair  creation  groans, 
The  air,  the  earth,  the  sea, 

In  unison  with  all  our  hearts. 
And  calls  aloud  for  thee. 

4  Thine  was  the  cross,  with  all  its  fruits 
Of  ^race  and  peace  divine ; 

Be  thine  the  crown  of  glory  now. 
The  palm  of  victory  thine. 

Once  more  we  select  a  song  from  Sir  Ed- 
ward Denny's  Hymns  and  Poems,  1848.  It  is 
entitled, "  The  Heart  Watching  for  the  Morn- 
ing." It  is  not  fair  to  look  on  Jesus  as  a  mere 
al^entee  lord  of  the  soil.  For  he  made  this 
world;  he  has  suffered  wonderfully  to  save 
souls ;  and  he  owns  what  he  has  purchased. 
It  must  be  remembered  that  he  went  away 
for  a  most  gracious  purpose.  He  would  send 
the  Comforter  (John  16 : 7).  He  has  gone  to 
prepare  a  '*  place  "  for  those  whom  he  died  to 
redeem  (John  14:2,  3).  It  is  better  to  urge 
his  coming  back  with  eagerness  of  prayer. 
There  is  fitness  in  the  passionate  words  of 
Richard  Baxter :  "  Haste.  O  my  Saviour,  the 
time  of  thy  return  :  send  forth  thy  angels,  let 
the  last  trumpet  sound  !  Delay  not,  lest  the 
living  give  up  hope.  Oh,  hasten  that  g^eat 
resurrection  day  when  the  seed  thou  sowedst 
corruptible  shall  come  forth  incorruptible,  and 
the  graves  that  retain  but  dust  shall  return 
their  glorious  ones,  thy  destined  bride  !" 


500 


"  How  lotifr,  o  Ltrrdr 


S.  M.  D. 


Thk  Chiirrh  has  waite<l  long 

Hrr  ab'iciit  Lord  to  sev  : 
And  slill  ill  l(»neliiK*ss  she  waits, 

A  friendless  stranger  she. 
How  long,  O  Lortl  our  ("iiMl, 

Holy  and  true  and  giwxl. 
Wilt  thou  not  judK<*  thy  suffering  Church, 

Her  sighs  and  tears  and  blood  ? 


a  Saint  after  saint  on  earth 

Has  lived  and  loved  and  died ; 
And  as  they  left  us.  one  by  one, 

We  laid  them  side  by  side. 
We  laid  them  down  to  sleep. 

But  not  in  hope  forlorn  ; 
We  laid  them  but  to  ripen  there. 

Till  the  last  glorious  mom. 

3  We  long  to  hear  thy  voice, 

To  see  thee  face  to  face. 
To  share  thy  crown  and  glory  then, 

As  now  we  share  thy  grace. 
Come,  Lord,  and  wipe  away 

The  curse,  the  sin,  the  stain. 
And  make  this  blighted  woria  of  ours 

Thine  own  &ir  world  again. 

Another  of  Dr.  Horatius  Bonar's  Hymns 
of  Faith  and  Hope.  It  was  written  in  1844. 
President  Woolsey's  comnient  upon  Mark 
1 3  :  32  is  worth  studying :  'i '  But  of  that  day 
or  that  hour  knoweth  no  one,  not  even  the 
angels  in  heaven,  neither  the  Son,  but  the 
Father.'  This  is  not  in  Luke;  but  in  Mat- 
thew, in  the  text  followed  by  the  Authorized 
Version,  it  stood  *  knoweth  no  man  (that  is, 
no  one),  no,  not  the  angels  in  heaven,  but  my 
Father  only,'  where  nor  the  Son  was  waottog 
in  the  manuscripts  used.  In  the  Revised 
Version,  however,  neither  the  Son  is  added 
by  the  oldest  manuscripts,  as  it  always  stood 
in  Mark. — '  But  of  that  day  or  that  hour.'  In 
Matthew,  'that  day  and  hour;'  that  is,  the 
precise  time  when  it  shall  come  to  ptass. — 
•  Neither  the  Son,  but  the  Father.*  Here  there 
is  a  gradation  from  the  angels  upward  to  the 
Son,  and  from  him  to  the  Father.  From  his 
nature  and  intimate  union  with  the  Father,  he 
might  be  expected  to  know  when  that  day 
should  arrive ;  but  he  denies  the  knowledge, 
and  that  for  the  purpose,  it  would  seem,  of 
showing  to  them  that,  if  he  does  not  know, 
much  more  ought  they  not  to  expect  to  know. 
He  knew  the  events,  and  when  they  would 
happen,  but  not  the  exact  date.  This  pas- 
sage has  had  to  bear  a  great  variety  of  inter- 
pretations to  bring  it  into  formulas  of  theolo- 
pr.  Many  of  them  are  scarcely  honest.  It 
IS  better  to  say  that,  when  the  Word  emptied 
himself,  and  took  upon  him  the  form  of  a  ser- 
vant, he  subjected  himself  to  limitations ;  he 
was  tempted;  he  prayed  to  the  Father;  he 
learned  by  experience ;  he  cried, '  If  it  be  pos- 
sible, let  this  cup  pass  from  me,*  as  if  the 
Father  were  the  judge  of  the  possibility ;  his 
compassion  was  aroused  by  what  he  saw,  and 
so  had  a  change  of  feelings.  And  yet  he 
knew  men,  not  by  his  sagacity  only,  but  by 
the  wisdom  of  his  higher  nature,  and  had 
every  power  and  knowledge  beyond  human 
proportions,  when  it  was  necessary  for  the 
discharge  of  his  great  office.  And  the  very 
fact  that  he  had  such  a  nature  forbids  wise 
Christians  to  try  to  explain  it  minutely." 


COMING  AGAIN. 


223 


S.  M.  D.      B03 


Comb,  kin^om  of  our  God, 

Sweet  reign  of  light  and  love  I 
Shed  peace  and  hope  and  joy  abroad, 

And  wisdom  from  above. 
Over  our  spirits  first 

Extend  tny  healing  reign  ; 
There  raise  and  quench  the  sacred  thint 

That  never  pains  again. 

a  Come,  kingdom  of  our  God  I 

And  make  the  broad  earth  thine ; 
Stretch  o'er  her  lands  and  isles  the  rod 

That  flowers  with  grace  divine. 
Soon  may  all  tribes  ^  blest 

With  fruit  from  life's  glad  tree ; 
And  in  its  shade  like  brothers  rest, 

Sons  of  one  family. 

In  1837  this  piece  was  contributed  to 
Beard's  Collection  of  Unitarian  hymns,  pub- 
lished in  Manchester,  England,  where  it  was 
made  up  of  five  stanzas  of  four  lines  each,  and 
was  entitled,  "  Prayer  for  the  Kingdom  of 
God."  It  is  to  be  found  also  in  many  other 
collections  both  in  Great  Britain  and  Amer- 
ica. 

Rev.  John  Johns,  who  composed  it,  was 
bom  at  Plymouth,  England,  March  17,  1801. 
He  received  his  education  partly  at  the  gram- 
mar school  and  partly  from  the  Unitarian 
minister  in  the  town,  and  then  spent  two 
years  in  Edinburgh.  His  first  charge  was 
that  of  the  old  Presbyterian  Chapel  at  Credi- 
ton.  Here  he  remained  from  1820  to  1836, 
when  he  went  to  Liverpool  as  Minister  to  the 
Poor.  He  labored  untiringly  among  his  peo- 
ple, and  died  of  a  fever,  June  23,  1847.  He 
v/rote  three  volumes  of  poetry,  and  was  a  con- 
tributor to  a  number  of  religious  periodicals. 

502  Philippians  2 :  10,  11.  S.  M.  D. 

O  THOU  whom  we  adore ! 

To  bless  our  earth  af^in, 
Assume  thine  own  almighty  power. 

And  o'er  the  nations  reign. 
The  world's  Desire  and  Hope, 

All  power  to  thee  is  given  ; 
Now  set  the  last  great  empire  up, 

Eternal  Lord  oT  heaven ! 

2  A  gracious  Saviour,  thou 

Wilt  all  thy  creatures  bless  : 
And  every  knee  to  thee  shall  bow, 

And  every  tongue  confess. 
According  to  thy  word, 

Now  be  thy  grace  revealed ; 
And  with  the  knowledge  of  the  Lord 

Let  all  the  earth  be  filled. 

There  is  in  existence  a  small  pamphlet  of 
less  than  fifty  pages  written  by  Rev.  Charles 
Wesley  in  1782,  and  yet  not  specified  or  de- 
scribed in  his  biography.  It  was  entitled. 
Hymns  for  the  Nation.  It  seems  likely  that 
it  contained  some  patriotic  songs  for  the 
British  people,  who  were  then  in  the  stress  of 
conflict  with  the  American  colonies,  and 
wanting  solace.  In  this  little  collection  the 
present  hymn  was  found,  with  the  motto  at 
the  head  of  it.  "  On  the  American  War." 


(< 


Come^  Lordjeiusy  S.  M. 

Comb,  Lord,  and  tarry  not ! 

Bring  the  long-looked-for  day ; 
Oh.  why  these  years  of  waiting  here, 

These  ages  of  delay  ? 

2  Come,  for  thy  saints  still  wait ; 
Daily  ascends  their  sigh  ; 

The  Spirit  and  the  Bride  say,  Come ! 
Dost  thou  not  hear  the  cr>'? 

3  Come,  for  creation  groans, 
Impatient  of  thy  stay, 

Worn  out  with  these  long  years  of  ill, 
These  ages  of  delay. 

4  Come,  and  make  all  things  new, 
Build  up  thb  ruined  earth, 

Restore  our  foded  paradise — 
Creation's  secona  birth. 

5  Come,  and  begin  thy  reign 
Of  everlasting  peace ; 

Come,  take  the  kingdom  to  thyself, 
Great  King  of  Righteousness! 


In  the  first  series  of  Hymns  of  Faith  and 
Hope,  1857,  by  Rev.  Horatius  Bonar,  D.  D.. 
there  is  a  poem  with  fourteen  stanzas,  bearing 
the  motto,  *'  Senuit  mundus :  Augustine.  * 
From  this  the  verses  of  the  present  hymn 
have  been  chosen.  Dr.  William  C.  Prime  re- 
lates an  interesting  personal  reminiscence  of 
Dr.  Bonar : 

**One  dark  night  in  the  year  1856,  in  the 
earthly  city  Jerusalem,  I  wandered  into  a 
lighted  mission-room  on  Mount  Zion,  where  a 
small  company  of  men  and  women  of  various 
nationalities  and  complexions  were  gathered. 
In  the  desk  was  a  man  of  impressive  counte- 
nance, whose  voice  seemed  to  me  remarkably 
forcible,  though  low  and  musical.  Musical  to 
me  at  least,  because  in  my  childhood  I  was 
surrounded  by  Scotch  people,  and  in  my  fa- 
ther's house  w^as  always  familiar  with  the 
voices  of  mighty  men  of  the  Scotch  Church  in 
America,  such  men  as  Bullions  and  Proudfit 
and — w^hy  name  them  }  Are  not  their  names 
recorded  in  the  rolls  of  the  saints,  who  after 
the  war  have  had  honor  and  refreshment  and 
rest  in  the  times  of  eternal  peace !  Very  me- 
lodious in  my  ears  are  the  tones  of  any  voices, 
however  harsh  to  some  ears,  which  remind 
me  of  those  gentle  yet  stalwart  champions  of 
the  faith. 

•'  The  preacher,  as  I  learned  later,  was  Dr. 
Horatius  Bonar.  Learned  and  eloquent,  there 
was  a  wonderful  charm  in  what  he  said  that 
night,  because  he  had  strong  convictions  on 
that  subject  of  much  sf>eculation,  the  second 
coming  of  the  Lord.  He  believed  in  his  per- 
sonal coming,  to  reign  on  the  earth.  And 
his  faith,  seconded  by  his  rich  poetic  imagina- 
tion and  fer\'or,  all  quickened  by  the  fact  that 
we  were  in  Jerusalem,  the  city  of  the  Passion, 
the  Crucifi.xion.  the  Resurrection,  the  city  on 
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which  every  morning  the  dawn  broke  over 
the  mountain  of  the  Ascension — these  gave  to 
his  words  a  winning  power  which  you  may 
imagine,  but  which  1  cannot  describe.  He 
had  no  idea  of  any  specific  time  for  the  ad- 
vent. He  did  not  argue,  nor  was  there  a 
controversial  word  in  all  that  he  said.  He 
only  gave  himself  up,  and  gave  us  up  too, 
to  the  scene  which  shall  be  sooner  or  later, 
when  the  King  shall  come  again  to  walk  in 
the  streets  of  his  abasement,  when  the  efful- 
gence of  the  light  that  will  darken  the  sun- 
light shall  attend  him  from  the  Garden  of 
Gethsemane  to  the  judgment  seats  of  Herod 
and  Pilate,  and  along  the  Via  Dolorosa  to 
Calvary  and  the  rock-hewn  tomb. 

**  To  hear  such  a  man  in  Jerusalem,  having 
a  firm  belief  in  the  personal  coming  and  reign 
of  Christ,  thus  communicate  to  others  freely 
his  confident  hopes  and  imaginings,  was  a 
memorable  event.  In  the  course  of  the  next 
few  days  I  was  happy  in  making  the  personal 
acquaintance  of  Dr.  Bonar,  and  from  day  to 
day  was  led  to  admire  and  honor — I  had 
almost  said  revere — him." 

504  Th"  hidiUn  Life.  S.  M. 

OiR  lif'.*  is  hid  with  Christ, 

With  Christ  in  God  above; 
Upward  our  heart  would  eo  to  him 

Whom,  seeinjf  not,  we  love. 

2  When  he  who  is  our  life 
Appears,  to  take  the  throne, 

We  to<j  shall  be  revealed,  and  shine 
In  glory  like  his  own. 

3  He  liveth,  and  we  live! 
His  life  for  us  prevails  : 

His  fullness  fills  our  mighty  void, 
His  strength  for  us  avails. 

4  Life  worketh  in  us  now, 
Life  is  for  us  in  store: 

So  death  is  swallowed  up  of  life; 
We  live  for  evermore. 

5  Like  him  we  then  shall  be. 
Transformed  and  glorified : 

For  we  shall  see  him  as  he  is. 
And  in  his  light  abide. 

This  poem  by  Dr.  Horatius  Bonar  was  first 
published  in  his  Hymns  of  Faith  and  Hope, 
Third  Series.  1867.  with  the  title  "Life  in 
Christ."  It  is  filled  with  a  joyous  anticipa- 
tion of  the  sec  ond  appearing  of  our  Lord,  and 
the  resurrection  unto  life  eternal,  which  will 
give  back  to  us  those  who  have  fallen  asleep 
in  Jesus.  In  a  notable  series  of  verses,  ad- 
dressed to  the  church  in  Thessalonica.  the 
apostle  I^tul  takes  pains  to  meet  a  manifest 
an.xietv  on  this  head.  "  But  1  would  not  have 
you  to  be  ignorant,  brethren,  concerning  them 
which  are  asleep,  that  ye  sorrow  not.  even  as 
others  which  have  no  hope.  For  if  we  be- 
lieve that  Jesus  died  and  rose  again,  even  so 


them   also  which    sleep   in  Jesus  will  God 
bring  with  him."     There  is  g^eat  significance 
in  this  ;  for  we  must  remember  that  the  first 
Epistle   to  the  Thessalonians    is  the  oldest 
thing  in  the  New  Testament.     Evidently  the 
earliest  matter  of  discussion  among  the  im- 
mediate followers  of  the  risen  Redeemer  was 
concerning  the  state  and  future  faring  of  the 
pious  dead.     Why  not  study  up  all  we  can 
know  upon  this  subject }   Paul  says  he  would 
not  have  those  people  ignorant.     It  is  folly 
and  wilfulness  to  insist  that  all  disquisitions 
in  this  direction  end  in  extravagance.     When 
one  is  simply  invited  to  notice  that  all  the 
Scripture  writers  appear  to  look   upon   the 
Saviour's  advent  as  very  near,  even  in  their 
time,  it  does  not  seem  either  fair  or  relevant 
to  begin  laughing  at  those  who  have  s|>ent 
their  time  trying  to  find  out  what  **  man  "  six 
hundred  and  sixty-sbc  was  the  *'  number  "  of. 
Prophecy  is  a  different  thing  from  eschatol- 

909  The  final  Judgment,  S.  M. 

And  will  the  Jud^^e  descend, 

And  must  the  dead  arise, 
And  not  a  single  soul  escape 

His  all-discerning  eyes? 

2  How  will  my  heart  endure 
The  terrors  of  that  day, 

When  earth  and  heaven  before  his  face 
Astonished  shrink  aw^ay? 

3  But,  ere  the  trumpet  shakes 
The  mansions  of  the  dead, 

Hark,  from  the  Gospel's  cheering  sound 
What  joyful  tidings  spread ! 

4  Ve  sinners !  seek  his  grace 
Whose  wrath  ye  cannot  bear ; 

Fly  to  the  shelter  of  his  cross, 
And  find  salvation  there. 

"The  Final  Sentence  and  Misery  of  the 
Wicked  :"  this  was  the  title  which  Dr.  Philip 
Doddridge  gave  to  his  hymn.  He  added  also 
as  a  reference  the  text  Matthew  25 :  41.  The 
appeal  is  very  solemn  as  he  urges  it  in  the 
final  verse.  The  instinctive  tendency  of  the 
human  heart  is  to  procrastinate  in  the  per- 
formance of  religious  work.  So,  when  the 
reckoning  is  demanded,  souls  are  surprised. 
If  all  the  good  resolutions  that  have  been 
made  by  members  of  the  church  of  God  had 
been  executed  in  their  due  time,  the  millen- 
nial glory  would  long  ago  have  gleamed  on 
every  hill  and  shone  in  every  vaJlcy.  Time 
glides  mysteriously  on  with  no  reference  to 
daring  delay.  The  g^ave,  like  the  horse- 
leech's daughter,  cries.  Give  (Prov.  30:15. 
16),  and  damnation  slumbercth  not  (2  Peter 
2:3),  but  men  sleep  clear  up  to  the  edge  of 
divine  judgment.  They  did  in  Noah's  time, 
and  in  Lot's,  when  a  less  catastrophe  was  at 


COMING  AGAIN. 


225 


hand  ;  and  so  it  will  be  when  the  Son  of  man 
is  revealed  (Luke  18  :  26-30).  Christians 
ought  to  hold  in  memory  the  repeated  ad- 
monitions they  have  received.  Walter  Scott 
uTote  on  his  dial-plate  the  tw^o  Greek  words 
which  mean  "  the  night  cometh/'  so  that  he 
might  keep  eternity  in  mind  whenever  he  saw 
the  hours  of  time  flitting  by.  Evidently  the 
apostle  Paul  feels  that  he  has  the  right  to 
press  peculiarly  pertinent  and  solemn  appeals 
upon  those  who  had  enjoyed  the  advantage 
of  such  long  instruction  (I.  Thessalonians 
5  :  i_7).  There  is  no  second  chance  offered 
after  the  first  is  lost. 


The  Tribunal. 


C  P.  M. 


When  thou,  my  righteous  J udRc,  shalt  come 
To  take  thy  ransomed  people  home, 

Shall  I  ainonj^  them  stand  ? 
Shall  such  a  worthless  worm  as  I, 
Who  sometimes  am  afraid  to  die, 

Be  found  at  thy  right  hand  ? 

2  I  love  to  meet  thv  people  now, 
Before  thy  feet  with  them  to  bow. 

Though  vilest  of  them  all ; 
But,  can  I  bear  the  piercing  thought, 
What  if  my  name  should  be  left  out. 

When  thou  for  them  shalt  call? 

3  O  Lord,  prevent  it  by  thy  grace. 
Be  thou  my  only  hiding-place, 

In  this  the  accepted  day ; 
Thy  pardoning  voice,  oh,  let  me  hear, 
To  still  my  unoelieving  fear. 

Nor  let  me  fall,  I  pray. 

4  Among  thy  saints  let  me  be  found. 
Whene'er  the  archangel's  trump  shall  sound, 

To  see  thy  smiling  face ; 
Then  loudent  of  the  throng  I  '11  sing. 
While  heaven's  resounding  mansions  ring 

With  shouts  of  sovereign  grace. 

Selina,  Countess  of  Huntingdon,  was  born 
on  August  24,  1707.  being  the  second  daugh- 
ter of  Washington  Shirley,  Earl  Ferrers. 
This  ancient  family  traced  its  pedigree  up  to 
the  reign  of  Edward  the  Confessor,  and  had 
been  allied  to  the  royal  family  of  England  by 
marriage.  As  a  very  young  child  the  little 
Selina  was  very  thoughtful,  and  accustomed 
herself  to  pray  over  ever>'  difficulty  and  worry. 
At  nine  years  of  age  she  was  much  impressed 
by  the  spectacle  of  a  child's  funeral,  and,  fall- 
ing on  her  knees,  she  offered  up  an  earnest 
supplication  that  her  last  hour  might  be  a 
happv  one.  This  serious  spirit  distinguished 
her  during  all  those  early  years  of  girlhood 
and  young  womanhood. 

Lady  Selina  Shirley  was  married  to  The- 
ophilus.  Earl  of  Huntingdon,  in  June,  1728, 
and  still  exemplified  in  her  changed  position 
the  same  serious  habits.  She  attended  to  the 
wants  of  the  poor  on  her  husband's  estates, 
statedly  performed  her  religious  duties  in 
private,  and  constantly  attended  on  public 
worship.     She  was  presented  at  court  and 


took  some  part  in  the  fashionable  amuse- 
ments of  the  day.  but  never  with  any  real 
relish.  She  always  felt  too  deeply  the  re- 
sponsibilities of  existence  to  do  this,  and 
strove  to  work  out  her  own  salvation  thus, 
**  with  fear  and  trembling." 

But  the  light  of  evangelical  truth  was  to 
dawn  on  her  heart  and  life.  The  preaching 
of  Whitefield  and  the  Wesleys  became  mat- 
ter of  public  notoriety  and  wonder,  and  the 
ladies  of  the  house  of  Hastings,  the  Countess* 
sisters-in-law,  hastened  to  listen  to  the  new 
doctrines.  Lady  Margaret  Hastings  first  re- 
ceived the  truth  "  in  the  love  of  it,"  and  hesi- 
tated not  to  use  her  influence  with  Lady 
Huntingdon  to  lead  her  in  the  same  path. 
In  conversation,  one  day,  the  former  lady 
remarked  that,  '*  since  she  had  known  and 
believed  on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  for  life  and 
salvation  she  had  been  as  happy  as  an  angel." 
The  Countess  pondered  over  this  continually, 
and,  feeling  more  and  more  her  sinful  and 
lost  condition  before  God,  strove  to  effect  a 
reconciliation  to  him  by  her  own  works  and 
self-denying  austerities.  She  practiced  these 
for  some  time,  seeking  justification  by  them  ; 
but  the  more  she  strove  the  more  she  felt  how 
sinful  and  unworthy  she  was  before  the  eyes 
of  him  who  reads  the  secrets  of  all  hearts. 

Shortly  after  this  she  fell  dangerously  ill, 
and  was  brought  to  the  brink  of  the  grave. 
Death  became  a  terror  to  her,  and  the  moral- 
ity and  good  works  upon  which  she  had 
hitherto  relied  now  presented  themselves  to 
her  mind  as  **  sandy  foundations."  "Her 
best  righteousness,"  says  her  biographer, 
*'  now  appeared  to  be  but  *  filthy  rags/  which, 
so  far  from  justifying  her  before  God.  in- 
creased her  condemnation.  The  remorse 
which  before  attended  conscience  on  account 
of  sin,  respected  only  the  outward  actions  of 
her  life  :  but  now  she  saw  that  her  heart  was 
•deceitful  above  all  things,  and  desperately 
wicked."  that  *  all  have  sinned  and  come  short 
of  the  glor\'  of  God.'  and  that '  the  thoughts 
of  man's  heart  are  only  evil  continually.' 
When  upon  the  point  of  perishing  the  words 
of  Lady  Margaret  came  again  to  mind,  and 
she  felt  an  earnest  desire,  renouncing  every 
other  hope,  to  cast  herself  wholly  upon  Christ 
for  life  and  salvation.  From  her  bed  she 
lifted  up  her  heart  to  the  Saviour  with  this 
prayer,  and  immediately  all  her  distress  and 
fears  were  removed,  and  she  was  filled  with 
joy  and  peace  in  believing." 

With  the  dawn  of  new  peace  and  mar\'ei- 
ous  blessedness  came  a  sense  of  new  respon- 
sibilities and  important  duties.  Lady  Hunt- 
ingdon never  dreamed  of  being  ashamed  of 
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her  Lord  and  Master,  or  of  hiding  under  a 
bushel  the  gift  she  hid  received.  She  de- 
termined to  become  more  self-denying,  more 
charitable,  more  constant  in  good  works,  and' 
more  earnest  for  the  salvation  of  others.  As 
soon  as  she  rose  from  her  bed  of  sickness  she 
sent  a  message  to  the  Wesleys,  assuring  them 
of  her  sympathy  with  them,  and  of  her  desire 
to  cooperate  with  them  in  the  glorious  work 
of  savmg  sinners.  She  also  attended  closely 
on  Whitefield's  ministry. 

In  1764  a  collection  was  published  for  use 
in  the  chapels  which  had  been  founded  by  the 
Countess  of  Huntingdon.  Several  hymns  com- 
posed by  this  lady  were  contained  in  this,  but 
unfortunately  the  list  of  them  does  not  now 
exist.  Almost  the  only  one  of  her  authorship 
which  still  is  kept  in  use  is  that  just  now  un- 
der our  eyes.  It  does  not  appear  in  the  earli- 
est editions  of  the  hymn-book  she  approved. 
It  is  found  in  one  edition,  but  that  is  without 
date.  In  the  various  issues  along  the  years 
sometimes  the  editor  put  it  in,  and  sometimes 
the  next  editor  left  it  out.  And  once  or  twice 
it  is  credited  to  some  other  writer.  But  now 
hymnologists  accept  it  as  hers.  In  November, 

1790,  when  the  Countess  had  passed  her  eighty- 
third  birthday,  she  broke  a  blood-vessel,  and 
was  in  imminent  danger  of  speedy  death.  But 
she  was  quite  patient,  collected,  and  happy. 
"All  is  well — well  for  ever."  she  said  to  her 
friends,  who  collected  in  alarm  round  her. 
She  was  then  residing  at  Spafields,  London, 
and,  although  reduced  to  very  feeble  health, 
she  employed  herself  much  in  planning  mis- 
sionary undertakings  to  the  heathen,  as  well 
as  in  her  ministerial  engagements  at  home. 
She  recovered  somewhat  from  this  attack, 
lived  through  the  winter,  but  died  June  17, 

1 791,  and  was  interred  at  Ashby-de-la-Zouch. 

907  Isaiah  S2: 1-  7s,  6s.  D. 

Awake,  awake,  O  Zion, 

Put  on  thy  strength  divine, 
Thj-  garments  bright  in  beauty, 

The  bridal  dress  be  thine: 
Jerusalem  the  holy, 

To  purity  restored : 
Meek  Bride  all  fair  and  lowly, 

(io  forth  to  meet  thy  Lord. 

2  From  henceforth  pure  and  spotless, 
All  glorious  within, 

Prepared  to  meet  the  Bridegroom, 
And  cleanse<l  from  ever>-  sin  ; 

With  love  and  wonder  smitten, 
And  bowe<i  in  guileless  shame, 

Upon  thy  heart  be  written 
The  new  mysterious  name. 

3  The  Lamb  who  bore  our  sorrows 
Comes  down  to  earth  again ; 

No  sufferer  now,  but  victor, 

For  evermore  to  reign  : 
To  reign  in  ever\'  nation. 

To  rule  in  every  zone. 
Oh,  world-wide  coronation, 

In  everv-  heart  a  throne. 


4  Awake,  awake,  O  Zion, 

Thy  bridal  day  draws  nigh, 
The  day  of  signs  and  wonders, 

And  marvels  from  on  high. 
The  sun  uprises  slowly, 

But  keep  thy  watch  and  ward : 
Fair  Bride,  all  pure  and  lowly, 

Go  forth  to  meet  thy  Lord. 

Benjamin^ough  was  born  in  Southborough, 
Kent,  England,  in  1805,  and  entered  business 
life  early.  For  many  years  he  was  a  merchant 
in  London.   Belonging  to  the  Wesleyan  com- 
munion, it  was  considered  proper  for  him  to 
be  a  layman  and  yet  exercise  the  office  of  a 
lay  preacher.     He  wrote  a  number  of  hymns, 
of  more  or  less  merit,  which  he  gathered  to- 
gether and  published  in  1865  in  a  volume  en- 
titled Lyra  Sabbatica.    In  this  the  piece  now 
before  us  was  included ;  it  had  for  its  theme. 
**  The  Coming  Millennium."    After  he*  retired 
from  business,  Mr.  Gough  resided  for  some 
years  in  Faversham,  where  he  died,  November 
28,  1877. 

506  "  Your  lamps  trimmed.''  7s,  6s.  D. 

Rejoice,  rejoice,  believers ! 

And  let  your  lights  ap[>ear; 
The  shades  of  eve  are  thickening, 

And  darker  night  is  near ; 
The  Bridegroom  is  advancing ; 

Each  hour  he  draws  more  nigrh ; 
Up !  watch  and  pray,  nor  slumber ; 

At  midnight  comes  the  cr>'. 

2  See  that  your  lamps  are  burning, 
Your  vessels  filled  with  oil  ; 

Wait  calmly  your  deliverance 

From  earthly  pain  and  toil; 
The  watchers  on  the  mountains 

Proclaim  the  Bridegroom  near ; 
Go,  meet  him,  as  he  cometb> 

With  hallelujahs  clear. 

3  Our  hope  and  expectation, 
O  Jesus,  now  appear! 

Arise,  thou  sun  so  looked-for. 

O'er  this  benighted  sphere ! 
With  hearts  and  hands  uplifted, 

We  plead,  O  Lord,  to  see 
The  day  of  our  redemption. 

And  ever  be  with  thee. 

Another  of  the  translations  from  the  Ger- 
man given  us  in  Hymns  from  the  Land  of 
Luther,  First  Series,  1854.  In  this  instance  it 
seems  to  be  understood  that  Mrs.  Sarah  Find- 
later  did  the  literary  work,  and  indeed  it  is 
well  done.  The  original  hymn  begins,  Er- 
muntert  euch,  thr  Frommen^  and  it  is  by 
Laurentius  Laurenti.  It  is  founded,  of  course. 
upon  the  parable  of  the  Ten  Virgins  (Matthew 
25 : 1- 1 3),  and  it  pictures  with  unusual  vigor 
and  measure  of  detail  that  scene  described  so 
vividly  by  our  Lord. 


509  T^  Lamb's  Bridai. 

The  marriage  feast  is  readv, 
The  marriage  of  the  Laoib, 

He  calls  the  btithfiil  children 
Of  faithful  Abraham : 


7S,6s.D. 


COMING  AGAIN. 
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Now  from  the  golden  portals 
The  sounds  of  triumph  ring; 

The  triumph  of  the  Victor, 
The  marriage  of  the  King. 

2  Nor  sigh  nor  sorrow  enter 
Where  lesus  leads  them  in ; 

Nor  death  may  cross  the  threshold, 
Nor  pain,  nor  fear,  nor  sin  : 

Now  snades  of  night  and  darkness 
Are  past  and  fled  away, 

Before  the  radiant  brightness 
Of  everlasting  day. 

3  No  tear-drops  stain  that  threshold, 
No  weeping  eyes  are  there ; 

For  God  hath  wiped  all  tear-drops. 
And  God  hath  stilled  all  care: 

The  sunlight  of  the  Presence, 
The  bright  Shechinah-flame, 

Lights  up  the  bridal  haiuiuct 
Of  God  and  of  the  Lamo. 


This  hymn  was  written  by  Rev.  Gerard 
Moultrie,  and  was  published  in  TAe  Primer 
set  forth  at  large  for  the  use  of  the  Faithful, 
1864.  It  is  a  most  cheerful  and  exhilarating 
song  of  hope.  The  sentiment  is  designed  to 
offset  the  horror  of  some  people  in  view  of  the 
judgment.  It  argues  a  low  state  of  piety 
for  one  to  grow  shocked  and  alarmed  at  the 
thought  of  Christ's  second  advent.  It  might 
clear  an  inquirer's  experience  to  think  of  this 
coming  of  Jesus.  Does  one  love  to  "  watch  " 
for  him  ?  In  the  autobiography  of  Frances 
Ridley  Havergal  we  are  told  of  the  years 
during  which  she  sought  sadly  for  peace  at 
the  cross.  At  last  one  of  her  teachers  put 
this  question  to  her :  **  Why  cannot  you  trust 
yourself  to  your  Saviour  at  once  }  Supposing 
that  now,  at  this  moment,  Christ  were  to 
come  in  the  clouds  of  heaven,  and  take  up  his 
redeemed,  could  you  not  trust  him  }  Would 
not  his  call,  his  promise,  be  enough  for  you  } 
Could  you  not  commit  your  soul  to  him,  to 
your  Saviour,  Jesus  .^"  This  lifted  the  cloud ; 
she  tells  the  story  herself :  "  Then  came  a 
flash  of  hope  across  me  which  made  me  feel 
literally  breathless.  I  remember  how  my 
heart  beat.  *  I  could  surely.'  was  my  response ; 
and  I  left  her  suddenly  and  ran  away  up  stairs 
to  think  it  out.  I  flung  myself  on  my  knees 
in  my  room  and  strove  to  realize  the  sudden 
hope.  I  was  very  happy  at  last.  I  could 
commit  my  soul  to  Jesus.  I  did  not,  and 
need  not,  fear  his  coming.  I  could  trust  him 
with  my  all  for  eternity.  It  was  so  utterly 
new  to  have  any  brij^ht  thoughts  about  reli- 
gion that  I  could  hardly  believe  it  could  be 
so,  that  I  had  really  gained  such  a  step. 
Then  and  there  I  committed  my  soul  to  the 
Saviour,  I  do  not  mean  to  say  without  any 
trembling  or  fear,  but  I  did — and  earth  and 
heaven  seemed  brii^ht  from  that  moment — / 
did  trust  the  Lord  Jesus'' 


510  Isaiah  21 :  11.  7s.  D. 

Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night. 

What  its  signs  of  promise  are. 
Traveler,  o'er  yon  mountain's  height. 

See  that  glory-beaming  star ! 
Watchman,  does  its  beauteous  ray 

Aught  of  joy  or  hope  foretell  ? 
Traveler,  yes  :  it  brings  the  day. 

Promisee!  day  of  Israel. 

2  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night : 
Higher  vet  that  star  ascends. 

Traveler,  olessedness  and  light. 

Peace  and  truth,  its  course  portends. 
Watchman,  will  its  beams  alone 

Gild  the  spot  that  gave  them  birth? 
Traveler,  ages  are  its  own ; 

See !  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth ! 

3  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night, 
For  the  moniing  seems  to  dawn. 

Traveler,  darkness  takes  its  flight. 
Doubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn. 

Watchman,  let  thy  wanderings  cease; 
Hie  thee  to  thy  quiet  home. 

Traveler,  lo !  the  Prince  of  Peace, 
Lo!  the  Son  of  God  is  come! 

Perhaps  no  piece  can  be  found  which  is 
more  familiar  to  the  American  churches  than 
this  of  Sir  John  Bowring.  included  in  his 
Hymns,  1825.  Every  man  seems  to  think  he 
understands  it,  and  gives  a  force  to  its  chal- 
lenge in  the  direction  of  missionary  effort  at 
once.  The  brief  prediction  in  Isaiah  21 : 
II,  1 2,  is,  however,  one  of  the  most  obscure 
in  the  Bible.  The  entire  prophecy  is  con- 
tained in  two  verses  of  the  chapter,  and  ap- 
pears to  bear  no  relation  to  what  goes  before 
It  or  what  follows.  But  the  image  it  pre- 
sents is  singularly  dramatic  and  picturesque. 
The  scene  is  laid  in  the  midst  of  the  Baby- 
lonish captivity.  A  lonely  watchman  is  rep- 
resented as  standing  on  the  ramparts  of  some 
tower  along  the  defences  of  the  citadel.  He 
seems  to  be  anxiously  looking  for  the  issues 
of  the  siege  leveled  against  it.  The  time  is 
midnight.  Calamity  is  over  the  land.  The 
people  are  afflicted.  Their  enemies  are  press- 
ing them  hard.  That  solitary  sentinel  sadly 
remains  at  his  post,  peering  into  the  unlit 
gloom,  tr)'ing  to  discern  signs  of  deliverance. 
But  the  heavens  are  starless  and  the  impene- 
trable clouds  keep  rolling  on.  Suddenly  an 
unknown  voice  pierces  the  air.  Whether  in 
wailing  sorrow  or  in  bitter  taunt,  is  not  evi- 
dent ;  but  out  from  the  stillness  already 
grown  oppressive  breaks  the  question  with 
repetitious  pertinacity — "  Watchman,  what  of 
the  night  ?  Watchman,  what  of  the  night  .^" 
The  sentinel  waits  through  a  moment  of  sur- 
prised meditation,  and  then  tranquilly  an- 
swers': **  The  morning  cometh,  and  also  the 
night :  if  ye  will  inquire,  inquire  ye :  return, 
come."  Then  the  dialogue  lapses  into  si- 
lence again,  and  the  night  gathers  its  un- 
broken shadows  deeper  than  ever. 
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"  The  Lord  God  rcit^nt'th."  7s.    D. 

Hark  !  the  song  of  jubilee, 

Loud  as  mighty  thunders  roar. 
Or  the  fullness  of  the  sea, 

When  it  breaks  upon  the  shore ; 
Hallelujah !  for  the  Lord 

God  omnipotent  shall  reign ! 
Hallelujah  I  let  the  word 

Echo  round  the  earth  and  main. 

2  Halleluiah!  hark,  the  sound, 
From  tne  depths  unto  the  skies, 

Wakes  above,  oeneath,  around, 

All  creation's  harmonies! 
See  Jehovah's  banners  furled! 

Sheathed  his  sword  I  he  speaks — 't  is  done ! 
And  the  kingdoms  of  this  world 

Are  the  kingdoms  of  his  Son ! 

3  He  shall  reign  from  pole  to  pole, 
With  illimitable  sway ; 

He  shall  reign,  when  like  a  scroll 
Yonder  heavens  have  passed  away  ; 

Then  the  end :  beneath  nis  rod 
Man's  last  enemy  shall  fall : 


Hallelujah !  Christ  in  (kxI 
God  m  Christ,  is  all  in  all 


The  spirit  in  which  James  Montgomery 
wrote  this  piece  is  easily  seen  from  the  title 
he  gave  to  it :  **  Hallelujah  !"  It  is  included 
in  his  Original  Hymns,  1853,  but  it  was  first 
published  in  the  Evangelical  Magazine,  July, 
1 81 8.  The  passages  of  Scripture  to  which 
allusion  is  made  are  I.  Corinthians  1 5  :  24-28 , 
and  Revelation  11  : 1 5. 

512  7)^^•  IVorlcTs  Conversion.  7s.  D. 

Hasten,  Lord !  the  glorious  time 

When,  beneath  Messiah's  sway, 
Ever>'  nation,  ever>'  clime, 

Shall  the  gospel's  call  obey. 
Mightiest  kings  his  power  shall  own. 

Heathen  tribes  his  name  adore; 
Satan  and  his  host,  o'erthrown, 

Bound  in  chains,  shall  hurt  no  more. 

2  Then  shall  wars  and  tumults  cease. 

Then  be  banished  grief  and  pain  : 
Righteousness  and  ioy  and  peace 

L  ndisturbed  shall  e\cr  reign. 
Bless  we,  then,  our  gracious  Lord ; 

Ever  praise  his  glorious  name; 
All  his  mighty  acts  record ; 

All  his  wondrous  love  proclaim. 

This  is  Miss  Harriet  Auber's  version  of  the 
old  foreign-mission  song  of  the  churches, 
Psalm  72.     It  was  published  in  1829. 

513  Day  of  Prntfcost.  CM. 

When  Ofnl,  of  oUl.  came  down  from  heaven. 

In  |K)wer  and  wralh  he  came  : 
Before  his  feel  the  clouds  were  riven. 

Half  darkness  and  half  flame. 

2  But  when  he  came  the  second  time. 
He  came  in  i><»wer  and  love  : 

Softer  than  gales  at  morning  prime 
Huvereti  his  holy  Dove. 

3  The  fires  that  rusheti  on  Sinai  down 
In  sudden  torrents  dread. 

Now  gently  light  a  glorious  crown 
On  ever>'  sainte<l  head. 

4  Like  arrows  went  those  lightnings  forth. 
Winded  with  the  sinner's  dcHim  : 

But  these,  like  tongues,  o'er  all  the  earth 
PrtH-Iaiming  life  to  come. 


This  is  taken  from  the  poem  of  eleven 
stanzas  which,  in  the  now  familiar  Christian 
Year,  the  Rev.  John  Keble  has  chosen  to 
signal  the  advent  of  Whitsunday — the  Sab- 
bath that  the  English  churches  accept  as  the 
anniversary  of  the  Day  of  Pentecost,  when 
the  Holy  Spirit  descended  upon  the  apostles 
according  to  the  previous  promise  of  our 
Lord.  A  careful  pruning  of  the  verses  has 
to  be  exercised  in  this  case ;  for  a  number  of 
the  statements  are  questionable  from  any  ex- 
cept the  highest  points  of  view  taken  by  those 
with  whom  the  author  sympathized.  But  a 
hymn  was  needed  for  this  particular  ser\*ice, 
and  this  answers  comfortably  as  a  commemo- 
ration of  the  season.  The  author  has  at- 
tached to  it  the  reference  to  Acts  2 : 2-4, 
where  the  Bible  story  is  to  be  found. 

014  Giver  0/ grace.  C.  M. 

Come,  Holy  Ghost,  Creator,  come, 

Inspire  these  souls  of  thine : 
Till  every  heart  which  thou  hast  made 

Be  filled  with  grace  divine. 

2  Thou  art  the  Comforter,  the  gift 
Of  God.  and  fire  of  love; 

The  e\'erlasting  spring  of  joy, 
And  unction  from  above. 

3  Enlighten  our  dark  souls,  till  they 
Thy  sacred  love  embrace ; 

Assist  our  minds,  bv  nature  frail, 
With  thy  celestial  grace. 

4  Teach  us  the  Father  to  confess, 
And  Son,  from  death  revived. 

And  thee,  with  both,  O  Holy  Ghost, 
Who  art  from  both  derived. 

Almost  every  writer  of  any  note  has,  first  or 
last,  been  tempted  to  tr>'  his  skill  in  producing 
a  version  of  tne  old  Latin  hymn  of  Rabanus 
Maurus,  "  Veni,  Creator  Spiritus**  This 
one  is  by  Nahum  Tate,  and  it  is  found  in  his 
New  Version  of  the  Psalms,  \  703. 


515 


The  Promise. 


8s,  6s.  4S. 


Our  blest  Redeemer,  ere  he  breathed 

His  tender,  last  farewell, 
A  Guide,  a  Comforter  bequeathed. 

With  us  to  dwell. 

2  He  came  in  tongues  of  livmg  flame. 
To  teach,  convince,  subdue: 

All-powerful  as  the  wind  he  came, 
And  viewless,  too. 

3  He  came,  sweet  influetice  to  impart. 
A  gracious,  willing  Guest, 

While  he  can  find  one  humble  heart 
Wherein  to  rest. 

4  And  ever>'  virtue  we  possess, 
And  ever\-  victor>-  won, 

And  everv  thought  of  holiness, 
Is  his  alone. 

5  Spirit  of  purity  and  grace! 
Our  weakness  pitying  see: 

Oh,  make  our  hearts  thy  dwelUnfPitlace, 
And  worthier  thee  I 
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Another  of  Miss  Harriet  Auber's  hymns, 
taken  from  The  Spirit  of  the  Psalms,  1829. 
She  has  for  once  departed  from  her  usual  line 
of  composition*  and  refreshed  us  with  a  song 
in  a  new  meter. 

516  Assurance,  C.  M. 

Why  shoald  the  children  of  a  Kliiij? 

Go  mouminf^  all  their  da>'s? 
Great  Comforter,  descend,  and  bring 

Some  tokens  of  thy  grace. 

2  Dost  thou  not  dwell  in  all  the  saints, 
And  seal  the  heirs  of  heaven  ? 

When  wilt  thou  banish  mv  complaints, 
And  show  my  sins  forgiven  ? 

3  Assure  my  conscience  of  her  part 
In  the  Redeemer's  blood ; 

And  bear  thy  witness  with  my  heart 
That  I  am  bom  of  God. 

4  Thou  art  the  earnest  of  his  love, 
The  pledge  of  jo>'S  to  come  • 

And  thy  soft  wings,  celestial  Dove, 
WMll  safe  convey  me  home. 

Dr.  Isaac  Watts  made  this  No.  144  in  Book 
I.  of  his  Hymns,  1707,  entitling  it,  **  The  Wit- 
nessing and  Sealing  Spirit."  He  annexed  to 
it  also  two  Scripture  references ;  Romans  8 : 
14-16  :  "  For  as  many  as  are  led  by  the  Spirit 
of  God.  they  are  the  sons  of  God.  For  ye 
have  not  received  the  Spirit  of  bondage  again 
to  fear;  but  ye  have  received  the  Spirit  of 
adoption,  whereby  we  cr>',  Abba,  Father.  The 
Spirit  itself  beareth  witness  with  our  spirit 
that  we  are  the  children  of  God."  And  Ephe- 
sians  i  :  13,  14:  "In  whom  ye  also  trusted, 
after  that  ye  heard  the  word  of  truth,  the  go.s- 
pel  of  your  salvation  :  in  whom  also,  after  that 
ye  believed,  ye  were  sealed  with  that  Holy 
Spirit  of  promise,  which  is  the  earnest  of  our 
inheritance  until  the  redemption  of  the  pur- 
chased possession,  unto  the  praise  of  his  glory." 

5 1  7  Sanctification.  C.  M. 

Eternal  Spirit,  God  of  truth, 

Our  contrite  hearts  inspire; 
Revive  the  flame  of  heavenly  love, 

And  feed  the  pure  desire. 

2  T  is  thine  to  scwthe  the  sorrowing  mind, 
With  guilt  and  fear  oppressed  ; 

T  is  thine  to  bid  the  dying  live,' 
And  give  the  wear>-  rest. 

3  Subdue  the  power  of  e\ery  sin, 
Whate'er  that  sin  may  be, 

That  we.  with  humble,  holv  heart, 
May  worship  only  thee. 

4  Then  with  our  spirits  witness  bear 
That  we  are  s<iris  of  (;<>«], 

Redeeme<l  from  sin.  from  »i«-ath  and  hell, 
Through  Christ  s  atoning  hWA. 

From  Rev.  Thomas  Cottcrill's  Selection  of 
Psalms  and  Hymns  for  Puhltc  ami  Privatf  Use, 
1810.  He  entitled  it.  "Assurance  of  Salva- 
tion desired."  No  c ompilt-r  cv«r  changed  the 
hymns  of  other  people  w  ith  a  <  f>oler  devasta- 
tion than  this  author  did  year  after  year  in  his 


editions.  And  those  who  came  after  him  seem 
to  have  felt  free  to  follow  his  example  by  mak- 
ing changes  in  his  own.  This  one  has  been 
altered,  and  in  most  instances  helped,  by  un- 
known hands,  till  even  the  title  has  had  to 
yield,  and  now  stands,  "  For  a  well-grounded 
hope  of  Salvation." 

518  'Oh,  Come  To-day r  6s,  4s. 

CoMK,  Holy  Ghost !  in  love, 
She<l  on  us,  from  above, 

Thine  own  bright  ray: 
Divinely  good  thou  art ; 
Thy  sacred  gifls  ini|>art, 
To  gladden  each  sail  heart ; 

Oh,  come  to-day. 

a  Come,  tenderest  Friend,  and  best. 
Our  most  delightful  (iuest ! 

With  soothing  iM)wer ; 
Rest,  which  the  weary  know ; 
Shatle,  'mid  the  noontide  glow ; 
Peace,  when  deej)  griefs  o  erllow  ; 

Cheer  us,  Ihts  hour! 

3  Come,  Light  serene!  and  still 
Our  inmrwt  Dosoms  fill ; 

Dwell  in  each  breast : 
We  know  no  dawn  but  tnine ; 
Send  forth  thy  beamti  divine, 
On  our  dark  souls  to  shine, 

And  make  us  blest. 

^  Exalt  our  low  <lesireh; 
Extinguish  {>aKsion's  fires ; 

Heal  every  wound ; 
Our  stubborn  spirits  bend  I 
Our  icy  coldness  end  ; 
Our  devious  steps  attend, 

While  hcavenwanl  bound. 

S  Come,  all  the  faithful  ble«», 
Let  all,  who  Christ  (onfess, 

His  praise  employ : 
Give  virtue's  rich  reward  ; 
Victorious  death  accord, 
And,  with  our  glorious  I^ord, 

Eternal  joy ! 

Our  old  friend.  Rev.  .Samuel  Willoughby 
Duffield,  believed  to  the  day  of  his  death  that 
the  ancient  sequence,  **  /  V///,  Sancte  Spirit- 
usy  was  composed  by  Hermannus  Contrac- 
tus, who  died  in  1054.  He  used  to  pride 
himself  upon  the  clearness  of  his  demonstra- 
tion that  this  man  deserved  the  credit  of  liav- 
ing  given  to  the  world  a  piece  of  p(xrtr\'  which 
Archbishop  Trench  pronounced  to  be  **the 
loveliest  of  all  the  hymns  in  the  whole  circle 
of  Latin  sacred  poetry." 

But  the  critics  still  hold  the  authorship  un- 
settled. It  was  for  ages  given  to  Robert  II., 
King  of  France,  and  so  ap(x:ared  in  the  Amer- 
ican and  English  hymn-books  of  the  fcarlier 
times.  Pope  Inncxcnt  III.  also  had  s^>me 
friends  to  claim  for  him  so  notable  a  literary 
honor.  And  Stephen  I^ngton.  for  a  while 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury  in  the  thirteenth 
century,  was  named  as  the  fortunate  ixxrt  in 
an  antiquate<l  romrn^-ntary.  It  is  of  no  use 
for  any  orje  now  to  be  d^>j<m;iti<- ;  it  is  likely 
the  whole  matter  rests  upon  mere  conjecture. 
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But  there  is  no  doubt  as  to  the  composer  of 
the  fine  translation  now  before  us.  Dr.  Ray 
Palmer  wrote  the  piece  for  The  Sabbixth 
Hymn-Book,  Andover,  1858.  It  is  admirably 
done,  and  the  stanzas,  in  their  quaint  meter, 
stand  as  a  memorial  of  his  jjenius  and  taste. 

519  'Letthrrf  be  Light  r  6s,  4s. 

Thol'  !  whose  attnij^hty  word 
Chaos  and  darkness  heard, 

And  took  their  flif^ht. 
Hear  us,  we  humbly  pray. 
And,  where  the  >fosi>ers  (lay 
Sheds  not  its  glorious  rav, 

"Let  there  be  light !" 

2  Thou !  who  didst  come  to  bring, 
On  thy  redeeming  wing, 

Healing  and  si^ht, 
Health  to  the  sick  in  mind, 
Sight  to  the  inly  blind — 
Oh,  now  to  all  mankind, 

••  Let  there  be  light !" 

3  Spirit  of  truth  and  love, 
Life-giving  holy  Dove ! 

Speed  forth  thy  flight : 
Move  o'er  the  waters*  face, 
Bearing  the  lamp  of  grace, 
And  in  earth's  darkest  place, 

"Let  there  be  light!" 

4  Blessed  and  holy  Three, 
All-glorious  Trinity — 

Wisdom,  Love,  Might! 
Boundless  as  ocean's  tide 
Rolling  in  fullest  pride. 
Through  the  world,  far  and  wide — 

•Let  there  be  light!  " 

"And  God  said,  Let  there  be  light;  and 
there  was  light,"  Genesis  1:3,  is  evidently 
the  text  upon  which  this  hymn  is  basea. 
The  author,  Rev.  Jolin  Marriott,  was  born  at 
Cottesbach,  near  Lutterworth,  England,  in 
1780,  and  studied  at  Rugby  and  at  Christ 
Church,  Oxford.  He  graduated  with  honors, 
and  then  spent  about  two  years  as  private 
tutor  in  the  family  of  the  Duke  of  Huccleuch, 
who  afterwards  secured  to  him  the  living  of 
Church  Lawford.  Warwickshire.  This  he 
kept  to  the  end  of  his  life,  although  his  wife's 
ill-health  compelled  him  to  relinquish  his  du- 
ties for  a  time,  and  necessitated  his  residence 
in  Devonshire.  Here  he  became  successive- 
ly curate  of  St.  Lawrence,  and  of  Broad  Clyst, 
near  Kxeter.  where  he  died,  March  31,  1825. 
The  hymn  before  us  was  written  about  181 3. 
and  appeared  in  Dr.  Raffles'  Collect  ion  in 
1 816:  but  was  afterwards  reprinted  from  the 
author's  manuscript  in  Lyra  Britannica, 
1867. 


520  Ptayct  /ot  fTfacr. 

Graiiois  Spirit,  dwell  with  me — 
I  mvself  would  gracit»us  be; 
And.  with  w«>r(ls  that  help  and  heal, 
Would  thy  life  in  mine  reveal; 
And,  with  actions  bold  and  nu-ek. 
Would  for  Christ.  m\  Saviour,  speak. 
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2  Truthful  Spirit,  dwell  with  me — 
I  myself  would  truthful  be; 
And,  with  wisdom  kind  and  clear, 
Let  thy  life  in  mine  appear : 
And,  with  actions  brotherly, 
S|>eak  my  Lord's  sincerity. 

%  Tender  Spirit,  dwell  with  mc — 
I  myself  would  tender  be; 
Shut  my  heart  up  like  a  flower 
At  temptation's  darksome  hour; 
Open  it,  when  shines  the  sun. 
And  his  love  by  fragrance  own. 

4  Mighty  Spirit,  dwell  with  me — 
I  myself  would  mighty  be ; 
Mighty  so  as  to  prevail. 
Where  unaided  man  must  fail ; 
Ever,  by  a  mighty  hoj>e, 
Pressing  on  and  bearing  up. 

^  Holy  Spirit,  dwell  with  me — 

1  myself  would  holy  be; 

Separate  from  sin,  I  would 

Choose  and  cherish  all  things  good ; 

And  whatever  I  can  be 

Give  to  him  who  gave  me  thee. 

When  the  first  volume  of  hymns  by  Rev. 
Thomas  Toke  Lynch  appeared,  it  was  the 
signal  for  a  violent  hymnological  controversy. 
Rev.  John  Campbell  attacked  the  author,  as 
having  made  his  poems  the  vehicle  of  what 
he  called  the  "  Negative  Philosophy,"  and  he 
replied  spiritedly ;  and,  moreover,  was  joined 
by  a  number  of  brother  ministers.  The  vol- 
ume was  called  T/te  Rivulet :  a  Contribution 
to  Sacred  Sona;,  and  was  published  in  Lon- 
don in  1855.  The  hymn  quoted  above  was 
taken  from  this  book,  where  it  is  to  be  found 
under  the  heading,  **  Holv  Spirit's  Presence 
Desired." 

Rev.  Thomas  Toke  Lynch  was  bom  at 
Dunmow,  Essex,  England,  July  5,  18 18,  and 
received  his  education  at  Islington  School 
and  Highbur)'  Independent  College.  He 
was  pastor  of  a  church  at  Highgate  from 
1847  to  1849,  and  for  four  years  thereafter 
had  charge  of  a  congregation  in  Mortimer 
Street.  A  wear\ing  illness  of  three  years' 
duration  followed;  but  in  i860  he  resumed 
his  work  with  his  old  people,  to  whom  he 
ministered  in  the  Momington  Church.  Hamp- 
stead  Road,  London,  until  his  death  on  May 
9,  1 87 1 .  All  bitterness  concerning  this  writer 
and  his  hynms  has  long  since  passed  away, 
and  critics  now  recognize  his  poetic  merit  at 
its  true  value. 


02 1  Invocation. 

CoMK,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  I>o\'e! 

With  all  thy  quickening  powera, 
Kindle  a  flame  of  sacred  love 

In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours. 

2  Look  !  how  we  grovel  here  below. 

Fond  of  these  trming  toys  I 
Our  souls  can  neither  Ry  nor  go 

To  reach  eternal  joys. 
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3  In  vain  we  tune  our  formal  songs ; 
In  vain  we  strive  to  rise ; 

Hosannas  languish  on  our  tongues, 
And  our  devotion  dies. 

4  Dear  Lord,  and  shall  we  ever  live 
At  this  poor  dying  rate — 

Qur  love  so  faint,  so  cold  to  thee, 
And  thine  to  us  so  great  ? 

5  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove! 
With  all  thy  quickening  powers; 

Come,  shed  abroad  a  Saviour's  love, 
And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 


In  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  Hyyyins  and  Spiritual 
Songs,  1707,  this  poem  originally  appeared 
with  the  title,  "  Breathing  after  the  Holy 
Spirit ;  or  Fervency  of  Devotion  Desired ;" 
and  it  has  been  republished  by  John  Wesley 
in  his  collection  with  some  alterations. 

It  never  seems  kind  or  charitable  to  charge 
insinceritv  upon  any  of  the  children  of  God 
as  a  wilful  sin.  But  the  fact  stands — per- 
haps carelessness  will  account  for  it — that  a 
vast  majority  of  prayers  are  mere  mechanical 
performances.  Believers  fall  into  platitudes, 
and  run  in  ruts  of  expression.  The  most 
formal  f>etition  one  hears  is  quite  likely  to  be 
cast  into  this  most  preposterous  utterance, 
"  Oh,  make  us  all  wrestling  Jacobs  and  pre- 
vailing Israels !"  Travelers  in  Eastern  lands 
tell  us  they  find  among  some  of  the  nations  a 
custom  of  using  praying-machines.  Blocks 
of  wood  are  constructed  in  the  shape  of 
wheels  upon  a  spindle.  On  these  petitions 
are  inscribed ;  and  then  the  pious  devotee 
sits  patiently  beneath,  whirling  them  with  a 
string.  We  have  no  such  contrivances  in 
our  times.  But  there  are  certain  stiff  formu- 
las of  vain  repetition  which  would  fit  them. 
We  certainly  are  too  vague  and  diffusive  in 
our  devotions.  Wisely  has  an  ancient  WTiter 
remarked,  "  Generalities  are  the  death  of 
prayer."  And  when  we  are  rambling  the 
world  over,  sometimes  the  providence  o?  God 
says  almost  audibly  in  our  ears,  *'  Let  me  go !" 
Back  on  ourselves  this  is  the  signal  for  us  to 
turn,  and  quicken  our  faith  by  concentrating 
its  force  and  fervor,  and  arouse  our  zeal  into 
the  condition  of  being  wide  awake. 


Ttu  Comforter* 5  love.  C.  M. 

O  Holy  Ghost,  the  Comforter, 

How  is  thy  love  despised. 
While  the  heart  longs  for  sympathy 

And  friends  are  idolized. 

2  O  Spirit  of  the  living  God, 
Brooding  with  dove-like  wings 

Over  the  helpless  and  the  weak 
Among  created  things ! 

3  Where  should  our  feebleness  find  strength, 
Our  helplessness  a  stay, 

Didst  thou  not  bring  us  hf>pe  and  help. 
And  comfort  day  by  day  ? 


4  Great  are  thy  consolations,  Lord, 
And  mighty  is  thy  power. 

In  sickness  and  in  solitude. 
In  sorrow's  darkest  hour. 


5  Oh,  if  the  souls  that  now  despise 
And  grieve  thee,  heavenly  Dove, 

Would  seek  thee,  and  would  welcome  thee, 
How  would  they  prize  thy  love! 


The  rather  plaintive  undertone  one  notices 
in  Mrs.  Jane  Euphemia  Saxby's  compositions 
was  perhaps  due  to  the  fact  that  they  were 
written  during  a  very  long  illness,  when  she 
believed  herself  to  be,  as  she  says,  "  in  the 
*  Border  Land.'  "  This  piece  was  published 
in  1849  in  T/ie  Dove  on  the  Cross.  Mrs. 
Saxby  is  the  daughter  of  William  Browne,  of 
Tallantire  Hall,  Cumberland,  England.  She 
was  born  January  27,  181 1,  and  in  1862  mar- 
ried Rev.  Stephen  Henry  Saxby,  rector  of 
East  Clevedon,  Somerset.  A  few  of  her 
pieces  appeared  in  a  compilation  entitled 
Hymns  and  Thoughts  for  the  Sick  and 
Lonely,  and  she  has  also  published  a  book 
for  children. 

The  peculiarity  of  this  poem  is  found  in 
the  implication  it  makes  that  the  **  love  "  of 
the  Comforter  is  **  despised  "  by  thoughtless 
and  wilful  men.  If  the  expression  found  in 
Romans  15:30,  "the  love  of  the  Spirit." 
means  the  love  which  the  Holy  Spirit  feels 
towards  penitent  believers,  rather  than  the 
love  which  believers  feel  towards  him,  or  the 
love  which  the  Holy  Spirit  works  in  the 
hearts  of  believers  towards  each  other,  then 
it  is  indeed  the  only  really  disinterested  love 
mentioned  in  the  Bible.  For  the  Father  loves 
the  creatures  of  his  own  hand,  and  enjoys  the 
prospect  of  their  redemption  which  will  re- 
dound to  his  glory.  And  the  Son  loves  sin- 
ners because  he  loves  his  Father,  and  always 
does  what  will  please  him.  But  if  the  Holy 
Spirit  truly  loves  men  he  is  not  permitted  to 
tell  them  so.  He  cannot  make  professions 
of  his  affection  in  his  own  behalf :  he  is  not 
even  to  "  speak  of  himself ;"  he  is  to  "  glorify  " 
Jesus  Christ,  and  bring  to  men's  remem- 
brance all  that  Jesus  said  ;  he  is  to  '*  testify  ** 
of  Jesus,  and  **  witness  "  to  Jesus ;  so  he  is 
not  to  bring  himself  forward  at  all  in  winning 
affectionate  return.  Hence  his  "  love  "  is  ab- 
solutely disinterested.  This  passage  in  Ro- 
mans is  very  valuable  and  ver\'  welcome,  if  it 
means  to  tell  us  that  the  Holy  Ghost  loves 
us,  but  that  he  is  too  loyal  to  Jesus  to  try  to 
win  our  hearts  to  himself  away  from  Jesus. 
And  surelv,  surelv.  such  love  as  his  should 
never  be  "  despised  "  or  **  grieved."  It  can- 
not even  be  understood,  much  less  "  prized," 
until  it  is  both  *'  sought "  and  '*  welcomed." 
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Knowlcdec — all  Ihincs— emu 

Willioul  heavenly  love. 

J  Love  L9  kind,  and  suflerK  loi 

4  Prophecy  will  fiide  *way, 
MelliTiK  in  Ihe  light  of  day; 
Love  will  ever  with  us  siBy : 
Give  us  heavenly  love. 
J  Failh  will  vanish  into  light 
Hope  be  emptied  in  delight : 


Holy;  heavenly  love. 

Bishop  Christopher  Wordsworth  published 
this  in  his  Holy  Year,  1862.  He  gave  it  to 
Quinquagesima  Sunday,  and  based  it  upon 
I.  Corinthians  13113;  "And  now  abideth 
faith,  hope,  charity,  these  three;  but  the 
KTcatest  of  these  is  charity." 


he  brings  peace  and  guidance  1  he  subdues 
our  wayw'ardness  and  opens  the  things  of 
Jesus  Christ  to  our  understanding ;  he  aids  in 
our  prayers  with  "  groanings  that  cannot  be 
uttered  ;"  he  is  "  the  earnest  of  our  inherit- 
ance "  and  the  "  seal  of  immortalilv  "  in  our 
hearts,  so  that  we  cry  "  Abba,  Father,"  just 
as  Jesus  Christ  did ;  he  brings  all  things  to  our 
remembrance,  and  searches  for  us  Uie  deep 
things  of  God. 

B25  7^  Comforlrr.  S.  M. 

Blest  Comfoner  divine  I 

Let  rays  of  heavenly  love 
Amid  our  gloom  and  darkness  diine, 

1  Turn  us,  with  gentle  voice, 

And™bTdfhe'^ournin"''Minl  r   oi 
Though  (arthly  joya  decay. 

3  Bv  thine  inspiring  breath 
Make  every  cloud  of  ™re, 

A  smile  ot^^'^a" 

4  Oh '.  fill  Ihou  every  heart 

Great  Comforter,  to  us  impart 
These  blessings  of  thy  grace. 
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'C.xMk.  subdue  our  wayward  will, 
Things  of  Christ  unfolding  still. 

Camlbrtet  Uiviiie! 
4  In  us.  fi 
And.  u'iit 


Comfiiner  Divine' 
In  us  "Abba.  Pathi 


>ba.  Father,"  C1T— 


1le«r  IIS  up  the  stari 

TotheheTghlon!,' 


Another  hymn  by  George  Rawson.  origin- 
ally published  in  the  Leeiis  Hymn-book,  1853. 
where  it  appears  with  nine  stanzas.  This  is 
one  of  the  best  enumerations  of  the  various 
offices  of  the  Paraclete,  as  Jesus  promised  he 
would  pray  the   Father  Co  send  him,  to  be     and 


This  hymn  Mrs.  Lydia  Huntley  Sigoumey 
contributed  to  the  Vitlagi  Hymns,  a  collec- 
tion of  songs  for  prayer-meetings  issued  in 
1824  by  the  revivalbt  Rev.  Asabel  Nettleton, 
and  long  very  popular  in  New  England.  This 
remarkable  woman  is  said  to  have  been  able 
to  read  intelligently  in  her  third  year,  and  to 
write  in  a  sort  of  rhyme  when  she  reached  the 
age  of  seven.  Her  contributions  to  this  col- 
lection were  marked  by  the  initial  "  H."  only. 


n  to  have  been  her  earliest  efforts  it 
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the  direction  of  lyric  poetry.  She  attained  no 
very  high  rank  in  this  class  of  literature,  but 
her  productions  were  useful  on  account  of  her 
choosing  as  her  themes  such  subjects  as  met 
the  real  want  of  singing  worshipers. 

Mrs.  Lydia  Huntley  Sigourney  was  the 
daughter  of  Ezekiel  Huntley,  a  soldier  of  the 
Revolution.  She  was  born  in  Norwich,  Conn., 
September,  1791.  Educated  at  the  best  of 
schools,  and  endowed  with  fine  powers  of 
mind,  she  early  gave  promise  of  the  great 
success  she  achieved  as  a  teacher  and  writer. 
She  had  a  class  of  young  ladies  under  her 
charge  in  Hartford  for  five  years,  and  in  181 5 
pubhshed  her  first  book;  this  was  entitled 
yforal  Pieces  in  Prose  and  Verse,  Others 
followed  on  in  course,  and  each  secured  a 
rapid  sale,  until  the  number  of  them  reached 
forty-six  distinct  volumes  in  all,  besides  more 
than  two  thousand  articles  contributed  to  more 
than  three  hundred  periodicals.  Some  of  her 
work  went  across  the  sea,  and  was  highly  ap- 
preciated. She  received  from  the  queen  of  the 
French  a  handsome  diamond  bracelet  as  a 
token  of  that  sovereign's  esteem.  In  181 9  she 
became  the  wife  of  Charles  Sigourney,  a  mer- 
chant in  Hartford  of  literary  and  artistic  tastes. 
In  all  the  years  of  her  industry  and  fame  she 
never  neglected  home  duties  for  the  sake  of 
her  books.  She  was  neither  a  strong  thinker 
nor  a  vigorous  WTiter  generally ;  but  she  was 
true  and  good,  pure  and  womanly  always, 
clear  and  honest.  Her  whole  life  was  one  of 
active  and  earnest  philanthropy ;  graceful  and 
generous,  thoughtful  and  kind,  she  was  one  of 
the  decorous  ladies  of  that  olden  time  who 
gave  New  England  a  go^xi  measure  of  her 
glory.  She  dwd  in  Hartford.  June  10.  1865. 
\  memorial  tablet  has  been  p\3ct:)d  in  Christ 
Church,  in  that  city,  alxne  the  pew  long  occu- 
pied by  her.  It  bears  some  lines  by  John  Grem- 
leaf  Whittier.  who  says  :  "  1  knew  Mrs.  Sigour- 
ney well  when,  as  a  boy.  J  came  to  Hartford. 
Her  kindness  to  the  young  rustic  stranger  1 
shall  never  forget."  The  hnev  are  ab  follows  : 

"  She  sanji;  aiont:  *^t  w muttih'j'x!  lukd  k.wjmu 
The  j:tft  of  sf.rtijc  will'  ii  iiltt-  liK  air  ttH<U>  : 
Tmder  atKJ  t-vierrt    a  ttius*'  al:  In-f  u»ii 
Mav  61K  1iti>:kt  \ih»-'t  sh»r  ki*«K  lopray." 

1^*1-  f^'K.     '.ti»    Hl»i\   *Ai^J^, 

In  ihi!-  a-  •  t-pitV  ii'»wf 
Ah  uti  lii^  'iin  «»•  K»nii«r.«je*t . 
lies' eiK    II   al    '.ti\  \rjvt»^  ' 

Iti  uu*  ajiV'Hi'.*.-*'  iiu»<  • 
And  war.  •'t.»  \f'<ntni^  */ *j%n  lAHii, 


4  The  young.  Ihv  old,  itM|tirr 
With  wMUum  Iroiii  ahuvr, 

And  give  un  hcttrtu  and  Ionium  of  fir« 
To  pray,  and  praU«,  and  lovr. 

5  Spirit  of  light,  cxplorv 
And  cha««  our  gloom  away, 

With  luMtcr  ithining  more  and  roorr 
Unto  the  perfect  day. 

t>  Spirit  of  tnith,  Uc  thou 

111  lite  and  death  our  guide  : 
O  Spirit  ot  adoption,  now 

May  we  be  Manet  ilietl ! 

James  Montgomery  included  lhi»  in  hiti 
Original  Hymns,  1853,  entitling  it,  '•  The  lie- 
scent  of  the  Spirit."  It  is  founded  upon  the 
story  of  Pentecost,  Acts  2:1-4. 
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Gtirvtn^  Ihf  Spttit, 


S.  M. 


Thk  Comforter  han  « onif, 

We  feel  hi*  pretMrnie  here, 
Our  heart M  would  now  no  longer  roftm, 

But  tHfW  in  filial  Irur 

3  Thin  t«*nderne»h  of  l«»ve, 

Thih  liutili  of  M>lenin  {x^wer, 
'T  '\%  heaven  dciM  ending  fiom  abovcr, 

To  fill  thik  favored  lifMjr, 

3  Karth'H  darkneM  all  ha»  fled, 
Heaveti'k  light  kerrtiely  m\\\iun, 

And  rver>  h^s^rt,  divinely  ltd, 
To  hoi)  tiM/ught  irw  line*. 

4  No  m*/re  Irt  kin  de<rivr, 
S*fT  earthi>  t^Atv%  Ijelray^ 

Oh.  let  0%  firvet,  i*r%ef  grieve 
The  Comioflrr  awa>  ! 

This  hymn  wa.s  first  published  am>nvnKnjsly 
in  Dr.  Hastings'  Church  Mehdia,  ii$H,  and 
the  authorship  is  still  uncertain.  ltJ>  title. 
"  Grieving  the  Spirit."  expresses  tlw  scntiiiirni 
of  the  jXKrm.a  recrjgnition  </i  tlkr  divine  |>'/\*«'r 
which  attracts  the  heart  and  Wads  it  tf>  rt-.- 
pentance.  No  man  rjin  be  an  in<|uiref  rx^^t-jX 
imder  the  infiueme  </f  tJit-  Holv  f'AvMnt..  No 
man  can  c^xne  to  Christ  *"  ex<  ♦-pt  tlie  FailK-r 
draw  him."  If  Ikt  cf-rnKrs  asking.  Uiat  j^roves 
that  lie  <  onies  drawn.  WnvK  tlie  f<>llv  tA 
thoM:  ^ho  pr<>fess  to  be  "waiting  for  %Xw.  S|>int 
in  c/rdrr  to  !>frlievr.  'V\^\  htjn*e  tlie  Spirit ; 
the)'  are  rr^istin^;  him.  instead  <A  waiting  i*x 
him.  at  \\\\^  vt-rv  fTiornent.  AfKJ  liefi<:<tr  tlie 
rfjrref.tiori  also,  of  all  false  v  *ews  </  tlK.»sr  « Iw 
deem  it  pmi'.>u^  to  urge  <-mi  every  v^ul  tlA»: 
duty  of  ininirdial*:  and  belie\ing  surrefidef  to 
Oirisi  :  that  is  \\tK  Spirits  work,  it  14.  itdmit- 
ted  :  but  this  is  iIk:  mans  duty.  Ht  ii  undtr 
iJu  piru't-r  of  th€  Sptrtt  frtmrn  ike  mumunt  kt 
tfi/'j  tk<  '.cay  Ai*d  «♦:  are  bourKi  to  bid  imn 
belirxe  and  br  sav«d  H  he  cannot  under- 
btafid  it  we  must  explain  it. 


Onw  v^  0-'#t^. 

*. <-•*!»     H^>•^  Spirr    'vm** 
\a^   \\\\    l»'»uil'   O^-salli-   it^UM 

l>iMp^!  tin  M/fiuvk  tt\»ni  uu*  niitidt, 
Ti«*  datfktMM-  hua)  out  e>«b. 


b  ai 


The  Father,  Son 

Rev.  Joseph  Han,  whose  best  and  most 
familiar  pietc,  taken  from  his  Hymns  Com- 
posed on  I'liriiiiis  Siikjats,  1759.  we  have  now 
before  us,  was  frank  enough  and  penitent 
enough,  as  iie  reviewed  the  discouraging  rec- 
ord of  his  early  years,  to  put  in  as  a  line  in 
one  of  the  poems  he  published  this  confes- 
sion :  ■•  With  sivine  a  beastly  life  I  led." 
Here  in  this  touching  prayer  of  his  soul  we 
discover  the  secret  of  his  rescue.  The  home- 
ward steps  of  a  redeemed  man  arc  traced  in 
one  of  these  stanias.  The  Holy  Spirit  first 
convinces  of  sin :  then  the  same  Divine 
Agent  leads  to  Jesus'  blood.  The  result  is 
always  re\'oluiionarv ;  the  nature  is  changed 
utterly.  The  convert  r  ' 
vast  surprise.  For  the 
are  suddenly  revealed  1 
looks  up  ■'  wondering;." 
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X  Gtft. 


Thk  II' 
Whw 


ic'h  pl«idiiiK  CO 
I  Not  for  away  is  h. 

As'l"htera1«Wo 
3  He  dwrlh  wKhiii 


SOhcHientlolhywili. 
Wi-«aill..f«.illiyp.™er, 

The  Rev.  Charles  Hadd<in  .Spurgeon.  the 
leader  of  the  Nunconfurmist  clergymen  of 
Knijland,  was  born  at  Kelvcdon.  I'lsscx.  Eng- 
land, on  June  19,  1^34.  In  a  round-jacket 
nnd  with  n  brirad  collar  the  "  boy  preacher  " 
delivered  his  first  sermon  at  si^ttcen  years  of 
age,  and  he  vsas  pastor  at  Wacerbeach  when 


he  was  seventeen,  and  almost  at  once  he  was 
called  to  London,  and  began  his  life-work  in 
Southwark.  Of  this  famous  man  it  is  only 
an  incident  to  speak  as  an  author  of  hymns, 
in  1866  he  published  what  he  called  Our 
Own  Hymn  Book ;  a  Collection  of  Psalms 
and  Hymns  for  Public,  Social,  and  Prrivlf 
Worship.  In  this  volume  he  has  of  his  own 
composition  fourteen  psalms  and  ten  hymns. 
of  which  he  himself  was  fondest  of  this  one, 
and  iC  has  found  its  way  over  the  sea  into 
many  American  hymnals.  His  literary  and 
ministerial  work  for  all  his  later  years  was 
simply  enormous.  He  was  an  editor  and 
contributor,  a  controversialist  and  a  preacher. 
of  the  highest  class  in  the  history  of  those 
who  speak  the  English  language.  His  health 
has  in  the.se  few  seasons  back  been  precari- 
ous, and  at  limes  his  sullerlngs  were  fright- 
ful. In  a  recent  sermon  Mr.  Spurgeon  inti- 
mated that  his  end  might  be  near.  He  said  : 
"  My  time  is  ended,  although  I  had  much 
more  to  say.  I  can  only  pray  the  Lord  to 
give  you  to  belie\'e  in  him.  If  1  should  never 
again  have  (he  pleasure  of  speaking  tor  my 
Lord  upon  the  face  of  this  earth,  1  should  like 
10  deliver  as  my  last  confession  of  faith  this 
testimony— that  nothing  but  faith  can  sa\'e  in 
this  nineteenth  century ;  notbing  but  faith  can 
.save  England ;  nothing  but  faiin  can  save  the 
present  untielieving  Church ;  nothing  but  firm 
faith  in  the  grand  old  doctrines  of  grace  and 
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in  the  ever-living  and  unchanging  God  can 
bring  back  to  the  Church  again  a  full  tide  of 
prosperity,  and  make  her  to  be  the  deliverer 
of  the  nations  for  Christ;  nothing  but  faith 
in  the  Lord  Jesus  can  save  you  or  me.  The 
Lord  give  you,  my  brothers,  to  believe  to  the 
utmost  degree,  for  his  name's  sake  !  Amen." 
^  He  died  at  Mentone.  Italy,  February  11, 
1892.  Funeral  services  were  held  in  the 
Metropolitan  Tabernacle  in  London,  where  he 
had  so  industriously  and  faithfully  ministered 
all  his  life.  After  the  mourners  had  entered 
carriages,  the  procession  started  for  Norwood 
Cemetery.-  On  the  coffin  lay  an  open  Bible. 
The  sides  of  the  hearse  bore  the  text :  **  I 
have  fought  a  good  fight.  1  have  finished  my 
coarse,  I  have  kept  the  faith."  Places  of 
business  between  Kensington  and  Clapham 
were  closed,  and  many  of  the  houses  had 
their  blinds  drawn. 


Thr  Light.  S.  M. 

Lord,  bid  thy  li|;ht  arise 

On  all  thy  people  here, 
And  when  we  raise  our  longing  eyes, 

Oh,  may  we  find  thee  near! 

3  Thy  Holy  Spirit  send, 

To  quicken  every  soul ; 
And  hearts,  the  most  rebellious,  bend 

To  thy  divine  control. 

3  Let  all  that  own  thv  name 
Thy  sacred  image  bear, 

And  light  in  ever>'  heart  the  flame 
Of  watchfulness  and  prayer. 

4  Since  in  thy  love  we  see 
Our  only  sure  relief, 

Oh,  raise  our  earthly  minds  to  thee. 
And  help  our  unbelief. 

Rev.  William  Hiley  Hathurst,  the  writer  of 
this  hymn,  which  is  copied  from  his  Psalms 
and  Hymns  for  Public  and  Prh'ate  i  -sv,  1831, 
was  the  son  of  an  English  Member  of  Parlia- 
ment. He  was  born  at  Clevedale  near  Bris- 
tol, August  28.  1796,  and  received  his  educa- 
tion at  Winchester  and  Oxford,  graduating  at 
Christ  Church  College  as  Bachelor  of  Arts, 
1 8 18.  He  took  orders  in  the  English  Church 
in  1819,  and  in  1820  was  appointed  rector  of 
liarwick-in-Elmet,  near  Leeds,  where  he  re- 
mained until  1852,  when  he  resigned  his  liv- 
ing because  of  conscientious  scruples  about 
the  use  of  certain  portions  of  the  Baptismal 
and  Burial  Services.  In  1863,  on  the  death 
of  an  elder  brother,  he  succeeded  to  the  fam- 
ily estate,  Lydney  Park  in  (ilouccstcrshire ;  he 
died  there  November  25,  1877.  Mr.  Bathurst 
published  several  books,  one  of  them  a  trans- 
lation of  the  GeoriTics  of  Virgil,  also  about 
two  hundred  hymns,  thirty  of  which  remain 
in  common  use.  His  stylo  is  characterized 
by  simplicity  and  directness ;  but  his  didactic 


passages  are  sometimes   lacking    in    poetic 
fervor. 

53 1  Teacktng  Truth.  S.  M. 

Come,  Spirit,  source  of  light, 

Thy  grace  is  unconfined; 
Dispel  the  gloomy  shades  of  night. 

The  darkness  of  the  mind. 

2  Now  to  our  eyes  display 
The  truth  thy  words  reveal  ; 

Cause  us  to  run  the  heavenly  way, 
Delighting  in  thy  will. 

3  Thy  teachings  make  us  know 
The  mysteries  of  thy  love. 

The  vanity  of  things  below, 
The  joy  of  things  above. 

4  While  through  this  maze  we  stray 
Oh,  spread  thy  beams  abroad  ; 

Disiiose  the  dangers  of  the  way, 
And  guide  our  ste|>s  to  (>cxl. 

The  original  form  of  this  hymn,  written  by 
Rev.  Benjamin  Beddome,  was  in  long  meter, 
**  Come,  blessed  Spirit !  source  of  light."  It 
is  undated,  but  appeared  in  his  Sertnons,  18 16, 
and  in  his  posthumous  Hymns,  181 7  ;  and  has 
been  extensively  used.  It  teaches  that  in 
God's  Word,  made  plain  to  us  by  the  Holy 
Spirit,  we  are  to  find  our  guide  through  life. 

Really  it  is  a  wonderfully  fine  thing  for  us 
that  so  much  of  Ciod's  Word  is  biography. 
Thus  we  learn  how  principles,  good  and  bad, 
can  sway  a  human  life,  and  be  wrought  into 
its  very  bone  and  sinew.  When  Hannah 
More  and  her  sister  moved  to  Cowslip  (ireen, 
and  began  to  work  there,  they  found  but  one 
Bible  in  the  parish,  and  that  was  used  to  prop 
up  a  flower-pot.  Such  destitution  seems  as- 
tonishing in  a  Christian  land  ;  but  how  is  this 
any  worse  than  neglecting  the  Bibles  which 
we  have  }  Are  there  no  young  men,  strangers 
in  great  cities,  whose  Bii)lcs  are  ser\*ing  even 
poorer  purposes  }  Into  your  trunk,  when  you 
left  home,  your  mother's  hands,  perhaps,  put 
the  sacred  volume  with  all  care.  It  mav  be 
possible  you  read  it  for  a  little  while ;  but 
where  is  it  lying  in  its  dust  now  } 

532  Thr  hr at t  melted,  S.  M. 

CoMK,  Holy  Spirit,  come. 

With  energy  divine; 
And  on  this  ixnir  lx'nighte<l  soul 

With  beams  of  mercy  shine. 

2  Oh.  melt  this  frozen  heart ; 
This  slublH>rn  will  subdue; 

Eaih  evil  |>assi«Hi  overcome, 
And  form  me  all  anew. 

3  Mine  will  the  profit  be. 

But  thine  shall  Ik*  the  praise  ; 
And  unto  thee  will  I  devote 
The  remnant  of  my  days. 

This  small,  but  significant,  hymn  for 
**  Whitsuntide."  written  by  Rev.  lienjamin 
Beddome.  seems  to  have  seen  the  light  first 
in  Rippon's  Selection,  tenth  edition,  1800.     . 
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He  works  in  us.         >  S.  M. 

'T  IS  God  the  Spirit  leads 

In  paths  before  unknown  ; 
The  work  to  be  performed  is  ours, 

The  strength  is  all  his  own. 

2  Supported  by  his  grace 
We  still  pursue  our  way ; 

And  hope  at  last  to  reach  the  prize, 
Secure  in  endless  day. 

3  'T  is  he  that  works  to  will, 
'T  is  he  that  works  to  do ; 

His  is  the  power  by  which  we  act, 
His  be  the  glory  too. 

Another  of  the  familiar  songs  of  Rev. 
Benjamin  Beddome,  contained  in  his  Hymns 
Adapted  to  Public  Worship,  1817,  where  it 
begins  with  the  line,  "  That  we  might  walk 
with  God."  This  was  changed  in  Bicker- 
steth's  Christian  Psalmody,  1833,  to  the 
present  form,  and  in  the  modern  collections 
the  alteration  has  been  accepted.  The  orig- 
inal title  was  "  Leadings  of  the  Spirit,"  and 
evidently  allusion  is  made  to  the  passage  in 
Paul's  epistle,  Philippians  2:12,  13. 


churches  in  general :  Narrative  of  the  Revi" 
val  of  Religion  in  Wy cliff e  Chapel :  Narra- 
tive of  the  Visit  to  the  American  Churches  ; 
and  Advancement  of  Religion  the  Claim  of 
the  Times.  Dr.  Reed  also  made  a  compila- 
tion, entitled,  The  Hymn-Book,  prepared 
from  Dr.  Watts*  Psalms  and  Hymns  and 
Other  Authors,  with  some  Originals,  1842. 
This  included  the  one  now  before  us  with 
twenty  more  of  his  own  compositions.  This 
is  still  in  use  by  some  churches  in  England 
and  the  colonies.  He  died  February  25, 
1862. 


All-divine.  7S. 

Holy  Ghost  !  with  light  divine, 
Shine  upon  this  heart  of  mine; 
Chase  tne  shades  of  night  away. 
Turn  my  darkness  into  day. 

2  Holy  Ghost !  with  power  divine, 
Cleanse  this  guilty  heart  of  mine; 
Long  hath  sin,  without  control, 
Held  dominion  o'er  my  soul. 

3  Holy  Ghost !  with  joy  divine, 
Cheer  this  saddened  heart  of  mine  ; 
Bid  my  many  woes  depart, 
Heal  my  wounded,  bleeding  heart. 

4  Holy  Spirit !  all  divine. 
DwellWithin  this  heart  of  mine; 
Cast  down  every  idol-throne, 
Reign  supreme — and  reign  alone. 

Rev.  Andrew  Reed.  D.  I).,  is  best  known, 
and  will  be  most  gratefully  remembered  by 
the  world,  as  founder  of  five  benevolent  in- 
stitutions, all  situated  in  London,  the  re- 
sult of  his  energ\'  and  wide  charity,  and 
desij^ned  for  orphans,  idiots,  and  incurables. 
He  was  born  in  London.  November  27.  1787, 
and  studied  for  the  Conijregational  ministry 
at  Hackney  College.  His  tirst  charge  was 
the  New  Road  Chapel,  St.  George's-in-the- 
Kast ;  from  there  the  congregation  went  to 
Wycliffe  Chapel,  which  was  built  in  1830 
through  his  exertions.  He  continued  in  this  537 
pastorate  for  tifty  years,  the  only  interruption 
of  his  labors  l)eing  a  visit  to  America  in  1834. 
This  was  at  the  time  of  a  great  religious  re- 
vival, and  immediately  after  his  return  a  sim- 
ilar experience  occurred  in  his  own  church. 
He  published  several  works  on  the  subject 
of  revivals   which  were  of  great  service  to 


' '  The  Things  of  Christ. ' *  7s- 

HoLY  Spirit !  gently  come, 
Raise  us  from  our  fallen  state; 

Fix  thy  everlasting  home 
In  the  hearts  thou  didst  create. 

2  Now  thy  quickening  influence  bring,      • 
On  our  spirits  sweetly  move  I 

Open  every  mouth  to  smg 
Jesus'  everlasting  love. 

3  Take  the  things  of  Christ,  and  show 
What  our  Lord  for  us  hath  done ; 

May  we  God  the  Father  know 
Through  his  well-belovW  Son. 

Rev.  William  Hammond  wrote  this  piece 
for  his  Psalms,  Hymns,  and  Spiritual  Songs, 
1745.  It  is  included  in  the  Dictionary  of 
Hymnology  among  the  translations  of  the 
**  Veni,  Creator  Spiritus."  But  it  is  surely 
more  like  a  paraphrase  than  like  a  version. 
Allusion  is  made  at  the  close  to  John  14 :  26 ; 
and  16: 15. 


The  Gifts  bestowed.  7s. 

Holy  Spirit^  in  my  breast 
Grant  that  lively  faith  may  rest. 
And  subdue  each  rebel  thought 
To  believe  what  thou  hast  taught. 

2  Faith,  and  hope,  and  charity, 
Comforter,  descend  from  thee; 
Thou  the  anointing  Spirit  art. 
These  thy  gifls  to  us  impart — 

X  Till  our  faith  be  lost  in  sight, 
Hope  be  swallowed  in  delight. 
Love  return  to  dwell  with  thee. 
In  the  threefold  Deity! 

This  is  one  of  the  poems  included  in  Bish- 
op Richard  Mant's  Ancient  Hymns,  1837.  It 
is  entitled.  "  Hymn  to  the  Comforter  for 
•  Faith,  Hope,  and  Charity.' "  Some  of  the 
lines  have  been  altered. 


*'Keep  me,  Lordr 

Graciois  Spirit,  Love  divine  1 
Let  thy  light  within  me  shine; 
All  my  guilty  feon  renmv^ 
Fill  me  with  thy  heavenly  love. 

2  Speak  thy  pardoning  grace  to 
Set  the  burdened  sinner  free: 
Lead  me  to  the  Lamb  of  Godf; 
Wash  me  in  his  precious  blood. 
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3  Life  and  peace  to  me  impart. 
Seal  salvation  on  my  heart ; 
Breathe  thyself  into  my  breast — 
Earnest  otim  mortal  rest. 

4  Let  me  never  from  thee  stray, 
Keep  me  in  the  narrow  way ; 
Fill  my  soul  with  joy  divine, 
Keep  me,  Lord !  tor  ever  thine. 

Very  little  is  known  concerning  John 
Stocker.  the  author  of  this  hymn,  beyonci  the 
bare  facts  of  his  life  as  found  in  an  article  of 
the  Hersog  Encyclopedia.  From  this  we 
learn  that  he  was  born  in  Honiton,  Devon- 
shire, England ;  that  most  likely  he  was  an 
acquaintance,  possibly  an  intimate  friend,  of 
Toplady,  whose  home  was  for  several  seasons 
not  far  away  from  Honiton.  This  man,  with 
the  scant  biography,  during  the  years  before 
and  after  1777,  contributed  to  the  Gospel 
Magazine  nine  hymns;  these  were  issued 
again  by  Daniel  Sedgwick  in  1861.  Among 
this  early  group  the  present  hymn  was  in- 
cluded ;  it  has  been  in  many  of  the  hymnals 
since,  and  has  enjoyed  great  favor  with  the 
churches. 

538  *' Inward  Tfiuhin^s:'  L.  M- 

Eternal  Spirit,  we  confess 
And  sing  the  wonders  of  thy  ^n'ace  • 
Thy  power  conveys  oar  blessmes  down 
From  God  the  Father  and  the  Son. 

3  Enli^tened  by  thy  heavenly  ray. 
Our  shades  and  darkness  tnm  to  day ; 
Thine  inward  teachinf;^  make  as  know 
Oar  daB^g:er  and  oar  retojce  too. 

3  Thjr  power  and  ||;k»ry  work  within. 
And  bneak  the  chaii»  of  rei|i:ninf|^  sin ; 
All  oor  imperioas  losts  sabcnie. 
And  fonn  oar  wretched  hearts  anew. 

Dr.  Isaac  Watts  gives  this  as  No.  133  of 
his  Book  II.  He  entitles  it  very  simply,  **  The 
Operations  ol  the  Holy  Spirit,"  The  theme 
appears  uninviting  bet^nse  ol  the  tameness 
of  a  mere  eotiroeratioo ;  bat  the  hymn  has 
always  been  popular  m  the  United  .States  for 
use  in  conference-meetings. 

539  '' y^rni,  Cr^atitr  "'  L.  M. 

Come,  O  Creator  Spirit  hiMt ! 
And  in  oor  tcmis  take  up  thy  r««  . 
Come,  with  thy  ipna«e.  and  hcavi^ly  aid. 
To  fill  the  hearts  whirh  thoo  hast  made. 

2  Gnat  Coinfort<^*  to  iher.  we  '-ry : 
O  hitthest  zi^  of  Gort  rm«t  hiifh  " 

O  finwint  ofTifr-     (>  fif  <^(  \nv^  ' 
Send  sweet  anointing  rVom  ihove' 

3  Kindle  t^nr  <en«M^  from  ihov<» 

And  make  our  rn^rt"*  \' inflow  with  love; 
With  pati«>nrv  firm    ind  >;rtii**  hujh 
The  w«akn«>!is  >^i  ^nr  ^e^h  stipply 

4  Far  fhmi  iw  inv.*  th*-  r'n^  .»<?  'itf^d. 
And  urant  a*  thv  'nif  p<^r,«  in^»*aH  . 
So  shall  w*?  mn.  -.nth    h*"^  (nr  ^»irt*. 
Tom  from  th^  path   if   \\f  «sid*- 

The  favor  with  which    rhe  :ir\c\fnt   Latin 
hymn,  "Vem.  Creditor    ^ptntu^r  has   been 


rcccix'ed  into  the  hearts  of  (tod*R  people  all 
through  the  ages,  is  evidcnct?il,  if  by  ntuhitiK 
else,  by  the  eagerness  with  which  the  sit\gt?r» 
of  sacred  song  have  hastened  to  translate  it 
into  convenient  meter  for  modern  ime.  VaV 
ward  Caswall  is  the  author  of  the  \Tr»ii>!i 
here  bcftirc  us ;  it  was  printed  in  l.yra  ( ri- 
t hoi  tea,  1849. 

/  040  ' '  Th*  f*o0k  uttfolit, "  L .  M . 

CoMR.  blem^d  Spirit  I  iitniriT  oDIiiht  I 
VVhjHH"  |K>wer  itml  Rmte  are  umnnfliird. 

Disuel  theKl<^<'niy  nhnden  ofniKht— 
The  thicker  dnrkiieiiti  of  the  mln«l. 

a  To  mine  illuminr<l  even  dinplitv 
The  Klorioun  trtithn  thy  word  revenJA  ; 

Caune  nie  to  run  (he  heavenly  wity, 
Thy  boiik  unfold,  and  liNine  (he  iieal<«. 

3  Thine  inward  teachtrigji  make  me  know 
The  mvBteriea  of  re<leeminK  I'J've, 

The  vanity  of  (hiriK»  Inflow, 
And  excellence  of  (hItiKM  a^HTVe. 

4  While  thrcniKh  thin  duhiouA  ma«e  t  ntrny, 
Spread,  like  (he  *un,  thv  heamfi  ahrciad, 

To  Jih^/w  the  danvern  of  tne  wiiy^ 
And  fcuide  my  feeble  .«tepa  to  C>od. 

We  find  the  piece  here  quoted  in  Kcv. 
Benjamin  iJeddome'.n  Sfrmom,  1816;  and 
also  in  his  Hymn%,  which  were  puhliJ^hfcJ 
posthumously  in  1817.  There  it  has  fmif 
stanzas  of  four  lines  each.  In  Sfjtne  tA  <n\x 
hymn-books  the  first  line  is  jjiven  as  "  CVjtne. 
Spirit  ?  source  <A  li^ht ;"  but  in  the  vers»//n 
before  us  it  appears  as  ti  was  offj^inany. 

541  Sp^U  t>f  Grmrf  L.  M 

CoacK,  wwred  5%pirit.  frrtm  ah<yve. 
And  &n  the  (-r>|rk*nf  heart  with  love  : 
Oh.  torn  to  tle^h  the  (linty  «t«'«f»e. 
And  let  thy  wvereiffn  pivwet  he  kfi«>wn. 

1  Speak  tho«.  and  fr«-»m  the  hanfl^htient  ey^ 
Shall  <Uwf«  of  r/-»nt  rrte  sorrow  me  ; 
While  ail  their  jjlowinif  >*rml»  are  home 
To  ^eek  that  ifra**^  whwh  now  they  vofn. 

\  <'>h.  >t  a  holy  rtork  await 
In  iTowrts  ar.Mind  thy  t«»mple.«»te 
Eai'h  prejwtn^  on  with  /eal  to  he 
A  livmif  ■w»-ntu-«»  to  thee. 

In  the  orifipnai  hymn,  which  r>r.  Fhdip 
Dfiddrid^  'ATot«r  \n  r740.  two  cA\\ex  ^anza«» 
appear,  bnr  nfirhcr  cA  them  helps  in  common 
use.  The  piir^  rrmimenrr.^.  "  Ht^,  ajr?»«'k»!>«; 
fy^vcrdijrn.  fr'">m  ;tbr>v<».  "  A^  it  now  ^and<. 
it  fitly  repr<»s<^nts  rhr  vords  of  otir  r.Ar<1 . 
••  The  hour  rnm#»th.  and  now  is.  wh#»n  rhe 
rrue  worshtprrs  ^hail  -var^hip  the  Fath*^  m 
spirit  and  n  rnith.  *  R«rally.  it  wofild  ^pri^nr 
firom  this  that  t  s  nnc  .*r  ;%il  .vorfh  vhil*-  'o 
consider  anv  aiiestion  vhati'^''^  ^f\nr^rnm^  a 
place  of  priyrr.  jernnniah  <'nfild  V  i^-sird 
from  the  .iun^fenn.  DJiniH  'r<^rr\  -he  inn**' 
den :  Piiii  ^rtinfd  in  tn-^wrT  >n  ^hmhr^rd. 
and  Jonah  ^mt  in  --vri'slrnr  -vntinn  rr.^n 
omicr  chc  waves  of  -he  ^r;i  .   \.ifhan;ir}  ,ras 
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not  unheeded  standing  beneath  ihe  lig-iree. 
nor  was  Israel  turned  away  when  he  wrestled 
in  the  mountain  o(  Gilead.  Each  prayer,  fer- 
vent in  spirit  and  effectual  in  reward,  encour- 
aged Ihe  saint  which  lilted  it  to  say,  no  mat- 
ter where  he  happened  to  be  at  the  time, 
■■  This  place  is  none  other  but  the  house  of 
God.  and  this  is  the  gate  of  heaven !" 

S42  Invocaiu,n.  L.  M. 

Wilh  iighl'aiid'comfQrl  fmm^tove:  *' 

I  To  us  Ihe  lijfht  of  Inilh  disptov. 

Plant  holy  (ear  In  «^-  heart!*     ''  "*'' ' 
Thai  «e  fmm  C.ix\  may  ne'er  depart. 


Before  his  delusion  appeared  Rev.  Simon 
Browne  had  published  a  volume  of  Sermons, 
■  722.  and  a  book  containing  zoo  religious 
poems,  entitled  Hymns  and  Spiritual  Songs, 
1720.  He  was  fond  of  Watts  as  a  friend  and 
as  a  leader  in  hymnody,  and  many  would 
think  he  imitated  him  too,  and  always  to  his 
own  benefit,  for  his  own  work  was  never  very 
poetical,  but  the  rather  stately  and  sontewhat 
solid.  His  best  hymn  is  the  one  before  us; 
it  has  been  popular  with  all  the  churches,  and 
appears  almost  invariably  in  the  modern 
hymnals.  He  felt  the  power  of  the  Holy 
Spirit  of  Cod  with  him  through  all  the  \»,- 
garies  of  his  feeble  reason.  Indeed,  his  case 
has  been  one  of  those  which  have  been  often 
instanced  in  the  medical  and  phikisophical 
books  as  very  peculiar.  At  the  time  when 
his  mind  first  began  to  wander  he  lost  his 
wife  and  his  son,  both  of  whom  he  tenderly 
loved.  But  the  explanation  of  his  deepest 
distress  has  j;cncrally  been  found  in  the  re- 
sult of  an  attack  made  upon  him  by  a  high- 
way robber.  As  the  villain,  according  to  the 
custoni  in  all  ages,  presented  the  pistol  and 
demanded  his  money,  this  muscular  Congre- 
gaticmalisl,  being  of  a  large  and  sinewy  build, 
seized  him  suddenly  by  iliu  throat,  disarmed 
him.  and  tlung  hini  down,  while  he  sent  a 
friend  opportunely  with  him  for  assistance. 
When  help  came'  it  was  evident  at  the  first 
look  that  the  ilergjmans  grip  had  stransleti 
his  antagonist  to  death.  This  incident 
wrought  painfully  upon  the  good  man's 
mind.     He  often  vvished  to  destroy  himself ; 


his  conscience  upbraided  him  as  if 
he  had  been  a  second  Lameeh.  and  ought  to 
cry  out :  "  I  have  slain  a  mart  to  my  wound- 
ing, and  a  young  man  to  my  hurt."  Such 
experiences  give  a  pathetic   meaning  to  his 


Chkatos  Spirit,  bv  whose  aid 

The  world's  fouiHtallpiu  <iist  were  bid 

Come,  pour  thy  joys  on  Ruman.tind. 


i  O  Source  of  uncreaiea  light. 
The  Father's  promised  Paraclete— 
From  sin  and  aonow  set  us  free. 
Aiid  make  us  temples  worthy  thee  I 


■'  O  happy  youth,  who  had  Homer  to  be  the 
herald  of  your  virtues !"  So  cried  Alexan- 
der the  Great  as  he  stood  upon  the  tomb  of 
Achilles  and  thought  of  the  fame  of  the  Ilia4- 
It  really  makes  a  mighty  difference  how  e\'en 
the  best  of  men  are  advertised.  Here  is  Ra- 
banus  Maurus  done  into  English  verse  from 
the  Latin  by  no  less  a  person  than  John 
Dr\den  :  hudatus  a  laudato,  "  a  great  man 
praised  by  a  great  praised  man."  Concerning 
the  I'eni,  Crrafor  a  mj'sterious  monk  of  Sali- 
burg  once  said :  ■  Whoever  repeats  this  hj-mn. 
bv  day  or  by  night,  him  shall  no  enemy,  \Tsi- 
bJe  or  invisible,  assail."  Popular  feeling  seems 
to  have  caught  a  portion  of  the  nanneless 
priest's  enthusiasm  ;  for  this  song  of  praise  to 
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t  has  been  translated  by  many 
j(  poeis.  rivaling  eat-h  olhtr  in 

do  him  honor,  and  suhr  over 
d. 

of  the  ancient  Latin  hymn, 
■us,  was  Abbot  of  Fulda  and 
Mayence  in  the  eighth  cen- 
ommonly  <.'a]led  "  the  foremost 
time."  It  is  fair  to  say  that  his 
omposition  is  not  admitted  by 
1  Drj-den,  «'ho  wrote  this  irans- 
iglish,  was  the  famous  poet, 
hy  fan  lie  found  in  even-  class- 
born  at  Aldwinkle,  Northamp- 
st  9.  1631,  and  died  May  1. 1700. 
Thr^  spoil  ni-ar.  L.  M. 

■SI  Coinf..n.T  is  iiieh. 


-  ciiArriiig  ray  tlppart. 


»  my  L-hL-ctful  hop 
{s  this  ila'wn'ol'sa 


Steele  liegan.  in  the  Pivms  by 
So,  a  piece  mnsisting  of  eight 
he  line.  "  Dear  Lord,  and  shall 
."and  entitled  it. '■  The  Intlu- 
iirit  of  Cod  in  the  Heart,"  Out 
anias  ihoseii  here  have  been 
icripturai  reference  is  to  John 
lis  hymn  has  been  familiar  in 
of  New  Kngland.  to  Christian 
'ly  during  periods  of  revival  in 

■■  Com^  ami  M».-r  73.3I.  D. 


This  piece  was  translated  by  Rev.  Samuel 
Willoughby  Duffield  from  the  Vent.  Sancle 
SpirilHS,  which  was  written  by  Hermannus 
Contractus,  the  crippled  monk  of  Reichenau, 
in  the  eleventh  century.  "  There  is  no  stranger 
series  of  events  than  that  which  now  brings 
this  hymn  into  connection  with  the  name  of 
Hermannus.  instead  of  ihe  usual  ascription  to 
Robert  II.,  King  o(  France.  See.  for  the  full 
account. "  The  Latin  Hymn-Wriiers  and  their 
hymns.'  The  present  translation  first  appeared 
in  Liiudes  Domini.  1884." 

This  is  the  modest  inscription  which  the 
author  of  English  Hymns  placed  upon  his 
own  piece  now  before  us.  So  enthusiastic 
was  he  concerning  the  authorship  of  the  an- 
cient Ijtin  composition,  which  he  really  be- 
lieved he  had  established,  that  one  feels  a 
little  sad  to  have  to  record  thai  he  did  noi 
after  all  fully  succeed  in  convincing  some  of 
his  critics. 

Rev.  Samuel  Augtistus  Willoughby  Duffield 
lame  of  a  line  of  ft-esbyterian  ministers  as  il- 
lustrious as  any  in  that  great  denomination  of 
Christians  in  America.  His  grandfather.  Rev 
T)r.  George  Duffield,  and  his  father.  Rev.  Dr. 
(ieorge  Dutfield.Jr.,  were  among  the  most  wor- 
thily prominent  clergymen  of  their  day.  If  our 
friend  and  (e How  -  worker  —  Nulli  ftc-bilior 
guiim  mihi — had  lived  to  his  completed 
strength  and  promise,  he  would  have  tilled 
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out  the  fame  of  the  family  and  left  it  undi- 
minished. 

He  was  bom  in  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.,  September 
24, 1 843,  and  graduated  at  Yale  College,  1 863. 
Ordained  in  1867,  he  sensed  several  churches 
successively — in  Bergen,  N.  J.,  in  Ann  Arbor, 
Mich.,  in  Chicago,  ill.,  in  Altoona,  Pa. ;  and 
then  in  1881  became  pastor  of  the  Westmin- 
ster Presbyterian  Church  in  Bloomheld,  N.  J., 
in  which  position  he  remained  until  his  death. 
May  12,  1887.  Everywhere  he  left  his  mark 
as  an  industrious  worker,  a  brilliant  preacher, 
an  influential  and  public-spirited  citizen.  He 
wrote  constantly  for  the  press,  contributing 
both  in  poetry  and  prose.  The  five  hymns  he 
gave  to  Laudes  Domini,  1884,  were  among 
the  most  welcome  and  excellent  it  contained. 

His  main  works  were  English  Hymns :  their 
Authors  and  History,  1886 ;  and  Latin  Hymn- 
Writers  and  their  Hvmns  (edited  posthu- 
mously by  Dr.  R.  E.  Thompson),  1889.  The 
first  of  these  was  the  best  of  all  the  books  of 
annotations  up  to  the  time  of  its  issue,  show- 
ing great  research,  brilliancy,  and  accurate 
scholarship.  The  other  one  was  more  to  his 
taste,  and  was  full  of  erudition  and  quaint 
discourse  concerning  the  ancient  treasures  of 
the  church. 

His  people  loved  him  tenderly,  and  on  the 
silver  plate  of  his  coffin  placed  the  word,  '*  Di- 
lectissimusy 

540  Lord  of  Light.  7s,  3I.  D. 

Holy  Spirit,  Lord  of  Lieht. 
From  the  clear,  celestial  height 

Thy  pure  beaming  radiance  jfive. 
Come,  thou  Father  of  the  poor. 
Come  with  treasures  which  endure ; 

Come,  thou  Light  of  all  that  live. 

2  Thou,  of  all  consolers  best. 
Thou,  the  soul's  delightsome  guest, 

Dost  refreshing  peace  bestow. 
Thou  in  toil  art  comfort  sweet, 
Pleiisant  coolness  in  the  heat, 

Solace  in  the  midst  of  w(k*. 

3  Light  immortal,  Light  Divine, 
Visit  thou  these  hearts  of  thine. 

And  our  inmost  being  fill. 
If  thou  lake  thv  grace  away. 
Nothing  pure  fn  man  will  stay, 

All  hi.N  g<M>d  is  turnetl  to  ill. 

4  Heal  our  wounds:  our  strength  renew; 
On  our  <lr>ness  pour  thy  dew  ; 

Wash  tlie  stains  of  guilt  away. 
Bend  the  stuhlx->rn  heart  an<l  will ; 
Melt  the  fro/en.  warm  the  chill : 

(luide  the  steps  that  gt>  aslra>. 

5  Thou,  <m  those  who  evermore 
Thee  confess  and  thee  adortr. 

In  thv  sevenfold  gifts  des<HMid  ; 
(iive  them  comfort  when  Ihty  tile; 
Give  tliem  life  with  thee  on  high  ; 

(»ive  them  ioys  that  never  end. 

This  is  one  of  Rev.  Edward  Caswall's  fine 
translations    from  the    Latin.  **  Veni,   Sancte 


Spiritus"  found  in  Lyra  Catholica^  1S49.  In 
mediaeval  times  the  original  hymn  was  so 
much  admired  that  it  was  often  called  the 
"Golden  Sequence."  It  is  a  fervent  prayer 
for  the  indwelling  of  the  Spirit,  from  whom 
alone  can  come  a  new  growth.  Mere  ex- 
ternal efforts  at  self-reform  do  not  amount 
to  much.  The  heart  needs  warming  by  the 
Holy  Ghost  that  the  life  may  throw  the  worid- 
liness  off. 

Go  forth  in  the  winter  morning,  and  mark  a 
little  cottage  half  buried  in  the  snow.  Great 
ranks  of  icicles  are  pendent  from  its  eaves. 
Smokeless,  the  chimney  stands  crowned  with 
a  snowy  tuft  on  its  summit,  like  the  white 
plume  of  a  hussar.  The  trees  in  the  yard 
arch  the  roof,  and  burden  it,  as  they  bend  un- 
der the  load  of  sleet  and  drift.  How  cold  and 
cheerless — you  wonder  if  any  one  ever  lived 
in  it — you  shiver  as  you  look  at  it — what  will 
you  do  }  Of  course  you  would  never  do  any 
good  by  mounting  the  gable  and  toiling  away 
with  the  shovel.  No :  dig  in  to  the  door  ff 
you  can.  Once  inside,  kindle  a  roaring  fire  on 
the  hearth,  pile  on  the  wood,  send  me  brisk 
hot  flames  wreathing  up  the  frosty  chimney. 
And  ere  long  you  will  see  the  shingles  steam- 
ing at  the  ridge,  the  window-panes  clearing 
up,  the  icicles  dropping  off  one  by  one ;  and 
at  last,  with  one  great  plunge,  that  rights  up 
the  trees  and  sh^es  the  burdened  building 
free,  the  cataract  of  snow  slides  off  the  roof, 
and  home  begins  again  where  winter  was  en- 
throned. 

547  The  Solace  in  all  Woex,  C.  P.  M. 

CoMK,  Holy  Spirit,  from  above. 

And  from  the  realms  of  li^t  and  love 

Thine  own  bright  rays  impart. 
Come,  Father  oflhe  fatherless. 
Come,  Giver  of  all  happiness. 

Come,  Lamp  of  every  heart. 

2  O  thou,  of  comforters  the  best, 

O  thou,  the  sours  most  welcome  guett, 

O  thou,  our  sweet  repose, 
Our  resting-place  from  life's  long  care. 
Our  shadow  from  the  world's  fierce  glare. 

Our  solace  in  all  woes. 

^  Wash  out  each  dark  and  sordid  stain, 
Water  each  dr\'  and  arid  plain, 

Raise  up  the  bruised  reed. 
Enkindle  what  is  cold  and  chill. 
Relax  the  stiff  and  stubborn  will. 

Guide  those  that  goodness  need. 

It  would  seem  as  if  these  multiplied  trans^ 
lations  of  the  **  ^V/i/,  Sancte  Spiritus  "  would 
be  needless  for  the  uses  of  a  congregation. 
But  they  represent  different  meters,  and  arc 
presented  therefore  with  new  music ;  and  they 
are  memorials  of  men  who  have  won  highest 
favor  in  the  churches.  Here,  for  example,  wc 
have  the  work  of  Dean  Arthur  Penrhvn  Stan- 
ley, published  first  in  Macmiiian^s  Magasine, 
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June,  1873;  who  would  be  willing  to  be  with- 
out his  fresh  song  ?  It  affords  a  keen  critical 
interest  to  compare  the  various  versions  of 
this  old  hymn  as  they  invite  our  admiration, 
like  so  many  flowers  in  an  anthology,  or  like 
so  many  high-born  maidens  in  the  drawing- 
room  of  a  queen. 


Giver  of  Truth. 


C.  P*.  M. 


O  Holy  Ghost,  thou  Fount  of  light, 
Thy  blessed  radiance  puts  to  flight 

T*he  darkness  of  the  mind ; 
The  pure  are  only  pure  through  thee; 
And  thou  the  prisoner  dost  set  free. 

And  cheer  with  light  the  blind. 

2  Thy  grace  eternal  truth  instills. 
The  Ignorant  with  knowledge  fills, 

Awakens  those  who  sleep, 
Inspires  the  tongue,  informs.the  eye, 
Expands  the  heart  with  charity, 

And  comforts  all  who  weep. 

3  Teach  us  to  aim  at  heaven's  high  prize. 
And  for  its  glory  to  despise 

The  world  and  all  below ; 
Cleanse  us  from  sin,  direct  us  right, 
Illume  us  with  thy  heavenly  light, 

Thy  peace  on  us  bestow. 

4  Lord  of  all  sanctity  and  might, 
Eternal  thou  and  innnite, 

The  life  of  earth  and  heaven ; 
To  thee  the  High  and  Holy  One, 
To  thee,  with  Father,  and  with  Son, 

Be  praise  and  glory  given. 

The  hN-mn  of  Adam  of  St.  Victor,  "  Q^i 
procedis  ab  utrogue,"  is  found  in  the  Ltmoges 
Sequentiary  of  the  twelfth  century.  Of  this 
Edward  Caswall  has  offered  the  present 
translation ;  it  was  published  in  his  Hymns 
and  Poems,  1873.  It  so  happens  that  we  are 
just  now  in  the  midst  of  a  series  of  "  sequen- 
ces," and  the  versions  are  multiplied.  A  se- 
quencey  as  the  old  monks  phrased  it,  was  a 
peculiar  sort  of  strain  with  long  notes  to  it, 
which  •*  followed  "  the  Alleluia  that  came  be- 
tween the  Epistle  and  the  Gospel  in  the  reg- 
ular ser\ice  of  the  Roman  Church.  The 
deacon  who  officiated  had  some  little  space 
to  traverse  in  crossing  to  the  reading-desk, 
and  the  choir  used  to  prolong  the  last  sylla- 
ble— /V7— to  cover  the  break.  They  slurred  it. 
and  rolled  it,  and  kept  it  up  droningly  till 
ever)body  grew  tired.  Mabillon  defines  a 
sequence  as  "  a  rhythmical  prayer."  It  was  in- 
vented in  order  to  cover  this  awkward  inter- 
minableness  of  the  close  of  the  Alleluia,  and 
bridge  over  the  slow  procession  of  the  min- 
ister, and  give  him  a  breathing-space  before 
he  began  to  read  again.  For  a  while  the 
novelty  made  poor  substitution,  for  it  so  clung 
to  the  long  notes  of  music  that  it  was  com- 
pared to  the  wailing  and  droning  of  a  slow 
mill-wheel  doing  its  work  under  a  lack  of  oil 
at  the  axle.  But  the  matter  advanced  into 
perfection.     And  we  have  to  be  glad  that  the 


**  Sancti  Spiritus  adsil,"  and  the  grand  old 
"  Veni,  Creator  Spiritus"  and  the  **  Rex  om- 
nipotens"  and  the  inimitable  ''Chorus  Nova 
Hierusalem  "  were  all  "  sequences  "  that  came 
out  of  the  dire  necessity  of  stopping  a  mill- 
wheel  droning  in  church. 

549  The  Valley  of  dry  Bones.  C.  P.  M. 

Descend  from  heaven,  celestial  Dove, 
With  flames  of  pure  seraphic  love 

Our  ravished  breasts  inspire. 
O  Fount  of  joy.  blest  Paraclete, 
Warm  our  cola  hearts  with  heavenly  heat. 

And  set  our  souls  on  fire. 

2  Breathe  on  these  bones,  so  dry  and  dead ; 
Thy  sweetest,  softest  influence  shed 

In  all  our  hearts  abroad. 
Point  out  the  place  where  grace  abounds : 
Direct  us  to  the  bleeding  wounds 

Of  our  incarnate  God. 

3  Conduct,  blest  Guide,  thy  sinner-train 
To  Calvary,  where  the  Lamb  was  slain. 

And  with  us  there  abide. 
Let  us  our  loved  Redeemer  meet. 
Weep  o'er  his  pierced  hands  and  feet, 

And  view  his  wounded  side. 

Rev.  Joseph  Hart  composed  this  hymn ;  it 
would  strike  some  close  critics  that  he  had 
designated  it  for  his  version  of  the  same  old 
"  Veni,  Sancte  Spiritus*'  in  his  Hymns,  1759. 
It  has  touches  of  resemblance,  but  it  is  no 
proper  translation.  The  piece  is  useful,  if 
for  nothing  else,  because  of  its  allusion  to  the 
figure  of  tne  ancient  seer  in  Ezekiel  37  :  i-io. 
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''Shed  thine  influenced 


108. 


Hail,  Holy  Spirit,  bright  immortal  Dove! 
Great  spring  of  light,  of  purity  and  love: 
Proceeaing  from  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
Distinct  from  both,  and  yet  with  both  but  one. 

2  O  Lord,  from  thee  one  kind  and  Quickening  ray 
Will  pierce  the  gloom  and  re-enkinale  day ; 

Will  warm  the  frozen  heart  with  love  divine. 
And  with  its  Maker's  image  make  it  shine. 

3  Oh,  shed  thine  influence,  and  thy  power  exert ; 
Clear  my  dark  mind,  and  thaw  my  icy  heart ; 
Pour  on  my  drowsy  soul  celestial  day, 

And  heavenly  life  to  all  its  powers  convey. 

This  hymn  by  the  half-insane  preacher  of 
Old  JewTy,  in  London,  the  Rev.  Simon 
Browne,  appears  with  the  others  in  his  little 
book,  Hymns  and  Spiritual  Songs,  1720.  It 
is  compiled  from  a  poem  twelve  stanzas  long. 
It  well  illustrates  the  didactic  character  of 
this  author's  poetry.  It  is  valuable  as  show- 
ing the  ruggedly  orthodox  faith  of  the  man 
who  has  sometimes  been  accused  of  being  of 
a  wavering  confidence  in  the  great  doctrine 
of  the  Triune  Nature  of  the  Godhead.  He 
here  preaches  as  he  prays,  and  professes  his 
creed  as  he  sings.  The  personality  of  the 
Spirit  of  divine  grace  is  distinctly  acknowl- 
edged ;  the  poet  warms  his  **  frozen  heart 
with  love  divine."  Some  religious  people  say 
"  it "  if  they  have  occasion  to  speak  of  the  Holy 
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Ghost;  ihe  Bible  invariably  is  sure  to  say 
"  he  "  and  ■■  him  "  when  it  reveals  his  agency 
and  divinity.  Again  in  this  hymn,  as  in  the 
others  of  his  we  sing,  we  are  reminded  of  the 
awful  experiences  of  this  godly  man  in  the 
midst  of  his  malady.  A  Christian  heart  alone 
can  understand  the  aid  there  is  in  the  thought 
of  this  Third  Person  of  the  adorable  Trinity 
always  close  at  hand,  tender  and  compassion- 
ate ;  it  makes  one  long  to  understand  more 
perfectly  the  exact  meaning  of  the  expression, 
"the  love  of  the  Spirit."  No  one  can  doubt 
that  this  bewildered  poet  found  comfort  in 
such  considerations.  "  Clear  mvdark  mind," 
be  prays;  '•  pour  on  my  soul  celestial  day!" 


Which  guides  the  nations,  gioping  on  ificir  wi 
Stumbling  and  ralhng  in  tlisastTous  night. 
Yet  hopmn  «er  for  the  perfect  day. 

J  Yes:  IhQuailslilltheLifej  thou  art  the  Way 
Theholiest  know— Light.  Life,  and  Way  of  he 

And  they  who  dearest  hope,  and  deepest  pray 
Toil  by  the  light,  life,  way,  which  i^ou  hasi  gl 


HE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 


Most  of  those  who  sing  this  song  of  praise 
to  our  Lord  Je.ius  Christ,  the  ••  Light,  Life. 
and  Way  of  heaven,"  would  be  surprised  to 
be  told  for  the  first  time  that  it  was  composed 
by  Rev.  Theodore  ['.irker,  M.  A.,  one  of  the 
most  prominent,  pronounced,  and  extreme  of 
all  the  ministers  of  the  Unitarian  Church  in 
America.  He  was  conspicuous  for  the  length 
to  which  he  suffered  the  expression  of  his 
individual  opinions  to  go.  He  denied  the 
Trinity  of  the  Oxihead  and  utterly  rejected 
the  lleity  of  the  Sa\'iour,  and  vet  he  here  de- 


clares that  Jesus  is  "the  Way  the  holiest 
know."  He  asserts  that  the  Spirit  of  Jesus, 
'■  who  once  appeared  in  humblest  guise  Le- 
low,"  guides  the  nations.  He  says  that  "  they 
who  dearest  hope  and  deepest  pray  "  toil  by 
the  light,  life,  and  way  which  he  has  given. 
Hence  the  hymn,  which  is  in  its  structure  a 
sonnet,  possesses  an  unusual  pathos  as  we 
remember  the  great  generous- hearted  man 
who  wrote  it.  We  are  prepared  to  believe 
the  statement  that,  during  all  his  theological 
wanderings,  "hoping  ever  (or  the  penect 
day."  yet  confessedly  "  stumbling  and  falling 
in  disastrous  night,"  like  the  rest  of  our  lost 
race,  he  kept  a  bust  of  Jesus  Christ  constant- 
ly upon  the  desk  where  he  studied. 

Theodore  Parker  never  came  into  notkc 
specially  as  a  poet.  1  know  of  no  other  hymn 
than  this  which  has  had  circulation.  This 
one  appears  in  Lyra  Americana,  and  1  have 
seen  it  in  two  collections  for  church  use  \it- 
%\Ac%  Laudes  Domini.  It  is  printed  also  in 
his  biography  by  Rev,  O,  B.  Frothlngham. 
The  facts  of  his  careerare  easily  accessible  and 
measurably  familiar.  He  was  bom  in  Lex- 
ington. Mass.,  August  24,  '810.  the  youngest 
of  eleven  children  in  the  same  household. 
His  natiii'e  village  is  historic.  In  that  first  bat- 
tle of  the  Revolution  his  grandfather  com- 
manded a  company,  and  his  ancestors  fought 
all  through  the  war  of  Independence.  At  the 
age  of  twenty  he  was  examined  and  received 
into  Harvaro  College.  But  he  did  not  grad- 
uate ;  he  only  received  the  honorary  degree  o( 
Master  of  Ans  in  1840.  He  taught  scbocd 
for  a  while,  and  was  ordained  to  the  ministry 
in  1837  at  West  Roxbury,  Mass.  A  new  so- 
ciety was  formed  for  him  in  Boston,  and  to 
this  he  went  as  minister  in  1846.  From  that 
time  forward  he  was  recognized  as  outside  o( 
every  regular  communion,  with  beliefs  and 
disbeliefs  of  his  own.  He  was  a  patriot,  an 
intense  antislavery  champion,  a  prodigious 
worker,  a  well-read  scholar.  His  health 
broke  in  1SJ9;  he  went  abroad  (or  relief,  but 
died  in  Italy.  .May  to,  i860.  He  was  buried 
in  the  Protestant  cemetery  in  Florence.  Jusi 
now  we  read  in  the  papers  that  a  nt:w  bead- 
stone  has  been  erected  over  his  grave,  and 
unvaiied  in  the  presence  of  many  American 
and  English  residents.  The  expense  was  paid 
by  the  subscriptions  of  a  large  number  of 
friends  and  admirers  of  the  Boston  preacher. 
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MAN'S  LOST  CONDITION. 
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a  Thy  love  the  law  and  impulse  of  my  soul, 
Thy  rij^hteousness  its  fitness  and  its  plea, 

Thy  loving  Spirit  mercy's  sweet  control 
To  make  me  liker,  draw  me  nearer  thee. 

3  My  highest  hope  to  be  where,  Lord,  thou  art, 
To  lose  myselfin  thee  mv  richest  gain. 

To  do  thy  will  the  habit  of  my  heart, 
To  grieve  the  Spirit  my  severest  pain. 

4  Thy  smile  my  sunshine,  all  my  peace  from  thence. 
From  self  alone  what  could  that  peace  destroy? 

Thy  joy  my  sorrow  at  the  least  offence. 
My  sorrow  that  I  am  not  more  thy  joy. 

This  comes  from  Rev.  Dr.  John  Samuel 
Bewley  Monsell's  Hymns  0/  Lave  and  Praise, 
1863,  where  it  is  entitled,  *'  Divine  Teaching," 
has  four  stanzas,  and  makes  reference  to 
Psalm  143:10:  "Teach  me  to  do  thy  will; 
for  thou  art  my  God  :  thy  Spirit  is  good  ;  lead 
me  into  the  land  of  uprightness." 


Thf  Fullnfss  of  Grace.  los. 

O  Holy  Spirit !  now  descend  on  me 
As  showers  of  rain  upon  the  thirsty  ground  : 

Cause  me  to  flourish  as  a  spreading  tree ; 
May  all  thy  precious  fruits  in  me  oe  found. 

3  Be  thou  my  guide  into  all  truth  divine : 
Give  me  increasing  knowledge  of  my  God ; 

Show  me  the  glories  that  in  Jesus  shine. 
And  make  my  heart  the  place  of  his  abode. 

3  Be  thou  my  quickener — in  me  revive 

Each  drooping  grace  so  prone  to  fade  and  die; 
Help  me  on  Jesus  day  by  day  to  live. 
And  loosen  more  and  more  each  earthly  tie. 

4  Blest  Spirit!  I  would  yield  myself  to  thee, 
Do  for  me  more  than  I  can  ask  or  think ; 

Let  me  thy  holy  habitation  be, 
And  daily  deeper  from  thy  fullness  drink. 

Through  long  years  of  illness  the  brave  pa- 
tience and  uncomplaining  spirit  of  Miss  Chris- 
tina Forsyth  rendered  her  peculiarly  dear  to 
her  many  friends,  for  whom  she  was  always 
thoughtful  and  unselfish.  She  wrote  a  num- 
ber of  poems,  most  of  which  were  published 
posthumously  as  Hymns  by  C.  F.,  1861,  and 
whence  the  piece  quoted  was  taken ;  but  her 
life  was  a  more  powerful  influence  for  good 
than  anything  she  has  written.  She  was  born 
at  Liverpool,  England,  in  1825,  and  died  at 
Hastings,  March  16,  1859. 


Thf  heart  on  the  altar. 


IDS. 


Spirit  of  God !  descend  upon  mv  heart  ; 

Wean  it  from  earth,  through  all  its  pulses  move; 
Stoop  to  my  weakness,  mighty  as  thou  art. 

And  make  me  love  thee  as  fought  to  love. 

2  Teach  me  to  feel  that  thou  art  always  nigh ; 
Teach  me  the  struggles  of  the  soul  to  tnar; 

To  check  the  rising  doubt,  the  rebel  sigh  ; 
Teach  me  the  patience  of  unanswered  prayer. 

3  Teach  me  to  love  thee  as  thine  angels  love. 
One  holy  passion  filling  all  my  frame; 

The  baptism  of  the  heaven-descended  Dove. 
My  heart  an  altar,  and  thy  love  the  flame  i 

"  If  we  live  in  the  Spirit,  let  us  also  walk  in 
the  Spirit,"  is  the  text  appended  to  the  orig- 


inal of  this  hymn,  which  had  five  stanzas,  and 
was  published  in  1854  in  a  volume  entitled. 
Psalms  and  Hymns  for  Public  Worship, 
Its  author  was  Rev.  George  Croly,  LL.  D.» 
who  has  been  successful  in  other  departments 
of  literature  besides  hymn-writing.  He  was 
born  in  Dublin,  Ireland,  August  17,  1780,  and 
studied  at  Trinity  College  in  that  city,  grad- 
uating in  1804.  After  his  ordination  as  a 
minister  of  the  Established  Church  he  spent 
a  few  years  in  the  north  of  Ireland,  but  in 
1 810  removed  to  London  and  applied  himself 
to  literary  work.  Finally  he  was  appointed 
to  the  united  livings  of  St.  Stephen's,  Wal- 
brook,  London,  and  St.  Benet,  Sherehog. 
These  he  retained  until  his  death,  which  took 
place  suddenly  while  he  was  walking  in  the 
street  in  Holborn,  London,  November  24, 
i860. 
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"  No  Other  Name.'' 


S.  M. 


Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts 

On  Jewish  altars  slain 
Coulcl  give  the  guilty  conscience  peace, 

Or  wash  away  the  stain. 

2  But  Christ  the  heavenly  Lamb 
Takes  all  our  sins  away, 

A  sacrifice  of  nobler  name 
And  richer  blood  than  they. 

3  My  faith  would  lav  her  hand 
On  that  dear  head  of  thine. 

While  like  a  penitent  I  stand, 
And  there  confess  my  sin. 

4  My  soul  looks  back  to  see 
The  burdens  thou  didst  bear, 

When  hanging  on  the  cursed  tree. 
And  hopes  her  guilt  was  there. 

5  Belie\Mng,  we  rejoice 

To  see  the  curse  remove ; 
We  bless  the  Lamb  with  cheerful  voice. 
And  sing  his  dying  love. 

Taken  from  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  Hymns, 
where  it  is  No.  142  of  Book  II.,  and  is  en- 
titled, ••  Faith  in  Christ  our  Sacrifice."  For 
those  who  are  so  apt  and  swift  in  condemna- 
tion of  hymns  that  attempt  to  '*  sing  doc- 
trine," it  only  remains  for  us  to  call  attention 
to  the  fact  that  this  one  in  particular  has  the 
whole  Gospel  of  divine  grace  in  a  succession 
of  stanzas,  presented  in  a  most  remarkable 
way,  and  still  the  versification  is  graceful, 
flowing,  and  beautiful. 

It  begins  with  the  lost  state  of  man,  utterly 
hopeless  in  his  ruin,  deeply  in  pain,  guilty 
before  the  law,  broken  and  sad :  verse  /. 
The  picture  is  melancholy  and  full  of  shame. 
Every  attempt  at  self-justification  is  fruitless. 
Not  only  Jewish  sacrifices  on  the  altar,  but 
Hindoo  self-tortures  in  personal  mutilation ; 
Luther's  creeping  up  Pilate's  Staircase  on  his 
bare  knees ;  Madame  Guyon's  foolish  expe- 
dient of  putting  peas  in  her  shoes  for  a  pen- 
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THE  GOSPEL: — ATONEMENT  NEEDED. 


ance;  hermits'  poverty,  devotees'  flagellation 
with  whips — all  are  of  no  use ;  they  cannot 
cleanse  the  pollution,  nor  allay  the  suffering, 
nor  stay  the  doom  of  the  fallen  soul  of  man. 
**  But  Christ  the  heavenly  Lamb  takes  all  our 
sins  away  :"  verse  2.  When  Henry  Obookiah, 
the  heathen  boy,  who  was  brought  across 
from  the  Sandwich  Islands  to  be  educated, 
asked  how  it  could  be  that  Jesus,  being  only 
one  person,  could  make  an  atonement  for 
every  one — men,  women,  and  children,  being 
so  many — his  teacher  informs  us  that  she 
bowed  her  head  in  silent  prayer  for  aid  in  an 
attempt  to  answer  his  question;  then  she 
loosed  from  the  fringe  of  her  dress  some 
small  worthless  beads  in  the  trimming — quite 
a  quantity,  a  little  pile — and  laid  these  in  one 
of  his  hands;  then  she  suddenly  drew  off 
her  jeweled  wedding-ring  and  placed  it  in 
the  palm  of  the  other,  and  bade  him  decide 
which  was  most  valuable.  The  bright  lad 
caught  the  illustration  in  an  instant  of  delight ; 
Jesus  was  *'  nobler  "  than  a  whole  race  of  sin- 
ful men ;  for  atonement  does  not  go  by 
measure  of  numbers,  but  by  measure  of 
worth ;  Christ  was  a  prince  of  the  **  blood," 
in  the  kingdom  of  heaven.  So,  when  he 
died,  his  death  was  sufficient  for  all  of  us, 
for  all  who  ever  lived  on  the  earth,  if  they 
would  believe  on  him  and  lovingly  serve  him. 
Only  we  must  receive  the  advantage  of  it  by 
faith,  and  on  condition  of  immediate  repent- 
ance :  verse  j.  Under  the  laws  of  Moses, 
most  of  us  will  remember,  the  guilty  or  **  un- 
clean "  man  must  bring  his  lamb  to  be  slain 
at  the  altar ;  but  as  he  passed  it  to  the  priest 
he  must  lay  his  hand  on  the  head  of  the  ani- 
mal to  show  that  it  was  his  own  offering,  and 
that  he  wished  to  transfer  his  sins  to  it  as 
his  sacrifice.  So,  when  it  was  slain,  it  was 
as  if  he  himself  had  been  slain.  Thus  Jesus 
is  the  **  Lamb  of  God  that  taketh  away  the 
sins  of  the  world."  A  penitent  sinner  seems 
to  lay  his  hand  upon  Christ's  head.  It  is  in 
this  way  that  he  is  "  crucified  with  Christ " 
when  Christ  dies  :  -'erse  4. 

Often  we  close  our  eyes  as  if  in  meditation ; 
and,  recalling  the  sorrowful  scene  at  Calvary, 
we  seem  to  see  the  Saviour  dying  on  the  cross ; 
we  remember  the  verse  in  Isaiah's  prophecy 
which  declares  that  **  the  Lord  hath  laid  on 
him  the  iniquity  of  us  all ;"  and  we  trust  that 
the  sin  for  which  he  is  making  atonement  in- 
cludes ours — our  own — all  of  the  sins  we 
ever  committed.  Then  when  he  says,  **  It  is 
finished."  we  know  we  are  justified ;  there  is 
no  more  curse ;  the  *'  handwriting  aijainst  us  " 
is  for  ever  taken  away  ;  it  was  "  nailed  to  his 
cross  "  to  show  it  was  completely  atoned  for 


and  paid  ;  and,  oh,  how  full  our  souls  are  >*Tth 


joy  !  verse  j. 
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30 :  19. 

Oh,  where  shall  rest  be  found — 

Rest  for  the  wear>'  soul  ? 
•T  were  vain  the  ocean  depths  to  sound. 

Or  pierce  to  either  pole. 

2  The  world  can  never  give 
The  bliss  for  which  we  sigh : 

'T  is  not  the  whole  of  life  to  live. 
Nor  all  of  death  to  die. 

3  Beyond  this  vale  of  tears 
There  is  a  life  above, 

Unmeasured  by  the  flight  of  years; 
And  all  that  life  is  love. 

4  There  is  a  death  whose  pang 
Outlasts  the  fleeting  breath : 

Oh,  what  eternal  horrors  hang 
Around  the  second  death  ! 

5  Lord  God  of  truth  and  grace ! 
Teach  us  that  death  to  shun : 

Lest  we  be  banished  from  thy  race 
And  evermore  undone. 


James  Montgomery  published  thb  in  1819, 
but  corrected  and  changed  some  expressions 
in  it  before  he  included  it  in  its  finisned  form 
in  Original  Hymns,  1853.  It  was  entitled, 
"  The  Issues  of  Life  and  Death,"  and  refer- 
ence was  made  to  Hebrews  4:9-11.  He  com- 
posed the  piece  for  the  anniversary  of  the  Red 
Hill  Wesleyan  Sunday-School  in  Sheffield ;  it 
was  printed  for  use  on  a  broad  sheet  in  six 
stanzas  of  four  lines. 

557  ^  Physician  wanted.  S.  Bl. 

And  wilt  thou  hear,  O  Lord, 

Thy  suppliant  people's  cry  ? 
And  parcion,  though  thy  book  record 

Our  crimes  of  cnmson  dye  ? 

1  So  deep  are  they  engraved, 

So  ternble  their  fear : 
The  righteous  scarcely  shall  be  saved. 

And  where  shall  w^e  appear  ? 

3  Let  us  make  all  things  known 
To  him  who  all  things  sees : 

That  so  his  blood  may  yet  atone 
For  our  iniquities. 

4  O  thou,  Ph>'sician  blest, 
Make  clean  the  guilty  soul ; 

And  us,  by  many  a  sin  oppressed, 
Restore,  and  keep  us  whole ! 

The  author  of  English  Hymns  with  a  mere 
touch  of  sly  pleasantry  for  which  he  was  occa- 
sionally noted,  quotes,  a  sentence  from  the 
translator's  comment  on  his  own  work: 
*•  'These  stanzas,'  says  Dr.  John  Mason  Neale, 
*are  a  Cento  from  the  Canon  for  the  Monday 
of  the  First  Tone  in  the  Paracleticc* — a  re- 
mark which  will  commend  itself  to  those  who 
have  some  knowledge  of  the  extreme  intricacy 
of  Ritualism." 

The  hymn  is  from  the  Greek  of  St.  Joseph 
the  Hymnographer.  This  old  poet  of  the  ninth 
century  was  a  Sicilian  by  birth,  and  a  monk 


man's  lost  condition. 
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by  profession.  His  history  was  romantic,  but 
his  poems  were  good.  He  was  one  of  the 
most  gifted,  as  well  as  one  of  the  most  volu- 
minous, of  the  Greek  hymn-makers  in  the 
early  Greek  Church.  He  died  A.  D.  883.  The 
version  offered  us  here  is  very  free,  to  say  the 
least  of  it ;  to  all  intents  it  is  a  new  hymn. 


Pardon  and  Purity.  S.  M. 

Can  sinners  hope  for  heaven. 

Who  love  this  world  so  well  ? 
Or  dream  of  future  happiness, 

While  on  the  road  to  hell  ? 

a  Shall  they  hosannas  sing, 

With  an  unhallowed  tongue? 
Shall  palms  adorn  the  guilty  hand 

Which  does  its  neighbor  wrong  ? 

4  Thy  grace,  O  God,  alone, 

Gooo  hope  can  e'er  afford  ! 
The  pardoned  and  the  pure  shall  see 

The  glory  of  the  Lora. 

This  was  originally  entitled, "  The  Unright- 
eous excluded  from  Heaven,"  and  published 
in  the  Hymns  adapted  to  Public  Worship 
and  Private  Devotion,  181 7,  of  Rev.  Benjamm 
Beddome.  It  is  a  type  of  the  "  revival  melo- 
dies "  of  former  years  in  New  England,  when 
singing  expostulations  to  sinners  was  much 
more  m  vogue  than  it  is  now.  The  allusion 
in  the  closing  stanza  is  to  Matthew  5 : 8. 


559  "  All  downward:'  S.  M. 

LiKK  sheep  we  went  astray. 

And  broke  the  fold  of  God- 
Each  wandering  in  a  different  way. 

But  all  the  downward  road. 

a  How  dreadful  was  the  hour 
When  God  our  wanderings  laid, 

And  did  at  once  his  vengeance  pour 
Upon  the  Shepherd's  head ! 

3  How  glorious  was  thejgrace 
When  Christ  sustainedthe  stroke! 

His  life  and  blood  the  Shepherd  pays, 
A  ransom  for  the  flock. 

4  But  God  shall  raise  his  head 
O'er  all  the  sons  of  men, 

And  make  him  see  a  numerous  seed, 
To  recompense  his  pain. 

In  Book  I.  of  Dr.  Isaac  V^ aits'  //ymns  this 
is  numbered  as  142 ;  it  consists  of  six  stanzas, 
and  was  composed  to  be  sung  after  a  sermon 
upon  Isaiah  53:6-12.  It  is  entitled,  "The 
Humiliation  and  Exaltation  of  Christ."  It  is 
interesting  to  ask  and  answer  the  question,  in 
the  serene  light  of  such  a  hymn,  whether  this 
great  poet  of  the  Church  merited  the  accusa- 
tion of  having  cherished  Socinian  sentiments 
secretly  in  the  later  years  of  his  life.  No  tes- 
timony could  be  more  complete  than  this  con- 
cerning his  faith  in  the  divinity  and  atonine 
power  of  the  Saviour  who  died  for  the  sins  c3 
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men,  and  rose  into  glory  everlasting  there- 
after. 

It  so  happens  that  a  diary  kept  by  this  re- 
markable man  has  been  found  since  his  death, 
from  which  we  have  actually  photographed  a 
portion  in  his  own  hand.  The  artlessness  of 
the  commonplace  record  is  in  every  particular 
more  striking,  because  it  so  mingles  the  ma- 
terial with  the  spiritual  facts  of  his  experience. 
This  book  is  now  in  the  hands  of  a  gentleman 
in  England,  whose  grandfather  was  chaplain 
and  finally  one  of  the  executors  of  Elizabeth 
Abney,  the  daughter  of  Sir  Thomas  Abney, 
with  whose  family  and  under  whose  roof  the 
poet  found  his  home  for  thirty-six  years.  It 
tells  the  stor>'  of  his  first  finding  the  Lord. 

000  *'Jfsu5  only:'  S.  M- 

Not  what  these  hands  have  done 

Can  save  this  guilty  soul : 
Not  what  this  toiling  flesh  has  borne 

Can  make  my  spirit  whole. 

2  Not  what  I  feel  or  do 

Can  give  me  peace  with  God ; 
Not  all  my  prayers,  and  sighs,  and  tears, 
Can  bear  my  awful  load. 

3  Thy  work  alone,  O  Christ, 
Can  ease  this  weight  of  sin ; 

Th^'  blood  alone,  O  Lamb  of  God, 
Can  give  me  peace  within. 

In  the  form  of  a  poem  of  twelve  stanzas 
having  four  lines  each,  this  piece  first  appeared 
in  Dr.  Horatius  Bonar's  Hymns  of  Faith  and 
Hope,  1864.  It  is  not  used  in  its  original 
shape,  but  has  been  much  abbreviated,  and 
the  most  popular  cento  is  probably  the  one 
here  given.  It  is  a  recognition  of  the  impos- 
sibility of  man's  atoning  for  his  own  sins,  and 
of  the  necessity  of  Christ's  personal  interposi- 
tion as  the  Redeemer,  in  order  to  effect  a 
permanent  reconciliation  between  the  Creator 
and  his  rebellious  creatures. 

A  reach  so  extensive  as  this  flings  over  the 
whole  transaction  a  spirit  of  profound  solem- 
nity. The  parties  to  the  covenant  are  not 
man  and  man,  but  man  and  God.  The  wit- 
nesses who  stand  around  are  the  world,  the 
church,  angels — and  devils.  The  thing  can- 
not be  done  in  a  comer.  The  ratification  of 
the  contract  has  been  already  provided.  It  is 
brought  to  us,  engrossed,  as  it  were,  on 
stamped  paper.  The  Jews  used  to  consider 
the  oath — **  bv  Abel's  blood" — the  most  un- 
utterably  solemn  and  irrevocable  human  lips 
could  ever  repeat.  Our  parchment  comes  to 
us  for  the  contract,  so  to  speak,  sprinkled 
with  the  blood  of  the  only-begotten  Son  of 
God,  "  which  speaketh  better  things  than  that 
of  Abel."  The  sanctions  of  the  covenant 
are  inexpressibly  sacred  and  awful.  All  the 
good  and  evil  of  this  life,  all  the  blessings 


and  the  curses  of  the  life  to  come,  hang  upon 
the  question  of  our  fidelit}'  in  keeping  the 
faith  we  have  pledged. 

30 1  Probation.  S.  M. 

A  CHARGE  to  keep  I  have, 

A  God  to  glority. 
A  never-d^'ing  soul  to  save. 

And  fit  It  (or  the  sky. 

2  To  serve  the  present  age, 
My  calling  to  fulfill ; 

Ohj  may  it  all  my  powers  engage 
To  do  my  Master's  will. 

3  Arm  me  with  jealous  care. 
As  in  thy  sight  to  live ; 

And  oh,  thy  ser\'ant,  Lord,  prepare 
A  strict  account  to  give. 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 
Ana  on  thyself  rely. 

Assured,  if  I  my  trust  betray, 
I  shall  for  ever  die. 

This  is  a  well-known  and  favorite  hymn  of 
Rev.  Charles  Wesley's  composition,  and  was 
first  published  in  Short  Hynins  on  Select  Pas- 
sages of  the  Holy  Scriptures,  1762.  It  was 
founded  upon  Leviticus  8 :  35.  Thomas  Car- 
lyle  left  behind  him  these  thoughtful  words, 
written  in  his  old  age :  **  The  older  I  grow— 
and  now  I  stand  upon  the  brink  of  eternity— 
the  more  comes  back  to  me  the  sentence  in 
the  catechism  which  I  learned  when  a  child, 
and  the  fuller  and  deeper  its  meaning  be- 
comes, *  What  is  the  chief  end  of  man  ?  To 
glorify  God  and  enjoy  him  for  ever/  " 

002  Utter  Helplessness.  C.  M. 

Not  all  the  outward  forms  on  earth, 

Nor  rites  that  God  has  given. 
Nor  will  of  man,  nor  blood,  nor  birth, 

Can  raise  a  soul  to  heaven. 

2  The  sovereign  will  of  God  alone 
Creates  us  heirs  of  grace ; 

Born  in  the  image  of  his  Son, 
A  new,  peculiar  race. 

3  The  Spirit,  like  some  heavenly  wind. 
Breathes  on  the  sons  of  flesh, 

New-models  all  the  carnal  mind. 
And  forms  the  man  afresh. 

4  Our  quickened  souls  awake  and  rise 
From  the  lon^  sleep  of  death ; 

On  heavenly  thmgs  we  fix  oar  eyes, 
And  praise  employs  our  breath. 

This  hymn  is  found  in  Dr.  Isaac  Watts* 
Book  I,  No.  95.  It  bears  the  title  "  Regenera- 
tion," and  has  four  stanzas.  The  sermon  he 
C reached  and  with  which  it  is  connected  was 
ased  upon  John  1:13.  George  MacDonald's 
words  will  be  recalled  just  here,  and  the  quota- 
tion he  gives :  **  The  world,  my  friends,  is  full 
of  resurrections,  and  it  is  not  always  of  the  same 
resurrection  that  St.  Paul  speaks.  Everv  night 
that  folds  us  up  in  darkness  is  a  deatn ;  ioid 
those  of  you  that  have  been  out  early  and  have 
seen  the  first  of  the  dawn  will  know  " 
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•ises  out  of  the  night  like  a  being  that  has 
t  its  tomb  and  escaped  into  life.  That 
may  feel  that  the  sunrise  is  a  resurrection 
e  word  resurrection  just  means  a  rising 
1 — I  will  read  you  a  little  description  of 
►m  a  sermon  by  a  great  writer  and  great 
cher  called  Jeremy  Taylor.  Listen : 
But  as  when  the  sun  approaching  toward 
j^ates  of  the  morning,  he  first  opens  a  little 
Df  heaven  and  sends  away  the  spirits  of 
ness,  and  gives  light  to  a  cock,  and  calls 
le  lark  to  matins,  and  by  and  by  gilds  the 
es  of  a  cloud,  and  peeps  over  the  eastern 
thrusting  out  his  golden  horns  like  those 
h  decked  the  brow  of  Moses,  when  he 
forced  to  wear  a  vail  because  himself  had 
the  face  of  God ;  and  still  while  a  man 
the  story  the  sun  gets  up  higher,  till  he 
rs  a  fair  face  and  a  full  light,  and  then  he 
IS  one  whole  day,  under  a  cloud  often, 
sometimes  weeping  great  and  little  sht)w- 
ind  sets  quickly;  so  is  a  man's  reason 
his  life." " 

Thf  Soul  Ruined.  C.  M. 

How  sad  our  state  by  nature  is  1 

Our  sin — how  deep  it  stains ! 
And  Satan  holds  our  captive  minds 

Fast  in  his  slavish  chains. 

2  But  there  's  a  voice  of  sovereign  grace 
Sounds  from  the  sacred  word ; 

*'  Ho  !  ye  despairing  sinners,  come. 
And  trust  a  pardoning  Lord." 

3  My  soul  obeys  the  almighty  call, 
And  runs  to  this  relief: 

I  would  believe  thy  promise.  Lord  : 
Oh,  help  my  unbelief! 

4  A  guilty,  weak,  and  helpless  worm. 
On  thy  kind  arms  I  fall : 

Be  thou'my  Strength  and  Righteousness, 
My  Saviour  ana  my  All. 

Lken  from  Book  II.  of  Dr.  Isaac  Watts, 
e  it  is  No.  90  and  has  six  stanzas ;  it  is 
ed,  *'  Faith  in  Christ  for  Pardon  and 
tification."  It  is  interesting  to  notice  how 
s  and  sinners  do  at  the  last  come  to  the 
;  conclusion ;  how  all  theologies,  deep  or 
le,  agree  at  the  foot  of  the  cross.  As  the 
Professor  Charles  Hodge,  of  Princeton, 
lying  on  his  dying  bed,  he  said,  quietly, 
work  is  done ;  the  pins  of  the  tabernacle 
aken  out."    Then  he  began  to  ref>eat  the 

*'  A  guilty,  weak,  and  helpless  worm. 
On  thy  kind  arms  I  fall ;" 

[lis  powers  of  utterance  seemed  to  fail 
.  His  sorrow-stricken  wife,  who  sat  be- 
the  couch,  finished  the  stanza  for  him : 

'*  Be  thou  my  Strength  and  Righteousness, 
My  Savfour  and  my  All." 

dying  husband   looked  up  and  spoke, 
'/jcsusT  and  then  breathed  his  last. 
)w,  on  the   other  hand,  far  away  from 


this,  there  once  was  found  an  instance  of 
similar  choice.  Rev.  Charles  Wesley  took 
deep  interest  in  seeking  the  salvation  of  poor 
criminals.  Within  three  months  after  his 
conversion  he  was  spending  days  and  nights 
with  condemned  malefactors  in  Newgate, 
several  of  whom  were  soundly  converted.  In 
his  Journal,  July  19,  1738,  he  records  accom- 
panying them  to  Tyburn  for  execution.  After 
ne  prayed  with  them  on  the  scaffold  thfcy  sang 
several  hymns.  They  were  all  happy  together. 
•*  I  never  saw  such  calm  triumph^  such  in- 
credible indifference  to  dying ;  so  we  conclu- 
ded with  a  hymn  on  *  Faith  in  Christ,'  and 
closed  with — 

"  A  guilty,  weak,  and  helpless  worm, 

On  thy  kind  arms  I  fall ; 
Be  thou  my  Strength  and  Righteousness, 

My  Saviour  anamy  All.'  " 

564  The  Load  of  Sin.  C.  M. 

How  helpless  guilty  nature  lies. 

Unconscious  of  its  load  ! 
The  heart  unchanged  can  never  rise 

To  happiness  and  God. 

a  Can  aught,  beneath  a  power  divine, 

The  stubborn  will  subdue? 
'T  is  thine,  almighty  Spirit !  thine. 

To  form  the  heart  anew. 

3  'T  is  thine  the  passions  to  recall, 
And  upward  bid  them  rise ; 

To  make  the  scales  of  error  fall 
From  reason's  darkened  eyes — 

4  To  chase  the  shades  of  death  away. 
And  bid  the  sinner  live ; 

A  beam  of  heaven,  a  vital  ray, 
'T  is  thine  alone  to  give. 

5  Oh,  change  these  wretched  hearts  of  ours. 
And  give  them  life  divine: 

Then  snail  our  passions  and  our  powers, 
Almighty  Lord !  be  thine. 

Dr.  Caleb  Evans  published  a  new  and  en- 
larged edition  of  the  Poems  of  Miss  Anne 
Steele  in  three  volumes,  1780.  This  contains 
the  hymn  now  before  us,  but  it  is  not  found 
in  •*  Theodosia's  "  two  volumes  of  twenty  years 
previous.  This  is  a  type,  like  the  preceding, 
of  the  doctrinal  matter  put  into  meter  and 
sung  by  most  of  the  Chnstian  denominations 
in  what  were  called  "protracted  meetings" 
forty  or  fifty  years  ago.  The  doctrine  of  the 
hymn  is  this :  **  The  covenant  being  made 
with  Adam  not  only  for  himself  but  for  his 
posterity,  all  mankind,  descending  from  him 
by  ordinary  generation,  sinned  in  him,  and 
fell  with  him  in  his  first  transgression.  The 
fall  brought  mankind  into  an  estate  of  sin  and 
misery.  The  sinfulness  of  that  estate  where- 
into  man  fell  consists  in  the  guilt  of  Adam's 
first  sin,  the  want  of  original  righteousness, 
and  the  corruption  of  his  whole  nature,  which 
is  commonly  called  Original  Sin,  together  with 
all  actual  transgressions  which  proceed  from 
it." 
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I  Ev'n 


leekin^  lovf  of  God. 


w  by  Eiiih  I  cl 


Thcrisi-nSonofGod: 
Redemption  hy  his  death  I  finil, 
And  clvansin^  throuj;h  the  blood.— I 

3  Love  brings  Ihe  gLorioua  fullness  in, 

Th(  blnsM  mt  frum  inbr«d  aiii. 
Thrau^h  iHith  in  Chiiat  alone.— Rsi 

4  Bellevine»iuls.rejok'inKRo: 
Then  shall  to  you  he  itiven 

A  glorious  1bretaM«,  here  below, 
5f  endless  lire  in  heaven.~RKF. 

5  OfviOoiy  now  o'er  Satan's  power 
Lei  all  the  ransDmed  sing, 

in  the  dying  hour 


Sheffield.  England,  was  the  author  of  the 
composition.  He  was  one  of  the  Plymouth 
Brethren,  born  about  i8zi.  He  pubhshed  a 
volume  called  U'i!<i  Thyme,  and  in  this  tbe 
hymn  wc  ha\'e  here  is  found.  This  informa- 
tion comes  from  the  Dictionary  of  Hyin- 
nology,  [S92,  and  we  have  nothing  beyond  it 
The  legal  or  commercial  phase  of  the  senti- 
ment has  not  altogether  pleased  the  Ameii- 
can  churches,  and  in  the  Xcw  Lauiies  Dom- 
ini, 1893.  it  has  been  dropped. 


oogh  Chri. 


ie  Lord  our  King.— Rar. 


Mrs.  Manha  Matilda  (lirustar)  Stockton, 
who  wrote  the  hymn  before  us  in  1871,  was 
the  wife  o(  Rev.  \V.  C.  Stockton,  of  Ocean 
City,  Cape  .May  County.  New  Jersey.  She 
was  bom  June  11. 1821,  and  died  October  18. 
1885.  Nothing  further  can  be  learned  of  her 
personal  historj' ;  but  the  poem  which  bears 
her  name  is  a  general  favorite  both  in  the 
churches  and  in  the  Sunday-Schools,  and  ow- 
ing to  its  adoption  by  many  compilers  of  hymn- 
bwks  in  Great  Britain,  has  become  widely 
Icnown  and  loved  by  English  singers  as  well 
as  by  those  on  this  side  of  the  sea. 

506  ne  Canttlrd  Bond,  5.  M. 


Thai  n-cuni  <rf-hi«  l.ivt:  Tor  mc 

I  will  lur  M-er  keep. 
J  It  iitibnndnomoTe: 

Rut  it  ihall  ever  Idl 
All  tlisl  I  owed  vms  hilly  paid 

B>  ni>  ln.n.anu.1- 

This  hymn  was  copied  for  Laiuits  Domini 
from  the  H\miuil  Comfujiuon,  where  it  stood 
with  only  the  name  "  Sabine  "  attached  to  it. 
It  was  associated  with  the  .Scripture  reference 
to  Luke  7:42.  But  of  lale  it  has  been  an- 
nounced that  Charles  Stanley,  a  merchant  in 


J  'T  was  gmce  that  taught  mv  liean  lo  Ie 


4  Vea-when  Ihii  flesh  and  hout  ihiit  Ml, 

I  shall  poMe».  within  the  viil, 

J  The  canh  shall  soon  dindvellkcuMnr, 
The  1UU  forbear  lo shine: 

But  rri>d.  who  called  me  here  bdow. 
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he  keynote  of  Rev.  John  Newton's  whole 
is  sounded  in  this  hymn — his  profound 
iriction  of  his  own  un worthiness.  He 
^r  sought  to  go  beyond  this  utterance, 
lis  sermons  as  well  as  in  all  his  hymns  he 
>s  this  fact  before  his  own  mind.  His 
»logy  is  not  at  all  somber,  but  the  rather 
ht  and  cheerful ;  for  it  never  sinks  below 
foundation  on  which  it  rests.  It  is  satis- 
with  the  abounding  mercy  of  God  shown 
ard  the  chief  of  sinners.  The  piece  is 
id  in  the  Oiney  Hymns,  1779,  entitled, 
lith's  Review,  and  Expectation." 
here  can  hardly  be  found  in  human  biog- 
ly  a  more  startling  contrast  than  our  im- 
lation  furnishes  the  moment  we  think  of 
«  awful  experiences  of  this  man  as  a 
er  and  a  pirate,  and  then  think  of  the 
sen  years  of  the  ministry  he  spent  in  the 
•  town  of  Olney,  quiet,  zealous,  useful, 
I  Cowper  for  his  comrade  and  the  Chris- 
world  for  his  friend.  The  tourist  who 
lodem  times  visits  this  spot,  sacred  to  the 
nory  of  our  two  poets,  will  pass  out  into 
irpcrs  garden,  and  a  little  way  beyond 
:  across  the  Ouse,  and  see  shining  white 
mg  the  beautiful  elms  the  steeple  of  the 
rch  where  Newton  preached.  The  land- 
yt  is  lovely,  but  the  suggestion  of  the  life 
:  was  passed  there  is  full  of  spiritual  won- 
Tient.  The  song  to  be  sung  beside  that 
am  is  that  now  before  us,  "Amazing 
:e  !  how  sweet  the  sound." 

I  Zech.xzw.  CM. 

There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood, 

Drawn  from  Immanuers  veins; 
And  sinners,  plunged  beneath  that  flood, 

Lose  all  their  jp^il^y  stains. 

2  The  dyinjf  thief  rejoiced  to  see 
That  fountain  in  his  day ; 

And  there  may  I,  thouj^b  vile  as  he, 
Wash  all  my  sins  away. 

3  Dear  dying  Lamb,  thy  precious  blood 
Shall  never  lose  its  power 

Till  all  the  rans^>med  church  of  God 
Be  saved  to  sin  no  more. 

4  E'er  since,  by  faith   I  saw  the  stream 
Thy  flowing  wountls  supply, 

Redeeming  love  has  Inren  my  theme, 
And  shall  be,  till  I  die. 

5  Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song 
I  '11  sin^  thy  p<^»wt-r  to  save, 

When  this  poor  lisping,  stammering  tongue 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 

'his  is  one  of  the  contributions  of  William 
\T>er  to  the  Olney  Hymns,  177^).  It  seems 
ly  that  it  was  rc^mpos^rl  right  years  before. 
I  heading  of  it  is.  "  TraiM-s  for  the  fountain 
ned,"  and  it  ha^  for .«  \*>\,  Zr<  hariah  13:1; 
1  that  day  there  shall  l>'-  a  fountain  opened 
he  house  of  I;avi(J  arid  to  tlic  inhabitants 


of  Jerusalem  for  sin  and  for  uncleanness."  The 
incidents  which  might  be  related  concerning 
the  usefulness  of  these  five  simple  stanzas 
would  make  us  think  of  the  Evangelist's  affec- 
tionate extravagance :  **  .And  there  are  also 
many  other  things  which  Jesus  did,  the  which, 
if  they  should  be  written  every  one,  I  suppose 
that  even  the  world  itself  could  not  contain 
the  books  that  should  be  written."  Biographies 
are  full  of  them  ;  tracts  are  made  out  of  them ; 
every  minister  of  the  gospel  has  his  memory 
crowded  with  them.  Literar>'  critics  find  great 
fault  with  some  of  its  expressions,  and  declare 
that  people  of  taste  do  not  know  what  they 
are  singing  about  when  they  speak  of  a  **  foun- 
tain filled,"  and  filled  with  "blood,"  the  blood 
drawn  from  the  veins  of  one  man  that  another 
man  might  be  **  washed"  in  it.  Still  the  spirit- 
ually-taught children  of  God  go  on  singing 
the  lines  undisturbed.  They  know  what  the 
hymn  means;  they  may  not  be  able  to  tell 
others  exactly ;  but  they  go  on  singing,  and 
they  expect  to  go  on  singing  this,  and  **  Rock 
of  Ages  "  with  it,  till  their  tongues  lie  silent 
in  the  grave. 


"Sa/vafion."  CM. 

Salvation!— oh,  the  joyful  sound! 

'T  is  pleasure  to  our  ears ; 
A  sovereign  balm  for  every  wound, 

A  cordial  for  our  fears. 

a  Buried  in  sorrow  and  in  sin, 

At  hell's  dark  door  we  lay ; 
But  we  arise  by  grace  divine, 

To  see  a  heavenly  day. 

3  Salvation  I—let  the  echo  fly 
The  spacious  earth  around  ; 

While  all  the  armies  of  the  sky 
Conspire  to  raise  the  sound. 

4  Salvation !  O  thou  bleeding  Lamb  I 
To  thee  the  praise  belongs : 

Salvation  shall  inspire  our  hearts, 
And  dwell  upon  our  tongues. 

In  Book  II..  of  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  /fymns 
this  is  No.  88.  It  is  entitled,  "  Salvation.*^  and 
appears  with  only  three  stanzas.  The  fourth, 
which  for  many  years  has  been  added  in  most 
of  the  compilations,  is  said  to  be  the  work  of 
Rev.  Walter  Shirley  in  1774. 

Caesar  Malan  used  to  say  that  his  conver- 
sion to  the  Lord  Jesus  might  with  propriety 
be  compared  to  a  mother  rousing  an  infant 
with  a  kiss.  He  was  spared  the  doubts,  ter- 
rors, and  perplexities  through  which  so  many 
souls  have  passed  ere  they  tasted  the  joy  and 
peace  in  believing.  His  outi  account  of  his 
experience  is  given  in  these  words :  '*  One  af- 
ternoon, while  I  was  reading  the  New  Testa- 
ment at  my  desk,  while  my  pupils  were  pre- 
paring their  next  lesson.  I  turned  to  the  sec- 
ond chapter  of  Ephesians;  when  I   came  to 
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the  words, '  By  grace  are  ye  saved  through 
faith,  and  that  not  of  yourselves,  it  is  the 
gift  of  God,'  the  passage  seemed  to  shine  out 
before  my  eyes.  I  was  so  deeply  moved  by 
it  that  I  was  compelled  to  leave  the  room  and 
take  a  turn  in  the  court-yard,  where  I  walked 
up  and  down  exclaiming  with  intense  feeling, 
•  I  am  saved,  I  am  saved,  I  am  saved !'  "  The 
passage  of  Captain  H.  Vicars  through  the 
door  was  equally  an  act  of  simple  faith  with- 
out any  terrifying  experience.  This  is  what 
Miss  >Iarsh  tells  us :  **  It  was  in  the  month  of 
November,  1 851,  that  while  awaiting  the  re- 
turn of  a  brother  officer  to  his  room  he  idly 
turned  over  the  leaves  of  a  Bible  which  lay  on 
his  table.  The  words  caught  his  eye,  *  The 
blood  of  Jesus  Christ  his  Son  cleanseth  us 
from  all  sin.'  Closing  the  book,  he  said :  '  If 
this  be  true  for  me,  henceforth  I  will  live,  by 
the  grace  of  God,  as  a  man  should  live  who 
has  hMsen  washed  in  the  blood  of  Jesus  Christ/ 
That  night  he  scarcely  slept,  pondering  in  his 
heart  whether  it  were  presumptuous  or  not  to 
claim  an  interest  in  these  words.  During 
those  wakeful  hours  he  was  watched,  we  can- 
not doubt,  with  deep  and  lo\ing  interest  by 
One  who  never  slumbereth  nor  sleepeth,  and 
it  was  said  of  him  in  heaven,  *  Behold,  he  pray- 
cth.'  "  In  answer  to  those  prayers  he  was 
enabled  to  believe,  as  he  rose  in  the  morning, 
that  the  message  of  peace  **  was  for  him." 
The  past,  then,  he  said,  is  blotted  out.  **  What 
I  have  to  do  is  to  go  forward.  I  cannot  re- 
turn to  the  sins  from  which  my  Saviour  has 
cleansed  me  with  his  own  blood."  From  this 
time  forth  Hedley  Vicars  was  known  as  a 
soldier  of  the  Heavenly  King. 

570  ''Jesus  died  for  Mer  C.  M. 

Grkat  God,  when  I  approach  thy  throne, 

And  all  thy  %\oxy  see, 
This  is  my  stav,  and  this  alone, 

That  Jesus  died  for  me. 

2  How  can  a  soul  condemned  to  die 
Kscape  the  just  decree? 

Helpless,  and  full  of  sin  am  I, 
But  Jesus  died  for  me. 

3  Burdened  with  sin's  oppressive  chain, 
Oh,  how  can  I  get  free? 

No  peace  can  all  my  efforts  gain, 
But  Jesus  died  for  me. 

4  And,  Lord,  when  I  behold  thy  face, 
This  must  be  all  my  plea ; 

Save  me  by  thy  almighty  grace, 
For  Jesus  died  for  me. 

This  is  found  in  the  Psalms  and  Hymns 
of  Rev.  William  Hiley  Bathurst,  1831.  It  is 
entitled  very  simply,  '*  Redemption."  The  re- 
frain with  which  each  verse  closes  has  a  char- 
acteristic attractiveness  for  the  American  mind, 
and  so  this  hymn  is  ven*  popular.  The  story 
is  told  of  a  merchant  whose  life  was  saved  at 


the  price  of  another  man's  once  in  case  of  a 
shipwreck.  He  was  aided,  as  the  waves  tossed 
him  helpless  and  exhausted  up  ag^ainst  a  cliff, 
by  the  outstretched  hand  of  a  longshoreman; 
but,  even  while  he  sank  down  on  the  rock 
where  he  was  saved,  he  had  the  unspeakable 
horror  of  beholding  his  rescuer  swept  off  the 
foothold  and  instantly  drowned  before  his 
eyes.  He  could  never  get  over  the  shock ;  he 
was  not  crazed,  he  was  as  strong  and  brisfat 
as  ever.  But  whenever  he  had  tinished  his 
business  errand,  he  would  go  up  to  the  sales- 
man of  whom  he  bought  his  goods,  and,  tak- 
ing his  hand,  would  say  gently,  **  A  man  died 
for  me !"  He  never  omitted  this  act ;  some 
thought  him  queer,  but  he  always  came  back 
to  remove  his  hat,  put  out  his  hand,  and  al- 
most whisper,  "  A  man  died  for  me."  His 
eyes  would  be  moist,  his  tones  would  be 
tremulous,  but  he  w^as  not  crazy— only  rever- 
ent and  grateful — as  he  said  nis  quiet  little 
sentence,  **  A  man  died  for  me  !" 

57 1  Divine  compassion.  C.  M. 

Jesus— and  didst  thou  leave  the  sky, 

To  bear  our  griefs  and  woes  ? 
And  didst  thou  bleed,  and  proan,  and  die, 

For  thy  rebellious  foes  ? 

3  Well  might  the  heavens  with  wonder  view 

A  love  so  strange  as  thine  I 
No  thought  of  angels  ever  knew 

Compassion  so  divine! 

3  Is  there  a  heart  that  will  not  bend 
To  thv  divine  control  ? 

Descend,  O  sovereign  love,  descend, 
And  melt  that  stuobom  soul. 

4  Oh !  may  our  willing  hearts  confess 
Thy  sweet,  thy  gentle  sway ; 

Glad  captives  of  thv  matchless  grace. 
Thy  nghteous  rule  obey. 

In  the  Poems  by  Theodosta,  1760,  Miss 
Anne  Steele  included  one  of  nine  stanzas, 
commencing,  "Jesus,  in  thy  transporting 
name,"  from  which  this  hymn  was  com- 
piled. 

572 


Lovtng-kindness. 


L.  M. 


Awake,  my  soul,  to  Joyful  la>-s, 
And  sing  thy  great  Redeemer's  praise; 
He  justly  claims  a  song  from  me : 
His  loving-kindness,  on,  how  freel 

3  He  saw  me  rumed  in  the  (all, 
Vet  loved  me,  notwithstanding  all ; 
He  saved  me  from  my  lost  estate : 
His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  great  I 

3  Though  numerous  hosts  of  mighty  foes, 
Though  earth  and  hell  my  way  cqipose, 
He  safely  leads  my  soul  along: 

His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  strong  1 

4  When  trouble,  like  a  gloomy  cloud, 
Has  gathered  thick  ana  thundered  loud. 
He  near  my  soul  has  always  stood : 

His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  good  1 

The  h)nnns  of  that  faithful  Baptist  pastor. 
Rev.  Samuel  Medley,  were  origiiudly  printed 
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on  what  in  those  times  were  called  **  broad- 
sheets" or  "broadsides,"  such  as  we  call 
"  slips "  now ;  this  was  for  easy  and  cheap 
distribution  among  large  audiences.  By  and 
by  some  of  these  were  gathered  together  and 
put  in  a  book.  This  one  appeared  earliest  in 
the  Coliection  of  Hymns  for  use  in  Lady 
Huntingdon's  Chapel,  in  Cumberland  St., 
Shoreditch,  1782.  The  popularity  it  has  in 
America  is  owing  much  to  the  refrain  which 
closes  ever)'  stanza,  and  the  odd  old  melody 
to  which  it  has  been  sung  in  a  thousand 
camp  -  meetings,  East  and  West,  over  the 
land  for  unreckoned  years.  * 

573  Our  Surety.  H.  M. 

Arise,  my  soul,  arise ! 

Shake  off  thy  guilty  fears  ; 
The  bleeding  Sacrifice 
In  my  behalf  appears  ; 
Before  the  throne  my  Surety  stands : 
My  name  is  written  on  his  hands. 

2  He  ever  lives  above, 
For  me  to  intercede, 

His  all-redeeming  love, 
His  precious  blood  to  plead ; 
His  blood  atoned  for  all  our  race, 
And  sprinkles  now  the  throne  of  grace. 

3  My  God  is  reconciled ; 

His  pardoning  voice  I  hear ; 
He  owns  me  for  his  child ; 

I  can  no  longer  fear  ■ 
With  confidence  I  now  araw  nigh, 
And  Father,  Abba,  Father,  cr>'. 

The  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems  of  Rev. 
Charles  Wesley,  published  in  1 7^9,  contain 
this  piece  in  its  original  form  of  five  stanzas. 
It  has  since  been  included  in  many  hymnals 
of  various  denominations,  and  has  been 
translated  into  several  languages.  The  poem 
expresses  the  confidence  in  God's  willingness 
to  pardon  sin,  which  a  repentant  believer  has 
a  right  to  feel  in  view  of  the  atonement 
Christ  has  made  for  us. 

**  I  have  blotted  out  as  a  cloud  thy  trans- 
gressions, and  as  a  thick  cloud  thy  sins." 
(Isaiah  44 :  22).  When  God  accuses  his  peo- 
ple, he  says,  *'  But  your  iniquities  have  sepa- 
rated between  you  and  your  God,  and  your 
sins  have  hid  his  face  from  you."  Here  the 
cloud  is  between  the  Lord  and  his  children, 
hiding  his  face  and  bringing  darkness  upon 
them,  clouding  their  hearts  and  glooming 
their  minds.  But  in  forgiveness  the  sky  is 
swept  of  clouds,  the  sun  shines  once  more 
undimmed;  God's  hand  sweeping  through 
the  heavens  has  cleared  it  ana  in  so  doing 
has  cleared  the  soul  of  its  gloom. 


074  Year  of  Jubilee. 

Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow— 
The  gladly  solemn  sound  ; 

Let  all  the  nations  know. 
To  earth's  remotest  bound. 


H.  M. 


The  year  of  jubilee  is  come : 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

2  Jesus,  our  great  High  Priest, 
Hath  full  atonement  made; 

Ye  weary  spirits,  rest ; 
Ye  mournful  souls,  be  glad : 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come : 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

3  E*xtol  the  Lamb  of  God, 
The  all-atoning  Lamb ; 

Redemption  in  his  blood 
Throughout  the  world  proclaim : 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come : 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

4  The  gospel  trumpet  hear, 
The  news  of  heavenly  grace ; 

And,  saved  from  earth,  appear 
Before  your  Saviour's  face  : 
The  year  or  jubilee  is  come ! 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

In  Rev.  Charles  Wesley's  Hymns  for 
New  Year's  Day,  1750,  this  poem  first  ap- 
peared. It  was  suggested  by  the  passage  m 
the  twenty-fifth  chapter  of  Le\nticus,  describ- 
ing the  proclamation  of  the  jubilee  every  fif- 
tieth year  by  a  sound  of  trumpets  throughout 
the  land.  As  that  message  was  carried  on 
the  winds  every  man  returned  to  his  own 
family  to  celebrate  the  feast,  and  liberty  was 
proclaimed  to  all  who  were  in  bondage.  Wc 
nave  no  feast  of  jubilee,  as  such,  in  our  time, 
but  there  is  a  jubilee  of  the  heart  and  of  the 
nation  and  of  the  church  and  of  the  world. 
Peace  blows  trumpets  of  joy.  A  tragedy  of 
the  old  Greek  poet  >Eschylus  relates  that 
when  Agamemnon  sailed  for  Troy  with  the 
other  Greeks,  he  arranged  to  convey  quick 
intelligence  of  the  capture  of  the  city  to  his 
wife,  Clytemnestra,  by  means  of  a  chain  of 
signal-fires.  Ten  long  years  passed,  during 
all  which  Clytemnestra's  watchman  had  kept 
vigil  on  her  palace  roof — learning  the  nightly 
assemblies  of  the  stars,  and  their  risings  and 
settings.  At  last  Troy  fell,  and  the  beacon- 
light  flashed  from  mountain-top  to  mountain- 
top,  with  the  good  news  to  all  Greeks,  which 
should  waken  many  an  assembly  and  dance 
in  Argos.  The  enemy  had  been  vanquished, 
and  the  victors  could  return  to  their  homes 
in  peace. 

When  the  first  settlers  at  Plymouth,  in 
Massachusetts,  were  reduced  to  considerable 
straits,  and  had  sent  out  small  expeditions  in 
search  of  such  sustenance  and  support  as 
might  be  had,  and  when  great  doubt  was 
entertained  as  to  the  feeling  of  the  savage 
tribes  towards  themselves,  the  camp  was  one 
day  surprised  by  the  approach  of  a  savage 
who  addressed  them  in  English  with  the 
words,  **  Welcome,  Englishmen  !"  Peace 
and  good-will  was  the  burden  of  that  glad 
message  of  good  news. 
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575  "  Th€  Cross  alonf:* 

Ye  saints,  your  music  bring. 
Attuned  to  sweetest  souna, 
Strike  every  trembling  string, 
Till  earth  and  heaven  resound  ; 
The  triumphs  of  the  cross  we  sing; 
Awake,  ye  saints,  each  joyful  string. 

2  The  cross,  the  cross  alone, 
Subdued  the  powers  of  heH ; 

Like  lightning  from  his  throne 
The  prince  of  darkness  fell ; 
The  triumphs  of  the  cross  we  sing; 
Awake,  ye  saints,  each  joyful  string. 

3  The  cross  hath  power  to  save 
From  all  the  foes  that  rise; 

The  cross  hath  made  the  grave 
A  passage  to  the  skies ; 
The  triumphs  of  the  cross  we  sing; 
Awake,  ye  saints,  each  joyful  string. 

Rev.  Dr.  Andrew  Reed,  who  received  his 
degree  from  Yale  College,  while  he  was  pastor 
in  London,  published  this  hymn  of  his  own 
composition  in  a  Supplement  to  Watts*  Psalms 
and  Hymns,  1817.  It  was  entitled,  **  Praise  of 
the  Cross." 


H.  M.      577 


576 


H.  M. 


Th«r  sacrifice  offered. 

Thk  atoning  work  is  done. 

The  Victim's  blood  is  shed, 
And  Jesus  now  is  gone 
His  people's  cause  to  plead : 
He  stands  in  heaven  their  great  High  Priest, 
And  bears  their  names  upon  his  breast. 

2  He  sprinkled  with  his  blood 
The  mercv-seat  above ; 

For  justice  had  withstood 
The  purposes  of  love; 
But  justice  now  withstands  no  more. 
And  mercy  yields  her  boundless  store. 

3  No  temple  made  with  hands 
His  place  of  ser\ice  is  ; 

In  heaven  itself  he  stands, 
A  heavenly  priesthood  his  : 
In  him  the  shadows  of  the  law 
Are  all  fulfilled,  and  now  withdraw. 

This  poem  by  Rev.  Thomas  Kelly  was  first 
published  in  his  Hymns,  1806,  and  has  been 
widely  used  in  its  present  form.  It  is  a  para- 
phrase of  the  passage.  Hebrews  10  :  10-14,  in 
which  Christ  is  represented  as  the  High  Priest 
who  has  made  complete  atonement  for  the 
sins  of  the  people,  and  satisfied  the  demands 
of  the  law.  And  this,  likewise,  is  just  the  en- 
gagement of  the  old  Psalm :  "  As  far  as  the 
east  is  from  the  west,  so  far  hath  he  re- 
moved our  transgressions  from  us."  Wonder- 
ful promise  this  I  For  who  can  tell  how  far 
the  east  is  from  the  west }  The  sailor  that 
navigates  the  globe  says  that  he  never  finds 
the  west — that  it  is  always  before  him,  but 
never  found.  He  sails  to  one  point  which  lies 
west,  and  when  he  is  there  he  hears  them  tell- 
ing of  the  west  still  as  farther  on.  So  God's 
forgiveness  puts  our  sins  into  a  far-off  land 
which  we  can  never  find,  as  well  as  into  a 
deep  which  we  can  never  fathom. 


Christ  the  Surety,  H.  M. 

Jesus,  mv  great  High  Priest, 
Offered  his  blood  and  died  ; 
My  guilty  conscience  seeks 
No  sacrifice  beside. 
His  precious  blood  did  once  atone ; 
And  now  it  pleads  before  the  throne. 

2  To  this  dear  Surety's  hand 
Will  I  commit  my  cause ; 

He  answers  and  fulfills 
His  Father's  broken  laws. 
Behold  my  soul  at  freedom  set ; 
My  Surety  paid  the  dreadful  debt. 

3  My  great  and  glorious  Lord, 
My  Conqueror  and  my  King, 

Thy  scepter  and  thy  sword. 
Thy  reigning  grace  I  sing. 
Thine  is  the  power ;  behold  I  sit 
In  willing  bonds  beneath  thy  feet. 

This  poem  by  Rev.  Dr.  Isaac  Watts  is  made 
up  of  portions  of  two  longer  ones  which  first 
appeared  in  his  Hymns  and  Sacred  Songs, 
1 709.  It  has  been  much  altered  and  abbrevi- 
ated, but  is  regarded  as  one  of  its  author's 
finest  works,  and  is  extensively  used.  The 
leading  idea  of  the  hymn  is  the  absolute  suffi- 
ciency of  Christ's  sacrifice  as  an  atonement 
for  mankind.  **  For  thou  hast  cast  all  my  sins 
behind  thy  back  "  (Isaiah  38  :  17).  David,  in 
his  penitence,  cried  out,  '*  Thou  hast  set  my 
iniquities  before  thee,  my  secret  sins  in  the 
light  of  thy  countenance."  We  see,  at  once, 
what  a  change  forgiveness  effects.  Our  sins 
are  behind  God  now,  instead  of  before  him. 
He  is  between  us  and  our  sins,  instead  of  our 
sins  being  between  us  and  him.  He  thus  hides 
us  from  our  transgressions,  instead  of  our 
transgressions  hiding  us  from  him. 

573  Thine,  not  mine.  H.  M. 

Thy  works,  not  mine.  O  Christ, 
Speak  gladness  to  this  heart ; 

They  tell  me  all  is  done ; 
They  bid  my  fear  depart : 
To  whom,  save  thee,  who  canst  alooe 

For  sin  atone,  Lord,  shall  I  flee? 

2  Thy  tears,  not  mine,  O  Christ, 
Have  wept  my  guilt  awa^t 

And  tumea  this  night  of  mine 
Into  the  blessM  day : 
To  whom,  save  thee,  who  canst  alone 
For  sin  atone.  Lord,  shall  I  flee? 

3  Thy  wounds,  not  mine,  O  Christ, 
Can  heal  my  bruised  soul ; 

Thy  stripes,  not  mine,  contain 
The  balm  that  makes  me  whole : 
To  whom,  save  thee,  who  canst  alone 
For  sin  atone.  Lord,  shall  I  flee  ? 

4  Thy  death,  not  mine,  O  Christ, 
Has  paid  the  ransom  due ; 

Ten  thousand  deaths  like  mine 
Would  have  been  all  too  few : 
To  whom,  save  thee,  who  canst  alone 
For  sin  atone,  Lord,  shall  I  flee? 

Talk  about  the  "  folly  of  sinnng  didactic 
theology  in  hymns !"  When  did  I>r.  Horatius 
Bonar  ever  sing  anything  else?    This  pkoc 
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e  us  is  one  of  the  best,  the  most  singa- 
he  most  popular,  he  ever  wrote ;  and  j'et 
he  embodiment  of  the  grand  old  doctrine 
bstituiion  of  Uod'sonly-begoiten  Son  for 
inner  in  the  process  of  redemption.  And 
efrain  at  the  end  of  each  i "  — ■— - 


Hopi.  1857,  entitled,  ■•  tW  Sinbearer," 
associated  with  the  text.  Isaiah  53  : 5 : 
;  he  was  wounded  for  our  transgressions, 
■as  bruised  for  our  iniquities  :  the  chas- 
lent  of  our  peace  was  upon  him ;  and 
his  stripes  we  are  healed." 


Th, 

■  Falhir. 

CM. 

fternnitighl! 
iDul  .imsl  ^, 
.hinlhyseaichi 
11  -ilh  calm  del 

a; 

"ght. 

I  The  spirils  (ha 

Maybarlheh 

Bui  lliat  is  sur«l> 

Since  Ihey  have  1 

A  &11<n  world 

t  surround  Ihy  1 
like  Ihis. 

:hro 

" 

Anoffer?n^'"nd" 
A  Hoi)' Spirit's^. 

tax  man  to  ri« 
e  abode— 

♦  These.lhesepi 

repareusfoilh. 

;  sigh! 

The  sons  of  ignorance  and  nighl 
Ma^'  dwfll  in  the  eternal  Light, 

le  pastor  of  the  "  King's  Weigh-House 
lel  "  in  London,  Rev.  Thomas  Binney, 
.,  LL.  D,,  was  a  conspicuous  figure  in 
ih  history  for  mi>re  than  forty  years  of 
St  sen-ice  as  a  preacher,  a  controversialist. 
I  writer  at  the  very  center  of  inHuence  and 
:r.    A  man  of  splendid  natural  gifts,  thor- 

independence  of  character,  accepted  at 

into  leadership  as  a  pattern  of  grace  and 
ige.  the  model  of  unselfish  consideration 
hers  and  yet  the  gentlest  of  men  in  his  al- 
obstinate  resistance  to  what  he  considered 
.  he  had  the  testimony  of  all  who  knew  him 
>  spirituality  and  force.  What  the  ordi- 
annals  of  his  time  have  to  say  any  one  can 
;  the  life  he  lived  was  alt  open.     He  was 

at  Newcastle-on-Tyne,  in  April.  1798. 
1  years  of  his  youth  were  spent  in  his 
e  lown  in  the  employ  of  a  boolcseller,  and 

he  began  his  literary  career  by  the  pub- 
ig  of  a  poem  in  one  o(  the  local  journals, 
academic  education  «as  received  in  the 
I  of  England,  ami  he  was  prepared  for 
linistry  at  Wymondley  College  in  Herts. 
first  conspicuous  pastoral  charge  was  in 
itnes'  Church,  or  Chapel  as  some  called  it. 


of  the  Congregational  order,  in  Newport,  on 
the  Isle  of  Wight. 

Here,  the  story  runs,  he  composed  the 
hymn  now  before  us.  having  been  thrown 
into  a  mood  of  poetic  reflection  by  the  con- 
templation of  a  night  brilliant  with  stars  shi- 
ning hkc  the  eyes  of  God  overhead.  The 
poem  lay  for  a  long  time  in  the  obscurity  of  a 
lady's  album.  This  was  in  1826;  he  went  to 
Newport  in  1824,  and  five  years  afterward  he 
moved  to  London  toassumc  nis  life-work  in  one 
of  the  oldest  of  the  Nonconformist  congrega- 
tions in  Britain.  He  made  the  Weigh-House 
Chapel  one  of  the  sources  of  strength  of  all 
those  who  did  not  favor  the  Church  of  Eng- 
land. He  UTOte  books  upon  such  themes  as 
these:  "Dissent  not  Schism;"  -The  Chris- 
tian Ministry  not  a  I'riesthood  ;"  "  Are  Dis- 
senters to  have  a  Liturgy?"  and  "Conscien- 
tious Clerical  Nonconformity,"  The  hymn 
was  finally  published  in  the  English  Baptist 
Psalms  and  Hymns,  1858,  and  swiftly  after- 
wards taken  into  all  the  collections. 

Thus  his  long  life  was  passed  in  the  midst 
of  solid  and  enduring  work.  He  was  most 
popular  with  young  men.  His  loveliness  erf 
spirit,  his  gentlemanly  manners  as  one  of  the 
oid  school  of  natural  courtliness,  his  very 
look  of  benignity  combined  with  the  majesty 
of  his  prodigious  frame,  made  him  the  marked 
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man  in  whatever  presence  he  stood.  He 
traveled  much,  visiting  the  United  States  and 
Canada  in  1845,  ^^^  Australia  in  1857.  Yet 
he  came  home  to  die ;  so  infirm  at  the  last  as 
to  be  compelled  to  preach  sitting  in  the  pulpit. 
He  closed  his  labors  and  went  home  to  his 
rest,  February  24,  1874.  The  University  of 
Aberdeen  gave  him  his  degree  of  D.  D.,  and 
that  of  LL.  D.  he  received  from  America.  His 
honors,  like  his  fame,  were  cosmopolitan. 

980  7%<r  Son.  C.  M.  5!. 

O  Saviour,  where  shall  guilty  man 

Find  rest  except  in  thee? 
Thine  was  the  warfare  with  his  foe. 
The  cross  of  pain^  the  cup  of  woe, 

And  thine  tne  victory. 

3  How  came  the  everlasting  Son, 

TheLordoflife,  todie? 
Why  didst  thou  meet  the  tempter's  power, 
Why,  Jesus,  in  thy  dying  hour, 

Endure  such  agony  ? 

3  To  save  us  by  thy  precious  blood. 
To  make  us  one  in  thee, 

That  ours  might  be  thy  perfect  life. 
Thy  thorny  crown,  thy  cross,  thy  strife, 
And  ours  the  victory. 

4  Oh,  make  us  worthy,  gracious  Lord, 
Of  all  thy  love  to  be ; 

To  thy  blest  will  our  wills  incline, 
That  unto  death  we  may  be  thine, 
And  ever  live  in  thee. 

It  is  from  Dr.  P.  Maurice's  Choral  Hymn^ 
Book,  published  in  London,  in  1861,  that  this 
piece  is  taken.  But  it  is  ver>'  difficult  to 
place  "  C.  E.  May,"  whose  name  is  there  ap- 
pended to  it.  It  is  probable  that  the  con- 
tributor to  Dr.  Maurice's  volume  of  lyrics 
was  the  wife  of  Rev.  George  May,  M.  A., 
who  was  the  vicar  of  Liddington,  Wilts, 
England,  in  1861. 

C.  M.  5I. 


The  Holy  Ghost. 


Come,  thou  who  dost  the  soul  endue 

With  sevenfold  gifts  of  grace; 
Come,  thf>u  who  dost  the  world  renew, 
Author  of  neace,  consoler  true, 

Spirit  of  noliness. 

2  Thou  didst  the  gospel-trumpet  sound 
O'c-r  all  the  world  afar ; 

And  summon  from  their  sleep  profound 
The  (lead,  who  lay  in  darkness  round, 
To  hail  the  MofninK  Star. 

3  Thine  he  all  praise  for  evermore. 
From  all  salvation's  heirs; 

Thy  >:o<Mlness  truth,  and  love,  and  power. 
Let  ail  orealen  worUls  adore 
In  holy  hymtis  and  prayers. 

4  O  thou,  who  teachesl  us  to  place 
In  thee  our  hope  and  trust. 

The  stains  of  former  guilt  efface, 
Confirm  the  innocent  in  grace, 
.\nd  glorify  the  just. 

This  hymn,  which  has  been  rendered  from 
the  Latin  '\\lmum  flamen  vita  mundiy  by 
Rev.  Edward  Caswall,  is  of  unknown  origin. 
It  appeared  in  a  small  collection  published  in 


Cologne  in  1806,  in  a  form  which  was  not 
adapted  to  use  in  the  churches,  being  in  seven 
stanzas  of  nine  lines  each.  This  translation, 
given  in  the  Masque  of  Mary,  and  othar 
Poems,  1858,  altered  its  meter  and  sanctioned 
the  present  form,  which  begins  with  the 
second  verse  of  the  original.  The  central 
idea  of  the  poem  is  that  of  many  of  the  old 
Latin  hvmns,  the  necessity  of  the  teaching  of 
the  Holy  Spirit  to  prepare  the  human  heart 
to  receive  divine  truth. 

There  was  no  profit  in  opening  a  way  to 
man.  though  it  was  a  way  of  restoration.  He 
would  not  walk  in  it.  The  fault  was  never  in 
God's  truth  when  human  beings  rejected  it 
Pilate  did  indeed  once  ask  petulantly :  What 
is  truth  }  But  Pilate  had  no  more  complaint 
to  make,  as  he  gave  Jesus  over  to  crucinxion, 
than  had  Saul  of  Tarsus  when  he  fell  blinded 
before  him  on  the  road  to  Damascus.  Truth 
is  the  same.  It  was  the  same  sermon  exactly, 
which  men  would  not  heed  and  hear  from 
Isaiah,  that  the  Ethiopian  eunuch,  out  in  the 
desert  seven  hundred  years  later,  did  hear; 
and  he  was  saved.  The  difference  in  success 
with  the  truth  always  is  owing  to  the  presence 
in  it,  or  the  absence  from  it,  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 
Paul  may  plant,  Apollos  may  water,  in  vain. 
It  is  God  the  Spirit  who  giveth  the  increase. 
Personal  holiness  is  distasteful  to  most  men. 
They  need  God  himself  to  give  them  a  liking 
for  it  and  a  disposition  to  strive  after  it. 

582  "  ^  Saviour's  Bloodr  C.  M.  5I. 

Go.  tune  thy  voice  to  sacred  song. 

Exert  thy  noblest  powers ; 
Go,  mingle  with  the  choral  throng. 
The  Saviour's  praises  to  prolong, 

Amid  life's  fleeting  hours. 

2  Oh  I  hast  thou  felt  a  Saviour's  love, 
That  flame  of  heavenlv  birth  ? 

Then  let  thy  strains  melodious  prove. 
With  raptures  soaring  far  above 
The  trifling  toys  of  earth. 

3  Hast  found  the  pearl  of  price  unknown 
That  cost  a  Saviour's  blood  ? 

Heir  of  a  bright  celestial  crown. 
That  sparkles  near  the  eternal  throne, 
Oh,  sing  the  praise  of  God ! 

4  Sing  of  the  Lamb  that  once  wms  slain 
That  man  might  be  forgiven ; 

Sing  how  he  broke  death^s  bars  in  twain. 
Ascending  high  in  bliss  to  reign. 
The  God  oiearth  and  heaven  I 

This  hymn  was  wTitten  by  Thomas  Hast- 
ings, Mus.  Doc.,  known  to  us  by  his  composi- 
tions of  both  music  and  song.  It  was  pub- 
lished first  in  the  Christian  PscUmist,  1836, 
and  entitled,  **  Praise." 

*' Eternal  Hfe,''  C.  M.  5L 

\VouLi>ST  thou  eternal  life  obtain? 

Now  to  the  cross  repair : 
There  stand  and  gaxe  ana  weep  and  pray 
Where  Jesus  breathes  his  life  away ; 

Eternal  life  is  there ! 
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a  Go— 't  is  the  Son  of  God  expires ! 

Approach  the  shameful  tree : 
See  quivering  there  the  mortal  dart. 
In  the  Redeemer's  lovine^  heart, 

O  sinful  soul,  for  theeT 

3  Go — there  from  evenr  streaming  wound 
Flows  rich  atoning  blood : 

That  blood  can  cleanse  thy  deepest  stain, 
Bid  frownine  justice  smile  again, 
And  seal  thy  peace  with  God. 

4  Go — at  that  cross  thy  heart  subdued. 
With  thankful  love  shall  glow  • 

By  wondrous  grace  thy  souTset  tree. 
Eternal  life  from  Christ  to  thee 
A  vital  stream  shall  flow  I 

The  hymns  which  have  been  inspired  by 
the  crucifixion  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  are 
among  the  noblest  of  the  church's  songs. 
From  the  early  Greek  and  Latin  writers  until 
the  time  in  which  we  live  that  theme  has 
called  out  the  poet's  highest  powers.  Among 
the  many  valuable  hymns  by  Dr.  Ray  Palmer 
is  the  one  quoted  here,  which  was  written  in 
1864,  and  entitled  **  Good  Friday."  It  ap- 
peared first  in  Songs  for  the  Sanctuary,  1805. 

When  Munkacsy's  famous  painting  was  on 
exhibition  in  Hamilton,  Canada,  there  came 
walking  up  a  rough  rude  man,  evidently  a 
sailor  from  one  of  the  lake  boats.  **  Is  Christ 
in  here  ?"  he  asked  roughly.  The  attendant 
was  so  taken  back  by  the  rude,  blunt  ques- 
tion that  she  was  speechless  for  a  moment. 
"How  much  to  see  Christ.^"  he  demanded. 
She  told  him  that  the  admission  fee  was  a 
quarter.  "  Well,  I  guess  I  'II  have  to  pay  it," 
he  growled,  and  putting  down  a  piece  of  sil- 
ver, he  brushed  past  her.  He  sat  down  in 
front  of  the  great  picture  and  studied  it  for  a 
moment  or  two ;  then,  by  and  by,  off  came 
his  hat.  He  studied  it  a  little  longer,  and 
then,  leaning  down,  he  picked  up  the  descrip- 
tive catalogue  which  he  had  let  fall  as  he  took 
his  seat.  He  read  it  over,  studied  the  paint- 
ing anew,  dropping  his  face  in  his  hands  at 
intervals.  And  so  he  stayed  there  for  a  full 
hour.  When  he  came  out  there  were  tears  in 
his  eyes,  and  in  a  voice  full  of  sobs  he  said  to 
the  attendant,  **  Madam,  I  came  to  see  Christ 
because  my  mother  asked  me  to.  I  am  a 
rough  man  sailing  on  the  lakes,  and  before  I 
went  on  this  cruise  my  mother  wanted  me  to 
see  this  picture,  and  1  came  in  to  please  her. 
I  never  believed  in  any  such  thing,  but  the 
man  who  could  paint  a  picture  like  that,  he 
must  have  believed  in  it.  There  is  something 
in  it  that  makes  me  believe  it,  too.  Madam, 
God  helping  me,  1  am  a  changed  man  from 
to-day."  Herein  is  the  fulfilment  of  one  of 
our  Lord's  best  promises  :  "And  I.  if  I  be  lift- 
ed up  from  the  earth,  will  draw  all  men  unto 
me."     John  12:32. 


"Oho/yLamdr  C.  M.  5I. 

O  Saviour,  lend  a  listening  ear, 

And  answer  my  request ! 
Forgive,  and  wipe  the  foiling  tear, 
Now  with  thy  love  my  spirit  cheer, 

And  set  my  heart  at  rest. 

2  I  mourn  the  hidings  of  thy  &ce ; 
The  absence  of  that  smile 

Which  led  me  to  a  throne  of  grace. 
And  gave  my  soul  a  resting^-place 
From  earthly  care  and  toil. 

3  'T  is  sin  that  separates  from  thee 
This  poor  benighted  soul : 

My  folly  and  my  guilt  I  see. 
And  now  upon  the  bended  knee 
I  yield  to  thy  control. 

4  Up  to  the  place  of  thine  abode 
I  lift  my  waiting  eye ; 

To  thee.  O  holy  Lamb  of  God ! 
Whose  blood  for  me  so  freely  flowed, 
I  raise  my  ardent  cry. 

Another  of  Dr.  Thomas  Hastings'  excellent 
hymns  in  the  same  meter  as  the  other  just 
before,  and  equally  welcome  among  the 
churches.  This  first  appeared  in  the  Addi- 
tional  Hymns  of  the  Reformed  Dutch  Collec- 
tion,  1846. 

Pious  Wickliffe  used  to  pray :  **  O  good 
Lord,  save  me  gratis  T  And  Christ  docs 
save  gratis,  if  he  saves  at  all.  Sinners  must 
be  content  to  owe  evervthing  they  receive  to 
the  recognized  grace  wnich  shines  on  Jesus' 
forehead  and  warms  in  his  heart. 


"Lamb  0/ God 


r* 


8s.  7S,  7S. 


Let  us  love  and  sini;  and  wonder, 
Let  us  praise  the  Saviour's  name ' 

He  has  hushed  the  law's  loud  thun-^-r. 
He  has  quenched  Mount  Sinai's  flame. 

He  has  washed  us  in  his  blood. 

He  has  brought  us  nigh  to  God. 

2  Let  us  love  the  Lord  who  bought  us. 
Pitied  us  when  enemies: 

Called  us  bv  his  grace,  and  taught  us. 

Healed  the  blindness  of  our  eyes : 
He  has  washed  us  in  his  blood, 
He  presents  our  souls  to  God. 

3  Let  us  sing,  though  fierce  lemplatioir 
Threaten  hard  to  bear  us  down  ! 

For  the  Lord,  our  strong  salvation. 

Holds  in  view  the  conqueror's  crown  : 
He,  who  washed  us  in  his  blood, 
Soon  will  bring  us  home  to  God. 

4  Let  us  praise,  and  join  the  chorus 
Of  the  saints  enthroned  on  high  ; 

Here  they  trusted  him  before  us, 
Now  their  praises  fill  the  skv  : 
"  Thou  hast  washed  us  in  thy  blood. 
Thou  art  worthy.  Lamb  of  God  !" 

Rev.  John  Newton  published  this  piece  in 
his  Twenty-six  Letters  on  Religious  Subjects, 
by  Omicron,  1774.  There  it  was  entitled, 
**  Praise  for  Redeeming  Love."  It  was  print- 
ed also,  the  same  year,  in  the  Gospel  Xfaga- 
sine  for  May  ;  and  by  and  by  it  was  included 
in  the  Olney  Hymns,  lyyg.  It  is  one  of  the 
most  joyous  anthems  of  exhilaration  and  hope 


256 


THE  GOSPEL: — ATONEMENT  OFFERED. 


known  to  our  language.  The  law  is  hushed, 
Sinai  is  quenched,  Satan  is  defeated,  heaven 
is  opened,  the  crown  is  shining,  home  is  near, 
"  Thou  art  worthy,  Lamb  of  God !" 

7^  Atomnunt.  8s,  7s,  7s. 

He,  who  once  in  righteous  vengeance 
Whelmed  the  world  beneath  the  flood. 

Once  again  in  mercy  cleansed  it 
With  his  own  most  precious  blood ; 

Coming  from  his  throne  on  high, 

On  the  painful  cross  to  die. 

2  Oh,  the  wisdom  of  the  Eternal ! 

Oh.  the  depth  of  love  divine! 
Oh,  the  sweetness  of  that  merci 


For  tne  ^1 

Jesus  paid  the  penalty. 

3  When  before  the  iudge  wc  tremble, 

Conscious  of  his  Droken  laws, 
May  the  blood  of  his  atonement 

Cr>'  aloud,  and  plead  our  cause; 
Bid  our  guilty  terrors  cease ; 
Be  our  pardon  and  our  peace. 

In  the  Lyra  Catholica,  1849,  ^^is  transla- 
tion by  Rev.  Edward  Caswall  first  appeared. 
The  original,  *'Ira  jtista  Conditoris^'  is  a 
Latin  hymn  which  commemorates  the  saving 
power  of  Christ's  blood  and  its  sufficiency  as 
an  atonement.  Our  sins  and  iniquities  are  to 
be  remembered  no  more.  Forgetfulness  is 
the  greatest  boon  to  a  sinner.  The  ancients 
dreamed  of  Lethe,  the  river  of  forgetfulness, 
into  which  the  soul  should  plunge  at  death. 
There  is  but  one  such  stream — the  fountain 
that  cleanses  us  blots  our  sins  from  memory. 
God  can  forj^et  —  blessed  assurance  to  the 
sin-ridden,  conscience-stung  soul !  *'  The 
true  penitent."  says  Newman,  "  never  forgives 
himself."  God  forgives,  we  say.  and  God 
forgets,  and  he  invites  us  to  lose  the  very 
memor>'  of  our  sins  in  the  sweet  oblivion  of 
his  grace. 

587  ''Mercy  and  truth  are  met  /"  8s,  7s,  7s. 

CoMK.  behold  a  great  expedient, 
G(xl  revealed  in  flesh  appears ; 

Go<l  himself  becomes  obe<iient, 
And  the  curse  for  sinners  bears ; 

*T  is  a  great,  a  gracious  plan, 

Wouncfing  sin,  yet  sparing  man. 

2  Oh,  the  wisdom  of  contrivance, 
Oh.  the  grace  that  shines  therein, 

God  forgives  without  connivance. 
He  forgives,  yet  sjwrcs  not  sin; 
Justice  sees  the  victim  bleed. 
Nothing  more  can  Justice  nee<l. 

3  Whither  should  we  go,  oh,  whither, 
Whither  from  the  glorious  sight? 

Truth  and  mercy  meet  together. 

Righteousness  and  peace  unite: 
'T  is  the  rross  that  gives  us  rest. 
Makes  us  safe,  and  makes  us  blest. 

Some  people  have  written  to  the  compiler 
of  Laudcs  Domini  that  this  hymn  of  Rev. 
Thomas  Kelly  was  not  as  acceptable  as  some 


others  of  his,  and  was  possessed  of  an  ap- 
parently incommensurate  popularity.  It  is 
found  in  the  author's  Hymns ^  1809,  beginning 
with  the  line,  **  Death  is  sin's  tremendous 
wages."  On  the  whole,  the  words  "  contri- 
vance "  and  **  expedient "  n\ay  be  unfortiuiate. 
but  the  hymn  is  certainly  orthodox — ^unusual- 
ly so.  Just  now.  within  a  little  while,  some 
one  has  said — and  it  surely  is  the  more  \itsc- 
ly  said  because  he  who  said  it  spent  some  in- 
valuable years  in  denying  it  beforehand: 
**  Unless  the  apostolic  language  does  trans- 
gress not  only  every  rule  of  literal  construc- 
tion, but  all  parallels  in  the  latitude  of  meta- 
phor, it  certainly  declares  Jesus  to  be  a  Re- 
deemer in  some  sense  which  no  notion  of 
instruction,  or  of  exemplary  character,  satis- 
fies." To  be  sure  it  does :  and  that  sense  is 
very  clear  to  one  who  is  willing  just  to  re- 
ceive it.  Jesus  Christ  is  our  Redeemer  not 
by  setting  examples  of  human  greatness  be- 
fore our  eyes,  but  by  bearing  our  sins  upon 
the  cross,  and  becoming  our  substitute  before 
the  divine  law. 

988  *' Here  speaks  the  Comforterr         lis,  lOft. 

Come,  ye  disconsolate,  where'er  ye  languish : 
Come  to  the  mercy-scat,  fervently  kneel ; 

Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,  here  tell  your  anguish; 
Earth  hath  no  sorrow  that  heaven  cannot  heal. 

3  Joy  of  the  comfortless,  light  of  the  straying, 
Hope  of  the  penitent,  fodeless  and  pure ; 

Here  speaks  the  Comforter,  tenderly  saying — 
Eartn  hath  no  sorrow  that  heaven  cannot  cure. 

3  Here  see  the  Bread  of  Life;  see  waters  flowing 
Forth  from  the  throne  of  God,  pure  from  above; 

Come  to  the  feast  of  love :  come,  ever  knowing 
Earth  hath  no  sorrow  but  heaven  can  remove. 

Thomas  Moore  was  bom  in  Dublin,  May 
28,  1779,  and  educated  at  Trinity  College  in 
that  city.  He  read  for  the  Bar.  afterguards 
held  a  Government  post  in  Bermuda  for  a 
short  time,  and  died  February  26,  1852.  His 
poetical  works  are  of  great  merit,  but  his 
connection  with  hymnody  is  limited  to  his 
Sacred  Songs,  published  in  18 16.  These 
were  thirty-two  in  number,  written  to  popu- 
lar airs  of  different  nations,  and  many  of  them 
have  been  republished  in  various  church  col- 
lections. The  well-known  one  Quoted  here  is 
entitled  "  Relief  in  Prayer."  It  has  proved  a 
message  of  consolation  to  many  a  despairing 
soul,  which  has  found  at  the  mercy-scat  help 
in  time  of  trouble. 

In  the  southern  waters  of  the  Atlantic  was 
sailing  a  ship,  wearing  heavy  signals  of  utter- 
most distress.  The  mariners  upon  another 
vessel  hurried  nearer  for  immediate  help,  and 
shouted,  "What  do  you  need?"  ''Water, 
ufatcry  came  back  the  hail ;  "  wc  arc  djing 
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for  water!"  Quick,  indeed,  was  the  answer 
which  went  flying  over  the  crests,  in  a  tone  of 
half-vexed  surprise,  **  Dip  it  up,  then,  in  the 
first  bucket  you  can  find  !"  For  t.ie  fact  was 
they  were  at  the  very  moment  in  the  mouth 
of  the  Amazon  River,-  where  the  stream  ran 
fresh  wat^r  a  hundred  and  fifty  miles  wide  all 
around  them  !  It  does  seem  a  folly  that  men 
would  grow  maniac  with  thirst  when  tossed 
on  an  ocean  of  relief.  Alas !  there  are  men 
who  will  die  of  soul-thirst  when  salvation  rolls 
full  and  free  beneath  them  ! 


A  Fountain  Opened.  8s,  7s,  78. 

Come  to  Calvar\-'s  holy  mountain, 

Sinners,  ruined  by  the  fall ! 
Here  a  pure  and  healing  fountain 

Flows  to  you,  to  me,  to  all- 
in  a  full,  peri>etual  tide, 
Opened  when  our  Saviour  died. 

3  Come,  in  sorrow  and  contrition, 

Wounded,  impotent,  and  blind ! 
Here  the  guilty,  free  remission, 

Here  the  troubled,  peace  may  find ; 
Health  this  fountain  will  rest^e ; 
He  that  drinks  shall  thirst  no  more — 

3  He  that  drinks  shall  live  for  ever ; 

'T  is  a  soul-renewing  flood : 
God  is  fifiithful :  God  will  never 

Break  his  covenant  in  blood, 
Signed  when  our  Redeemer  died, 
Sealed  when  he  was  glorified. 


This  is  found  in  James  Montgomery's 
Original  Hymns.  It  appeared  in  Cotterin's 
Selection  in  18 19,  bearing  the  title,  **A  Foun- 
tain opened  for  Sin  and  Uncleanness."  Ref- 
erence seems  to  be  made  to  Zechariah  13:1. 
The  fountain  was  opened  when  Jesus  died  on 
Calvary.  All  our  need  now  is  to  wash  and  be 
clean.  It  is  very  striking,  and  often  pathetic, 
to  notice  how  the  views  of  the  common  peo- 
ple seize  upon  and  really  enjoy  the  forms  of 
speech  in  which  this  personal  Saviour  of  ours 
preached  the  gospel.  The  English  critic, 
Ruskin,  tells  us  in  the  Modern  Painters^ 
that  once,  when  he  was  coming  down  from 
the  rocks  in  the  neighborhood  of  Montreux 
in  Switzerland,  both  weary  and  thirsty,  he 
found  at  the  turn  of  the  path  a  spring,  con- 
ducted as  usual  by  the  herdsmen  into  a  hol- 
lowed pine-trunk.  He  stooped  to  it,  and 
drank  deeply ;  and  then  as  he  raised  his  head, 
drawing  his  breath  heavily  with  a  sigh  of  full 
satisfaction,  some  one  behind  him,  unseen 
hitherto,  spoke  in  the  words  of  the  beautiful 
French  version  of  John's  Gospel :  **  Celui  qui 
boira  de  cetie  i'au-ti,  aura  encore  soif ;" — 
**  Whosoever  drinketh  of  this  water  shall 
thirst  again."  He  says  that  at  first  he  did 
not  comprehend  the  meaning  of  the  singular 
sentence ;  he  looked  up.  and  saw  the  friendly 
countenance  of  a  plain,  frank   mountaineer, 


who  without  the  least  embarrassment  went  on 
with  the  verse :  *'  Afais  celui  qui  boira  de  Veau 
que  je  lui  donnerai^  naura  jamais  soif  T — 
**  But  whosoever  drinketh  of  the  water  that  I 
shall  give  him  shall  never  thirst." 

590  ''Return,  return  /"  C.  M. 

Return,  O  wanderer,  to  thy  home, 

Thy  Father  calls  for  thee ; 
No  lonj^er  now  an  exile  roam 

In  guilt  and  mi8er>' : 
Return,  return. 

2  Return,  O  wanderer,  to  thy  home, 
'T  is  Jesus  calls  for  thee ; 

The  Spirit  and  the  Bride  say,  "Come," 
Oh,  now  for  refuge  flee : 
Return,  return. 

3  Return,  O  wanderer,  to  thy  home, 
'T  is  madness  to  delay  : 

There  are  no  pardons  in  the  tomb, 
And  brief  is  mercy's  day : 
Return,  return. 

Dr.  Thomas  Hastings'  account  of  the  origin 
of  this  hymn  is  singularly  interesting.  He 
said  that  he  wrote  it  just  after  listening  to  a 
stirring  sermon  delivered  in  a  Presbyterian 
Church  in  Utica  in  1830.  The  theme  of  the 
preacher  was  found  in  the  parable  of  the 
Prodigal  Son.  Two  hundred  converts  were 
present ;  and,  at  the  close  of  the  discourse,  at 
the  very  height  of  his  peroration,  the  minister 
exclaimed,  **  Sinner,  come  home !  come  home ! 
come  home  !"  Under  the  inspiration  of  such 
an  appeal  he  wrote  the  stanzas,  and  published 
them  in  his  Spiritual  Songs,  1831. 

99 1  Ezekiel  33 : 1 1 .  7*,  D. 

SiNNRRS,  turn,  why  will  ye  die? 
God,  your  Maicer,  asks  you— Why  ? 
God.  who  did  your  being  give, 
Maae  you  with  himself  to  live; 
He  the  fatal  cause  demands, 
Asks  the  work  of  his  own  hands, 
Why,  ye  thankless  crcatureSj  why 
Will  ye  cross  his  love,  and  die  ? 

2  Sinners,  turn,  why  will  ye  die  ? 
God,  your  Saviour,  asks  you— Why  ? 
He  who  did  vour  souls  retrieve. 
Died  himself  that  ye  mif^ht  live. 
Will  ye  let  him  die  in  vam  ? 
Crucify  your  Lord  ai^in  ? 

Whv.  ye  ransomed  sinners,  why 
Will  ye  slight  his  grace,  and  die? 

3  Sinners,  tuni,  why  will  ye  die? 
(»od,  the  Spirit,  asks  you — Why  ? 
He,  who  ail  your  lives  hath  strove, 
I'rgcd  you  to  embrace  his  love: 
Will  ye  not  his  grace  receive? 
Will  ye  still  refuse  to  live? 

Whv,  ye  long-sought  sinners !  why. 
Will  ye  grieve  your  God,  and  die? 

Rev.  Charles  Wesley  published  in  Hymns 
on  God's  Everlasting  Love,  1741,  a  long  poem 
of  sixteen  stanzas.  From  this  the  lines  for 
these  years  in  common  use  have  been  chosen. 
It  is  entitled,  '*  Why  will  ye  die  }"  and  refer- 
ence is  made  to  Ezekiel  18:31.     This  hymn 
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was  a  great  favorite  with  Rev.  Dr.  N.  S.  S. 
Beman ;  he  continually  gave  it  out  during  his 
whole  ministry,  reading  the  verses  most  im- 
pressively before  the  smging.  It  has  done  a 
great  deal  of  good  in  its  day,  but  it  belongs  to 
the  era  of  church  progress  and  growth  when 
Christians  sang  at  the  unconverted  more  than 
they  do  now. 

592  7%^  Accepted  Time.  S.  M. 

Now  is  the  accepted  time, 

Now  is  the  day  of  grace ; 
O  sinners !  come,  without  delay, 

And  seek  the  Saviour's  face. 

2  Now  is  the  accepted  time, 
The  Saviour  calls  to-day  ; 

To-morrow  it  may  be  too  late ; 
Then  why  should  you  delay? 

3  Now  is  the  accepted  time. 
The  gospel  bids  you  come ; 

And  ever>'  promise  in  his  word 
Declares  there  yet  is  room. 

4  Lord,  draw  reluctant  souls, 
And  feast  them  with  thy  love ; 

Then  will  the  angels  spread  their  wings 
And  bear  the  news  above. 

The  volume  which  is  quoted  usually  as 
Dobeli's  Collection  has  a  somewhat  extensive 
title:  A  New  Selection  of  seven  hundred 
Evangelical  Hymns  for  Prrifate,  Family, 
and  Public  Worship,  {many  original,)  from 
more  than  two  hundred  of  the  best  authors 
in  England,  Scotland,  Ireland,  and  Amer- 
ica;  arranged  in  alphabetical  order,  in- 
tended as  a  Supplement  to  Dr.  Watts* 
Psalms  and  Hymns.  It  was  published  in 
1806.  The  second  edition  was  enlarged,  and 
more  original  pieces  were  added.  This  vol- 
ume is  valuable  from  the  fact  that  it  is  the 
earliest,  perhaps  the  very  first,  book  of  the 
kind  to  give  the  names  of  the  authors  in  con- 
nection with  their  work.  Three  American 
editions  have  appeared,  published  at  Morris- 
town,  N.  J.,  in  1810,  181 5,  and  1822,  and  then 
another  was  issued  in  Philadelphia,  1825. 
John  Dobell  was  born  in  Poole,  Dorsetshire, 
England,  in  1757.  He  was  for  some  time 
kept  in  the  position  as  port-gauger  under  the 
Board  of  Excise ;  and  the  duties  of  his  office 
not  being  ver>-  severe,  he  enjoyed  consider- 
able leisure  which  he  employed  in  literary 
work.  Among  the  books  of  which  he  was 
the  author  there  was  one  entitled  Baptism, 
and  another  which  was  entitled  Humanity. 
His  labor  as  a  contributor  to  the  hymnology 
of  the  period  was  suggested  by  the  remark  of 
an  invalid  in  Cornwall  whom  he  visited,  who 
said  to  him  :  **  1  wish  I  could  see  before  I  die 
a  hymn-book  full  of  Christ  and  his  Gospel, 
and  without  any  mixture  of  freewill  or  merit." 
How  deeply  into  his  mind  this  sentence  fell 


can  be  seen  in  the  titles  he  affixed  to  his  vol- 
umes of  poetry;  the  first  he  call^  The 
Christian  s  Golden  Treasure ;  or.  Gospel 
Comfort  for  Doubting  Minds  ;  and  the  sec- 
ond, The  Christian's  Companion  in  his  Jour- 
ney  to  Heaven.  He  has  been  reckoned  as  a 
Congregational ist,  and  for  years  he  w^as  a 
re^lar  attendant  upon  the  services  of  the 
Skinner  Street  Chapel  in  Poole ;  there  he  died 
in  his  eighty-fourth  year,  and  v^'as  buried 
June  1 ,  1 840.  There  is  no  record  of  his  hav- 
mg  been  a  member  of  the  communion, 
though  his  wife  was  on  the  roll ;  he  was 
quaint  and  eccentric,  tall  and  conspicuous  in 
figure,  much  respected  and  affectionately  be- 
loved. 
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'Sinner,  Come f* 


c^.  M. 


The  Spirit,  in  our  hearts, 
Is  whisperingj^ " Sinner,  come;" 

The  bride,  the  Church  of  Christ,  proclaims. 
To  all  his  children.  "  Come !" 

2  Let  him  that  heareth  say 
To  all  about  him,  '*  Come !" 

Let  him  that  thirsts  for  righteousness^ 
To  Christ,  the  fountain,  come ! 

3  Yea,  whosoever  will, 
Oh,  let  him  freely  come. 

And  freely  drink  the  stream  of  life; 
*T  is  Jesus  bids  him  come. 

4  Lo !  Jesus,  who  invites, 
Declares,  **  I  quickly  come ;" 

Lord,  even  so;  we  wait  thine  hour; 
O  blest  Redeemer,  cornel 

Rev.  Henry  Ustic  Onderdonk.  D.  D.,  was 
bom  in  New  York,  March  i(5,  1789,  and  stud- 
ied at  Columbia  College.  After  taking  holy 
orders  he  was  for  some  time  rector  of  St.  Ann's 
Church  in  Brooklyn,  until  in  1827  he  was  con- 
secrated at  Philadelphia,  and  became  Assist- 
ant Bishop  of  that  diocese.  On  the  death  of 
Bishop  White  in  1836  he  entered  upon  the 
full  charge.  He  died  in  Philadelphia,  Decem- 
ber 6,  1 8 $8.  His  ser\ices  to  the  hymnody  of 
the  church  were  great,  and  many  of  his  poems 
are  in  general  use.  The  one  quoted  here  was 
suggested  by  the  passage  in  the  twenty-second 
chapter  of  Revelation,  where  the  Spirit  and 
the  Bride  are  represented  as  inviting  the  sin- 
ner to  come  to  Christ ;  it  is  found  in  the  Epis- 
copal Prayer  Book  Selection,  1826.  The  work 
of  regeneration  is  wrought  by  the  Holy  Spirit ; 
and  no  mortal  can  tell  how  he  does  it,  nor 
even  precisely  what  he  docs.  There  is  sove- 
reignty in  the  act ;  but  it  is  exercised  in  an- 
swer to  the  simplicity  of  prayer.  "  Create  in 
me  a  clean  heart,  O  God,  arid  renew  a  right 
spirit  within  me."  Prometheus  brought  fire 
from  heaven  to  earth.  Socrates  brau^t  phi- 
losophy from  heaven  to  earth.  But  God  him- 
self had  to  send  this  gilt  of  his  grace,  by  a 
new  revelation.    And  he  has  given  us  to  un- 
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derstand  that  there  shall  never  be  a  lack,  even 
till  the  last  son  of  his  love  shall  be  brought 
into  glory.  You  may  light  a  taper  with  a  lens, 
concentrating  sunshine  on  it.  And  taper  after 
taper  may  thus  shine  to  illumine  human  dark- 
ness, without  the  sun's  ever  feeling  wearied 
or  growing  in  the  slightest  measure  exhausted. 
So  of  the  Sun  of  Righteousness ;  there  is  an 
absolutely  inexhaustible  fullness  in  the  Light 
of  the  World. 

594  Wrrping  for  Sinners.  S.  M. 

Did  Christ  o'er  sinners  weep, 
And  shall  our  cheeks  be  dry  ? 
•m*  Let  floods  of  penitential  gjief 

Burst  forth  from  every  eye. 

3  The  Son  of  God  in  tears 

Angels  with  wonder  see ; 
Be  thou  astonished,  O  my  scull 

He  shed  those  tears  for  thee. 

3  He  wej>t  that  we  might  weep; 

Each  sin  demands  a  tear : 
In  heaven  alone  no  sin  is  found, 

And  there 's  no  weeping  there. 

This  little  hymn  has  been  singularly  useful 
in  the  American  churches  for  scores  of  years. 
It  was  written  by  Rev.  Benjamin  Beddome 
for  the  first  edition  of  Dr.  Rippon's  Selection^ 
1787.  It  was,  according  to  the  author's  title, 
to  be  sung  **  Before  Sermon."  The  Scripture 
reference  may  have  been  to  Luke  19:41. 

995  The  Call  of  Love.  S.  M. 

And  canst  thou,  sinner!  slight 

The  call  of  love  divine? 
Sball  God,  with  tenderness,  invite. 

And  gain  no  thought  of  thine? 

3  Wilt  thou  not  cease  to  grieve 

The  Spirit  from  thy  breast. 
Till  he  tnv  wretched  soul  shall  leave 

With  all  thy  sins  oppressed  ? 

3  To-day  a  pardoning  God 
Will  hear  the  suppnant  pray: 

To-dav  a  Saviour's  cleansing  blood 
Will  wash  thy  guilt  away. 

Mrs.  Abby  Bradley  Hyde  was  bom  at 
Stockbridge,  Mass.,  September  28,  1799,  and 
married  to  Rev.  Lavius  Hyde,  of  Salisbury, 
Mass.,  in  1818.  Her  death  occurred  at  An- 
dover,  April  7,  1872.  She  wrote  about  fifty 
hymns,  some  of  which  are  in  use  both  in  Great 
Britain  and  America.  The  one  given  here  is 
perhaps  the  favorite.  It  appeared  first  in 
Nettleton's  Village  Hymns,  1824,  with  the 
title,  **  Grieve  not  the  Spirit,"  and  contained 
an  additional  stanza.  Mrs.  Hyde's  writings 
are  simple  and  unaffected  in  style,  and  some 
of  her  hymns  for  children  are  very  touching. 


''At  the  door:' 

Behold  a  Stranger  at  the  door ! 
He  gently  knocks,  has  knocked  before, 
Has  waited  long,  is  waiting  still ; 
You  treat  no  other  friend  so  ill. 


L.  M. 


2  Oh,  lovely  attitude !  he  stands 
With  melting  heart  and  laden  hands  ; 
Oh,  matchless  kindness  I  and  he  shows 
This  matchless  kindness  to  his  foes. 

V  But  wtll  he  prove  a  friend  indeed  ? 
He  will^  the  very  friend  you  need— 
The  Friend  of  sinners ;  yes,  't  is  he, 
With  garments  dyed  on  Calvary. 

4  Rise,  touched  with  gratitude  divine, 
Turn  out  his  enemy  and  thine, 
That  soul-destroying  monster,  sin, 
And  let  the  heavenly  Stranger  in. 

The  genius  of  Rev.  Joseph  Grigg  mani- 
fested itself  at  an  early  age,  one  of  his  best- 
Known  poems  having  been  written  while  he 
was  still  a  mere  child.  He  was  bom  about 
the  vear  1728.  though  the  date  cannot  be 
fixed  positively.  He  began  life  as  a  me- 
chanic ;  but  his  natural  inclination  being  to- 
wards the  ministry,  he  abandoned  his  trade, 
and  in  1743  became  assistant  pastor  with 
Rev.  Thomas  Bures,  of  the  Presbyterian 
Church,  Silver  Street,  London.  In  this  field 
he  labored  until  the  death  of  his  associate, 
1747,  when  he  retired  from  the  ministry. 
About  this  time  he  married  the  widow  of 
Col.  Drew,  a  lady  who  possessed  considerable 
property,  and  went  to  live  in  St.  Albans. 
Here  he  took  up  his  literary  work  and  wrote 
a  number  of  hymns.  He  clied  at  Waltham- 
stow,  Essex,  October  29,  1768.  The  poem 
we  quote  was  first  published  in  a  pamphlet 
in  176$,  with  others,  **  on  divine  subjects." 

S97  '*GodCalHng  Yet:*  L.  M. 

God  calling  yet !  shall  I  not  hear? 
Earth's  pleasures  shall  I  still  hold  dear? 
Shall  life's  swift  passing  vears  all  fly, 
And  still  my  soul  in  slumber  lie  ? 

2  God  calling  yet?  shall  I  not  rise? 
Can  I  his  loving  voice  despise, 
And  basely  hts  Kind  care  repay  ? 
He  calb  me  still :  can  I  delay  f 

\  God  calling  yet !  and  shall  I  give 
No  heed,  but  still  in  bondage  live? 
I  wait,  but  he  does  not  forsake; 
He  calls  me  still :  my  heart,  awake! 

4  God  cs&llii^  vet !  I  cannot  stay; 

My  heart  I  yield  without  delay; 

Vain  world,  farewell  I  from  thee  I  part ; 

The  voice  of  God  hath  reached  my  heart. 

Another  of  the  pieces  taken  from  Hymns 
from  the  Land  of  Luther,  issued  by  the  Scotch 
sisters  in  the  year  1854.  This  one  is  under- 
stood to  have  been  translated  by  Mrs.  Findla- 
ter  from  Gerhard  Tersteegen's  **Gott  rufet 
noch  :  sollt  ich  nicht  endlich  horenf  The 
author  was  bom  at  Mors,  in  Westphalia,  No- 
vember 25,  1697.  His  religious  experience  is 
one  of  the  stories  that  belong  to  the  history  of 
mysticism.  It  began  with  a  spasmodic  fit,  at 
the  end  of  which,  frightened  and  subdued,  he 
solemnly  dedicated  himself  to  God's  service. 
At  the  age  of  twenty-seven  he  wrote  out  a 
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oyi'enant  bcfarecn  the  Sa-r^jcr  ar-id  h--5  sotiL 
tisin;^  his  '/aT.  trl'x^  for  th-t  triarSinrp^ior.  and 
the  sitjnaturt.  He  was  a  rrjtrr.bcr  o(  Tjr*  sect, 
yAncc  no  ch-uTch,  !r.-ed  a  cel:ba:e  and  an  as- 
cetic. He  died  '.r.  April  3.  1 76«>.  He  \*TOte 
1 1 1  h>-nins  of  var.-iajj  nscrii.  brjt  niany  of  them 
have  been  translated  invj  Enjjiah  and  are 
good. 

*'  In  one  of  the  ppub-lic  •n<>jsures  of  Phfla- 
deiphia  :he  fo*jn:afr.  Ti-as  re<,er.:Iy  !eft  to  play 
a!I  nij^L  Durinjf  tr>t  hofiirs  c^  darkness  a 
sharp  frost  set  :r. ;  and  those  "*  ho  oassed  bv 
next  morr.rnjf  UaitA  the  -aaier.  still  playii^ 
indeed,  but  p-a}-ir.gj  'i^ver  a  mass  of  i^ieaming 
ickles.  But  that  was  not  all  The  wind  had 
been  bx/ninjj  stead:: y  in  one  direction  through 
all  these  hours,  and  th^  ^p^y  had  been  car- 
ried on  air)'  -A-jnjfs  to  the  grass  which  fringed 
the  pf^A  in  which  the  fountain  stood.  On 
each  bjade  of  grass  the  spray  had  fallen  so 
gently  as  hardly  to  bend  it.  descending  softly 
and  silently  the  who!e  night  long.  By  slow 
and  alm^^st  ifr.p-^ceptible  processes  each 
blade  becanie  coated  with  a  thin  laver  of  ice : 
by  the  same  noiseless  processes  each  layer 
grew  thicker,  until  in  the  morning,  what  be- 
fore had  been  a  httie  patch  of  swaying  grass, 
was  a  miniature  battle-ground  of  upright, 
crystal  spears,  each  holding  unthin  it,  as  its 
nucleus,  a  single  blade  of  grass,  now  cold, 
rigid,  and  dead. 

"  In  human  life,  in  like  manner,  it  mav  seem 
2L  light  thing  to  leave  a  young  heart  outside  of 
Christ's  fold,  and  exposed  to  the  *  cold  winds 
of  the  world's  great  unbelief.'  There  is  no 
violent  transformation  of  the  charaaer  in  such 
a  case.  Yet  silentlv  and  surelv  the  world's 
irrist  settles  up^^^n  the  flowers  oi  the  heart, 
covering  them  with  the  chill  spray  of  doubt, 
binding  them  with  soft  bonds  which  harden 
into  chains  of  ice,  incasing  them  in  a  coat  of 
cr\si;il  mail,  fxilished.  cold,  and  impenetrable. 
You  have  met  p)ersons  in  whose  heart  this 
freezir!ji(  pr'/'.css  has  been  accomplished.  You 
have  seen  Umeath  the  icv  surface  the  nucleus 
of  j^o'y]  v.  hi'  h  mi'^ht  have  grown  to  so  fair  a 
har.est.  just  as  you  have  seen  the  dead  blade 
of  grass  pre*^rved  at  the  f"ore  of  the  icicle. 
You  '^n  do  little  now  fr>r  either  the  person  or 
the  plant ;  nothing  but  heaven's  sunshine  can 
melt  the  ice  which  holds  them  in  its  deadlv 
thrall.  But  you  'an  take  care  that  none  of 
those  for  whom  you  are  resp>onsible  will  be 
left  out  in  the  world's  cold,  to  suffer  so  dead- 
ly a  chanj^e.  You  can  hx\x\%  ihrm  within  the 
warm  influences  of  Christian  life,  where  no 
frost  will  j^ather  up'^in  them,  and  where  the 
soul's  hii^hest  powers  will  be  gently  wooed  to 
their  best  growth.      Amoni^   all   the   things 


vhkrh  voc  canncc  do,  this  ai  '.ease  vou  can  do ; 
and  unless  vou  do  this,  voq  arc  ccrtainlv  re- 
sponsible  for  whate\xr  of  chillsng  and  dead- 
ening change  the  coming  years  may  bring  to 
those  whom  you  are  set  of  God  to  cherish 
and  protect.** — .>.  5.  Trmus. 
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L.  M 


Whtv'  w^..  ye  vasie  00  trifling  cares 
Tbat  life  whKh  G*>i  s  coccposisica  sfnrts, 
Wh:>.  tc  :be  %-ariccs  raui^  o:  ibossfat. 
The  oot  thing  aerdfJOL  is  loriroc  ? 

2  Shall  God  invite  yoc  frotn  abo«-e? 
Shal!  Jcscs  ^rgt  his  dying  Vn  c? 
Shan  trocbicd  oocscicnoe  gi^e  >x>q  pain? 
And  an  :b«s«  p?<as  unite  in  vain  ? 


X  Not  5«>  \o«r  e*e$  win  a>Ba>5  *-!««■ 
Th<(S«  otfccts  «hich  >oc  now  pars«e; 
Not  so  will  heaven  and  heH  apfKar, 
When  death's  decisive  boor  is  near. 

4  Almighty  God !  thy  grace  impart : 
Fix  deep  conviction  on  each  b«ut : 
Nor  let  OS  waste  on  trifling  cans 
That  lifte  which  thy  cocnpassioo 


This  poem  by  Dr.  Philip  Doddridge  was  pub- 
lished in  a  posthumous  edition  of  his  Hymns, 
1755.  but  is  supposed  to  hax-e  been  written 
twent}'  years  earlier.  It  is  an  earnest  plea  ad- 
dressed to  unbelieiers  who  urge  that  the  plea- 
sures of  the  Christian  life  are  fe^%  its  proiiibi- 
tions  innumerable  and  fixed.  In  opposition 
to  all  this  petulance  and  mistake  is  \£tt  truth, 
that  the  system  of  faith  and  practice  which 
Jesus  Christ  came  to  proclaim  admits  no  such 
moroseness  or  severity  It  offers  restoration 
and  indulgence  to  all  the  powers  of  man,  on 
the  simple  condition  of  penitence,  trust,  and 
love;  and  then,  in  addition,  it  proposes  to 
bring  in  as  its  own  free  gift  a  new  and  in- 
creased experience  of  e\Try  kind  that  renders 
life  \*aluable  and  worthy.  Hence,  when — in 
reply  to  the  persistent  call  of  dixine  grace, 
urging  a  Sa\'iour*s  claim  upon  each  indixid- 
ual's  conscience,  pressing  him  to  come  for 
salvation  to  the  cross — any  one  says,  "  Oh,  1 
want  to  see  more  of  life  fiist  !**  the  Gospel,  as 
if  anticipating  the  impatient  cavfl,  or  remon- 
strating with  one  who  utters  it.  answers  kindly, 
••  Very-  well ;  the  Redeemer  came  that  you 
might  have  life,  and  that  you  might  hax-e  it 
yet  more  abundantly.'*  In  other  words,  this  is 
the  doctrine  of  the  New  Testament :  the  true 
Christian  life  is  a  fuller,  freer  life,  brighter, 
more  welcome,  more  joyous,  than  any  other 
life  whatsoever. 


"  Why  not  T^m^hir 


L.M. 


Oh.  do  not  let  the  word  deput, 
.And  close  thine  e>-cs  agaunst  tlie  Ui^ ; 

Poor  sinner,  harden  not  thy  bout : 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved ;  why  not  tiHiiglU  ? 


4.  Vv; 
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a  To-morrow's  sun  may  never  rise 
To  bless  thy  lonK-dduded  sight ; 

This  is  the  time :  oh,  then  be  wise  I 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved ;  why  not  to-night  ? 

3  Our  God  in  pity  lingers  still ; 

And  wilt  thou  thus  nis  love  requite? 
Renounce  at  length  thy  stubborn  will : 
Thou  wouldst  DC  saved  ;  why  not  to-night  ? 

4  Our  blessed  Lord  refuses  none 
Who  would  to  him  their  souls  unite; 

Then  be  the  work  of  grace  begun : 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved ;  why  not  to-night  ? 

The  wife  of  a  clerg^yman,  and  the  mother 
of  seven  children,  it  is  safe  to  conclude  that 
the  life  of  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Reed  was  far  from 
being  an  idle  one.  Household  worries,  how- 
ever, do  not  seem  to  have  so  engrossed  her 
time  and  attention  that  she  could  not  sym- 
pathize with  and  aid  her  husband  in  his  work. 
She  is  said  to  have  taken  a  deep  interest  in 
his  wide  charities.  Besides  this,  when  his 
Wyciiffe  Chapel  Supplement  was  republished 
in  1872,  twenty  of  her  poems  appeared  in  it. 
among  which  is  to  be  found  the  hymn  we 
quote,  bearing  date,  1825.  She  wrote  also  a 
book  of  tales  for  children,  and  a  manual  to 
aid  their  mothers.  Mrs.  Reed  was  bom  in 
London,  March  4,  1794;  became  the  wife  of 
Rev.  Andrew  Reed,  D.  D.,  in  1816,  and  died 
July  4,  1867. 


000 


IVhytvillyedier' 


IIS. 


Oh,  turn  ye,  oh,  turn  ye,  for  why  will  ye  die. 
When  God  m  great  mercy  is  coming  so  nigh  ? 
Now  Jesus  invites  you,  the  Spirit  says,  Come, 
And  angels  are  waiting  to  welcome  you  home. 

a  And  now  Christ  is  ready  your  souls  to  receive, 
Oh,  how  can  vou  question,  if  you  will  believe? 
If  sin  is  your  burden,  why  will  you  not  come? 
'T  is  you  he  bids  welcome ;  he  bids  you  come  home. 

This  hymn  has  six  stanzas  in  Dr.  Leavitt's 
Christian  Lyre,  Vol.  I.,  1830,  whence  it  is 
taken.  Allusion  is  made  to  Ezekiel  33:11. 
Its  author  was  Rev.  Josiah  Hopkins,  D.  D., 
who  was  born  at  Pittsford,  Vermont,  April 
18.  1786.  He  studied  at  Middlebury  College 
and  at  Auburn  Theological  Seminary.  His 
first  charge  was  that  of  a  Congregational 
Church  at  New  Haven,  Vermont,  wnere  he 
remained  until  1830;  then  he  became  the 
minister  of  the  First  Presbyterian  Church  of 
Auburn,  New  York.  He  published  the 
Christian  Instructor  in  1847.  and  while  in 
Auburn  edited  a  volume  of  Conference 
Hymns.  He  died  at  Geneva,  New  York, 
July  27,  1862. 
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Procrastination. 


IIS. 


Delay  not,  delay  not ;  ()  sinner,  draw  near, 
The  waters  of  life  arc  now  flowing  for  thee; 

No  price  is  demanfle<l  ;  the  Savionr  is  here; 
Redemption  is  punhased.  salvation  is  free. 


2  Delay  not,  delay  not ;  the  Spirit  of  grace, 
Long  grieved  and  resisted,  may  take  his  sad 

flight, 
And  leave  thee  in  darkness  to  finish  thy  race, 
To  sink  in  the  gloom  of  eternity's  night. 

3  Delay  not,  delav  not ;  the  hour  is  at  hand ; 
The  earth  shall  dissolve,  and  the  heavens  shall 

fade, 
The  dead,  small  and  great,  in  the  judgment  shall 
stand ; 
What  helper,  then,  sinner,  shall  lend  thee  his  aid  ? 

Under  the  title  **  Exhortation  to  Repent- 
ance," this  hymn  by  Dr.  Thomas  Hastings 
appeared  in  his  Spiritual  Songs,  1831,  and 
has  since  been  republished  in  many  import- 
ant collections.  It  urges  the  immediate  ne- 
cessity of  accepting  the  offer  of  atonement. 
Over  the  unrecorded  death  and  grave  of  one 
of  Franklin's  arctic  explorers,  found  on  the 
ice-bound  shore  of  Bcechy  Island,  were  found 
these  words :  **  Choose  you  this  day  whom 
you  will  serve."  They  told  of  one  who,  in  the 
Polar  zone  of  death  and  night,  had  found  the 
entrance  to  an  eternal  summer  in  the  Para- 
dise of  God.  Looking  over  an  endless  sea 
of  ice,  the  dying  man  saw  that  his  eternity 
would  be  according  to  the  choice  which  he 
had  made.  There  can  be  no  intermediate 
choice ;  for  if  one  neither  loves  nor  hates  the 
service  of  his  Creator,  he  has  never  chosen 
him,  and  there  should  be  no  halting  between 
two  opinions. 
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Job  22:21. 


IIS. 


Acquaint  thyself  quickly,  O  sinner,  with  God. 
Ana  joy,  like  the  sunshine,  shall  beam  on  thy  road  ; 
And  peace,  like  the  dewdrop.  shall  (all  on  thy  head, 
And  sleep,  like  an  angel,  shall  visit  thy  bed. 

2  Acquaint  thyself  quickly,  O  sinner,  with  God, 
And  he  shall  be  with  thee  when  fears  are  abroad  ; 
Thy  Safeguard  in  danger  that  threatens  thy  path  ; 
Thy  Joy  m  the  valley  and  shadow  of  death. 

The  spirit  of  poetry  running  through  the 
nature  of  William  Knox  seems  to  have  devel- 
oped itself  only  after  adversity.  The  stor\'  of 
his  life  is  briefly  this :  He  was  bom  at  Firth, 
Lilliesleaf,  Roxburgh,  Scotland,  August  17, 
1789;  and  studied  at  the  grammar  school  at 
Musselburgh.  He  tried  farming  at  Wrae ;  but 
irregular  living  soon  began  to  make  inroads 
upon  his  fortune ;  things  went  from  bad  to 
worse,  and  finally  his  venture  ended  in  bank- 
ruptcy. It  was  just  at  this  time  that  he  began 
to  write  for  the  Edinburgh  journals,  following 
his  efforts  in  prose  composition  by  several 
volumes  of  poetry,  notably  The  Lonely  Hearth, 
1 81 8;  Songs  of  Israel,  1824;  The  Harp  of 
Zion,  1825.  He  died  in  Edinburgh,  November 
12.  1825. 

The  hymn  we  quote  is  from  the  Harp  of 
Zion,  where  it  is  entitled  "  Heavenly  Wis- 
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dom/'  and  annexed  to  it  is  the  reference  Job 
22  :2i,  27-28. 

003  Tk£  Penitent's  Plea.  P.  M. 

(Esus,  heed  me,  lost  and  dying, 
Into  thee  for  shelter  flying, 
Hear  oh,  hear,  my  heart's  sore  crying: 
Heed  me,  or  I  die ! 

3  All  my  sin  and  sorrow  feeling. 
Come  I,  as  the  leper,  kneeling : 
Come  to  thee  for  help  and  healing. 
Heal  me,  or  I  die ! 

3  Naught  have  I  to  plead  of  merit. 
Naught  but  curse  do  I  inherit ; 

By  thy  gracious,  quickening  Spirit 
Save  me,  or  I  die-! 

4  Not  my  tears  of  deep  contrition 
Can  secure  one  sin's  remission. 
Helpless,  hopeless  my  condition  : 

Help  me,  or  I  die ! 

^  Far  away  my  dead  works  flin^ng. 
Nothing  owning,  nothing  bringmg. 
Only  to  thy  mercy  clinging : 
Bless  me,  or  I  die  ! 

6  By  thy  cross,  where  hope  is  beaming, 
Bv  Its  crimson  fountain  streaming. 
Flowing  for  the  world's  redeeming : 

Cleanse  me,  or  I  die ! 

7  So  my  soul  shall  praise  thee  ever 
For  the  love  which  changes  never, 
From  which  not  cv'n  death  can  sever: 

Saved  no  more  to  die. 

This  hymn  appeared  in  the  New  York  Ob- 
server, January  25,  1883.  It  is  the  work  of 
Rev.  Robert  M.  Offord,  a  member  of  the  edi- 
torial staff  of  that  paper.  It  has  been  slightly 
altered  and  abridged  for  use  in  Laudes  Domini, 

Mr.  Offord  was  born  at  St.  Austell,  Corn- 
wall, England,  September  17,  1846,  and  came 
to  America  in  1870.  He  joined  the  Methodist 
Church  at  first ;  but  after^^'ards  he  associated 
himself  with  the  Reformed  Dutch  Church  in 
1878.  For  six  years  he  labored  as  the  pastor 
of  a  congregation  in  Lodi,  N.  J. ;  but  his  liter- 
ary work  occupied  so  much  of  his  time  that 
eventually  he  was  obliged  to  resign  his  charge, 
and  devote  himself  entirely  to  his  duties  as  an 
editor.  He  has  contributed  a  number  of  excel- 
lent poems  to  the  Obsen/er ;  but  not  many  of 
them  have  come  into  use  in  our  hymnals  as 
yet. 


4  Father,  draw  us  to  thy  Son ; 
We  with  joy  will  follow  on. 
Till  the  work  of  grace  is  done, 
And  from  sin  set  free — 


604  "  The  footsteps  of  the  flock  r 

{KSi's,  Shepherd  of  the  sheep. 
Vho  thy  Father's  flock  dost  keep, 
Safe  we  wake  and  safe  we  sleep, 
Guarded  still  by  thee. 

2  In  thy  promise  firm  we  stand. 
None  can  pluck  us  from  thy  hand. 
Speak — we  hear — at  thy  command 

We  will  follow  thee. 

3  By  thv  blood  our  souls  wtre  bought, 
By  thy  life  salvation  wrouRht. 

By  thy  light  our  feet  are  taught, 
Loru^to  follow  thee. 


7S,  5S. 


We  in  robes  of  glory  dressed, 
_  oin  the  assembly  of  the  blest. 
Gathered  to  eternal  rest. 
In  the  fold  with  thee. 


I 


The  biography  of  this  scholarly  man,  who 
was  very  efficient  in  stamping  out  Arianj^ 
from  the  Presbyterian  churches  and  coflteges 
of  Ireland,  has  been  ably  written  by  Dr.  Por- 
ter, and  it  needs  but  few  words  to  calLto  mind 
the  service  he  rendered  to  his  country  at  the 
time  of  a  great  religious  peril. 

Rev.  Henry  Cooke,  D.  D.,  LL.  D.,  was 
bom  at  Grillagh,  near  Maghera.  County  Lon- 
donderry, Ireland,  May  11,  1788,  and  was  a 
descendant  of  an  English  family  who  had 
come  from  Devonshire.  He  received  his  edu- 
cation at  Glasgow  University,  and  in  1808. 
after  his  ordination,  became  pastor  of  Dun- 
cane  Presbyterian  Church.  After  two  years 
of  work  in  this  field,  he  removed  to  Don^;ore 
in  181 1  ;  and  went  thence  to  Killyleagp  in 
181 8,  and  to  Belfast  in  1829,  where  h^  re- 
mained until  his  death,  December  13,  1868. 

The  times  in  which  Dr.  Cooke  lived  and 
labored  were  irreligious  and  lax.  Men  were 
inclined  towards  infidelity,  and  there  was  ur- 
gent need  of  just  such  piety,  tact,  earnestness, 
and  eloquence  as  characterized  this  reformer's 
work.  For  years  he  fought  untiringly  the 
heresy  which  had  invaded  Ireland's  colleges, 
synods,  and  congregations ;  conquering  final- 
ly without  a  single  defeat  to  mar  the  glory  of 
his  victory,  and  lifting  the  church  to  a  higher 
and  more  God-like  plane  of  thought  ana  ac- 
tion. He  was  three  times  elected  Moderator 
of  the  General  Assembly ;  degrees  were  con- 
ferred upon  him  by  universities  at  home  and 
abroad,  and  he  was  offered  the  professorship 
of  Sacred  Rhetoric  in  the  Assembly's  College 
at  Belfast.  Yet  with  all  these  honors  show- 
ered upon  him,  he  retained  his  simple,  gentle 
manners,  and  died  thoroughly  beloved  and 
revered.  His  hymn  is  founa  in  the  Cana- 
dian Presbyterian  Hymnal^  1 88 1. 
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''Take  Mer 


8s.  7S.D. 


Takr  me.  O  my  Father,  take  me! 

Take  me,  save  me,  through  thy  Son : 
That  which  thou  wouldst  have  me,  make  me. 

Let  thy  will  in  me  be  done. 
Long  from  thee  my  footsteps  straying, 

Thorny  proved  the  way  I  trod ; 
Weary  come  I  now,  and  prayiti|r-~ 

Take  me  to  thy  love,  my  uool 

2  Fruitless  years  with  grief  recalling 

Humbly  I  confess  my  sin : 
At  thy  feet,  O  Father,  fitlling. 

To  thy  household  take  me  in. 


REPENTANCE  UNTO  LIFE. 
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Freely  now  to  thee  I  proffer 

This  relenting  heart  of  mine ; 
Freely  life  and  soul  I  offer — 

Gift  unworthy  love  like  thine. 

3  Once  the  world's  Redeemer,  dying, 

Bare  our  sins  upon  the  tree ; 
On  that  sacrifice  relying,  « 

Now  I  look  in  hope  to  thee ; 
Father,  take  me  I  all  forgiving. 

Fold  me  to  thy  loving  oreast ; 
In  thy  love  for  ever  living, 

I  must  be  for  ever  blest ! 

We  have  always  been  proud  and  glad  that 
this  hymn  of  Dr.  Ray  Palmer's  composition, 
which  has  proved  so  welcome  and  asefiil 
since,  was  given  to  the  public  in  Sonf^s  for 
the  Sanctuary  in  186$.  It  was  based  upon 
the  Parable  of  the  Prodigal  Son,  and  both  in 
sentiment  and  versification  it  has  proved  its 
force  and  value.  Dr.  Palmer  often  used  to 
hear  messages  of  gratitude  and  cheer  from 
those  who  were  comforted  and  helped  by 
these  verses. 

^06  Clinging  to  Christ.  8s,  68. 

0  HoLiT  Saviour!  Friend  unseen. 
Since  on  thine  arm  thou  bid'st  me  lean. 
Help  me  throughcMit  life's  changing  scene, 

By  faith  to  c!1f%  to  thee ! 

3  Without  a  jnurmur  I  dismiss 
My  former  dreams  of  earthly  bliss  ; 
My  joy,  my  recompense,  be  this, 
Each  hour  to  cling  to  thee! 

3  What  though  the  world  deceitful  prove. 
And  earthly  friends  and  hopes  remove; 
With  patient,  uncomplaining  love. 
Still  would  I  cling  to  thee. 

t  Though  off  I  seem  to  tread  alone 
ife's  dreary  waste,  with  thorns  o'ergrown. 
Thy  voice  of  love,  in  gentlest  tone. 
Still  whispers,  "Cling  to  me!'^ 

K  Though  faith  and  hope  are  often  tried, 

1  ask  not,  need  not,  aught  beside; 
So  safe,  so  calm,  so  satisfied. 

The  soul  that  clings  to  thee ! 

Another  of  Miss  Charlotte  Elliott's  excel- 
lent hymns,  found  lately  in  most  of  the  hym- 
nals, with  the  date  affixed,  1834.  As  her 
father  died  in  1833,  it  is  likely  that  the 
mourning  experience  of  that  tr>-ing  season 
found  Its  way  into  her  compositions. 
Through  that  period  it  is  known  that  she  de- 
rived much  comfort  by  the  constant  use  of 
her  p)en ;  it  is  evidenced  by  the  wonderful 
spirituality  of  her  communion  with  Jesus 
Christ.  She  published  her  pieces  without 
her  name  in  various  periodicals.  Most  of 
these  appear  in  the  Invalid's  Hytnn-Book, 
and  many  of  them  are  recognized  by  the  un- 
usual meter  she  seems  to  have  preferred. 
There  comes  a  time  in  the  history  of  most 
suffering  believers  when  the  best  comfort  is 
derived  from  a  mere  resting  upon  God,  as  he 
has  been  pleased  to  manifest  himself  in  the 
Saviour.     Simple  clinj^ing  to  Christ  is  the  ex- 


ercise:  **So  safe,  so 
the  result. 


calm,  so   satisfied,"  is 


607  ''PUadsfor  m^r  8s,  6s. 

O  THOU,  the  contrite  sinner's  Friend, 
Who,  loving,  lov'st  them  to  the  end, 
On  this  alone  my  hopes  depend. 
That  thou  wilt  plead  for  me. 

a  When  weary  in  the  Christian  race. 
Far  off  appears  mj^  resting-place, 
And,  fainting,  I  mistrust  tny  grace. 
Then,  Saviour,  plead  for  me. 

3  When  I  have  erred  and  gone  astray, 
Afi&r  from  thine  and  wisdom's  way. 
And  see  no  glimmering,  guiding  ray 

Still,  Saviour,  pleaa  tor  me. 

4  When  Satan,  by  my  sins  made  bold. 
Strives  from  thy  cross  to  loose  mv  hold. 
Then  with  thy  pitying  arms  enfold. 

And  pleaa,  oh,  plead  for  me! 

5  And  when  my  dyin^c  hour  draws  near. 
Darkened  with  anguish,  guilt,  and  fear. 
Then  to  my  fainting  sight  appear. 

Pleading  in  heaven  for  me. 

This  hymn,  by  Miss  Charlotte  Elliott,  is  so 
like  the  preceding  one  that  we  might  almost 
think  it  was  fashioned  by  the  same  experi- 
ence and  meant  to  be  its  mate.  It  takes  up 
the  counterpart  of  the  other  in  its  refrain. 
The  believer  clings  and  the  Saviour  inter- 
cedes. The  poem  was  given  to  the  public 
in  a  collection  issued  by  Rev.  Henry  Venn, 
and  bears  the  date  1835,  showing  that  it  rep- 
resents the  same  period  of  depression  and 
sorrow.  Whether  it  was  the  intention  to 
break  through  her  custom  of  anonymous 
composition  or  not,  we  have  no  means  of 
knowing  ;  but  the  singular  fact  remains  that, 
by  a  pnnter's  mistake,  the  piece  was  attrib- 
uted to  Wesley.  Under  that  error  it  took  its 
chances  with  a  world  that  never  takes  care  to 
be  accurate,  and  for  years  went  its  way  as  an 
Epworth  foundling.  Only  lately  has  it  been 
restored. 


'A  will  resigned" 


8s,  6s. 


1  ASK  not  now  for  gold  to  gild. 

With  mocking  shine,  an  aching  frame; 
The  yearning  01  the  mind  is  stilled — 
I  ask  not  now  for  fame. 

2  But,  bowed  in  lowliness  of  mind, 

I  make  my  humble  wishes  known ; 
I  onK'  ask  a  will  resigned, 
O  Father,  to  thine  own. 


scan; 


3  In  vain  I  task  my  aching  brain. 
In  vain  the  sage  s  thoughts  I  sc 

I  only  feel  how  weak  I  am. 

How  poor  and  blind  is  man. 

4  And  now  nu'  spirit  sighs  for  home. 
And  longs  for  fight  whereby  to  see ; 

And,  like  a  weary  child,  would  come, 
O  Father,  unto  thee. 

The  Quaker  poet,  John  G.  Whittier,  >*Tote 
in  1848  a  piece  entitled  '*  The  Wish  of  To- 
day," from  which  the  verses  constituting  this 
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hymn  are  chosen.  His  wishes  were  moderate 
then,  so  it  appears,  and  that  was  a  great  while 
ago.  There  comes  a  time  to  every  true  man 
when  the  world  has  very  insignificant  honors 
to  offer ;  he  is  perfectly  content  to  rest ;  he 
**  has  done  enough,"  as  Schumann  said  of 
•  Schubert  when  he  retired  from  life.  Whittier 
died  September  7,  1892.  The  wish  has-been 
granted  and  the  rest  has  come.  He  knows 
far  more  now  concerning  such  things  than 
he  ever  did  before.  Some  notion  of  this 
poet's  religious  convictions  can  be  gained 
from  what  he  once  said  to  a  minister  whom 
he  knew :  **  I  think  every  child  should  cling 
to  the  faith  of  its  parents  until  it  learns  of 
something  better.  The  heathen  until  they 
know  something  better  should  cling  to  the 
faith  of  their  parents.  I  can  conceive  of  their 
being  in  such  a  state  of  mind  that  they  would 
gladly  receive  the  truth  of  Christ  if  it  came  to 
them,  and  God  will  give  them  credit  for  that. 
In  fact,  I  don't  know  but  that  the  Hindus 
swinging  on  their  flesh  hooks,  and  others  like 
them,  are  doing  the  best  they  know.  They 
know  that  they  have  done  wrong  and  they 
want  to  atone  for  it  some  way,  and  this  is  the 
only  way  they  know  anything  about.  I  do  n't 
know  but  God  will  give  them  credit  for  their 
good  intentions.  Thev  want  to  get  rid  of 
their  sins  in  some  way.*' 


e09  *' Lamb  of  Godr  8s,  6s. 

Ti'ST  as  I  am.  without  one  plea. 
But  that  thv  bIoo<i  was  shed  for  me, 
And  that  thou  bid'st  me  come  to  thee, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come! 

3  Just  as  1  am.  and  waiting?  not 
To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 

To  thee  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come! 

.^  Just  as  I  am,  though  tossed  about 
W  ilh  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 
FiKhtinjjn  within,  and  fears  without, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come! 

4  Just  as  I  am — thou  wilt  receive. 

Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve; 
Because  thv  promise  I  believe, 
O  Lamb  of  G<k1,  I  come! 

5  Just  as  I  am — thy  love  unknown 
Hath  broken  event-  barrier  down; 
Now.  to  Ih*  thine,  yea,  thine  alone, 

()  Lamb  of  (iod.  I  come! 

The  stor\'  has  been  told  over  and  over,  and 
yet  it  will  never  appear  old.  of  the  way  in 
which  this  hymn  of  Miss  Charlotte  Elliott 
came  to  be  written.  In  1822  Dr.  Caesar  Ma- 
lan,  of  (ieneva.  was  visitinjij  at  the  house  of 
this  younj;(  woman's  father.  One  evening, 
as  they  sat  conversinv(.  he  asked  her  if  she 
thought  herself  to  be  an  experimental  Chris- 
tian.     Her  health  was  failing  then  rapidly, 


and  she  was  harassed  ofteh  with  pain ;  the 
question  made  her  petulant  for  the  moment 
She  resented  his  searching,  knd  told  him  that 
religion  was  a  matter  which  she  did  not  wish 
to  discuss.  Dr.  Malan  replied,  with  his  usual 
sweetness  of  manner,  that  he  would  not  pur- 
sue the  subject  then  if  it  displeased  her,  but 
he  would  pray  that  she  might  "  give  her  heart 
to  Christ,  and  become  a  useful  worker  for 
him."  Several  days  afterward  the  young  lady 
apologized  for  her  abrupt  treatment  of  the 
minister,  and  confessed  that  his  question  and 
his  parting  remark  had  troubled  her.  "  But  I 
do  not  know  how  to  find  Christ,"  she  said ; 
"  I  want  you  to  help  me."  "  Come  to  him 
just  as  you  are*'  said  Dr:  ^Malan.  He  little 
thought  that  one  day  that  simple  reply  would 
be  repeated  in  song  by  the  whole  Qiristian 
world.  Further  advice  resulted  in  opening 
the  young  lady's  mind  to  spiritual  light,  and 
her  life  of  devout  activity  and  faith  began. 
She  possessed  literary  gifts,  and  having  as- 
sumed the  charge  of  The  Yearly  Remem- 
brancer on  the  death  of  its  editor,  she  insert- 
ed several  original  poems  (without  her  name) 
in  making  up  her  first  number.  One  of  the 
poems  was  "  Just  as  I  am,"  1836.  The  words 
of  pastor  Malan,  realized  in  her  own  expe- 
rience, were,  of  course,  the  writer's  inspira- 
tion. Beginning  thus  its  public  history  in  the 
columns  of  an  unpretending  religious  niu^- 
azine,  the  little  anonymous  hymn,  with  its 
sweet  counsel  to  troubled  minds,  found  its 
way  into  devout  persons'  scrap-books,  then 
into  religious  circles  and  chapel  assemblies, 
and  finally  into  the  hymnals  of  the  "  Church 
universal."  Some  time  after  its  publication  a 
philanthropic  lady,  struck  by  its  beauty  and 
spiritual  value,  had  it  printed  on  a  leaflet  and 
sent  for  circulation  through  the  cities  and 
towns  of  the  kingdom,  and  m  connection  with 
this  an  incident  at  an  EngHsh  watering-place 
seems  to  have  first  revealed  its  authorship  to 
the  world.  Miss  Elliott,  being  in  feeble 
health,  was  staying  at  Torquay,  in  Devon- 
shire, under  the  care  of  an  eminent  physician. 
One  day  the  doctor,  who  was  an  earnest 
Christian  man,  placed  one  of  those  floating 
leaflets  in  his  patient's  hands,  saying  he  felt 
sure  she  would  like  it.  The  surprise  and 
pleasure  were  mutual  when  she  recognized 
her  own  hymn  and  he  discovered  that  she 
was  its  author. 


6 1 0  ''Be  merciful,  O  God,'' 

With  broken  heart  and  contrite  sigh, 
A  trembling  sinner.  Lord,  I  ciy: 
Thv  pardoninf^  ^race  is  nch  and  free: 
O  CV)d,  be  merciful  to  mel 
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a  I  smite  upon  my  troubled  breast, 
With  deep  and  conscious  g:uilt  oppressed ; 
Christ  and  his  cross  my  only  plea  * 
O  God,  be  merciful  to  me ! 

3  Nor  alms,  nor  deeds  that  I  have  done, 
Can  for  a  single  sin  atone ; 

To  Calvary  alone  I  flee : 
O  God,  be  merciful  to  me! 

4  And  when,  redeemed  from  sin  and  hell» 
With  all  the  ransomed  throne  I  dwell, 
My  raptured  sonf;:  shall  ever  De, 

God  hath  been  merciful  to  me ! 

Miss  Havergal  once  wrote  to  a  friend,  **  I 
have  not  had  a  single  poem  come  to  me  for 
some  time,  till  last  night,  when  one  shot  into 
my  mind.  All  my  best  have  come  in  that 
way."  It  was  in  this  way,  by  inspiration, 
almost,  that  this  hymn  **  came  "  to  Rev.  Cor- 
nelius Elven,  during  a  revival  service  held  in 
the  Baptist  Church,  at  Bury  St.  Edmunds, 
Suffolk,  England,  in  January,  1852.  It  is  the 
only  poem  he  is  known  to  have  written  dur- 
ing the  fifty  years  of  his  ministry:  it  became 
popular,  and  has  found  a  place  in  the  collec- 
tions in  Great  Britain  and  America.  Its  au- 
thor was  born  in  1797,  and  died  in  July,  1873. 
He  was  a  close  friend  of  Mr.  Spurgeon,  whose 
pulpit  he  occasionally  occupied.  After  his 
death,  Mr.  Spurgeon  wrote  a  sketch  of  his 
life,  full  of  kindly  appreciation  of  his  friend's 
many  virtues. 

01  I  Psalm  SI.  L.  M. 

Show  pitv,  Lord !  O  Lord  !  forgave ; 
Let  a  repenting  rebel  live ; 
Are  not  thy  mercies  large  and  free? 
May  not  a  sinner  trust  m  thee? 

2  Oh,  wash  my  soul  from  every  sin, 
And  make  my  guilt v  conscience  clean ; 
Here  on  my  heart  the  burden  lies, 
And  past  offences  pain  my  eyes. 

3  My  lips  with  shame  my  sins  confess, 
Ag^amst  thy  law,  aji^inst  thy  jirrace: 
Lord !  should  thy  ludf^ments  grow  severe, 
I  am  condemned,  but  thou  art  clear. 

4  Should  sudden  vengeance  seize  my  breath, 
I  must  pronounce  thee  just  in  death  ; 

And  if  my  soul  were  sent  to  hell, 
Thy  righteous  law  approves  it  well. 

,  Yet  save  a  trembling  sinner.  Lord  ! 

A'hose  hope,  still  hovering  round  thy  word, 
Would  lignt  o!i  some  sweet  promise  there, 
Some  sure  support  against  (lespair. 

In  Rev.  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  Psalms  of  Dcnnd, 
1 7 19,  this  version  of  the  fifty-first  Psalm  ap- 
pears with  an  additional  stanza.  It  bears  the 
title.  **  A  Penitent  pleading  for  Pardon."  The 
author  of  the  twenty-fifth  Psalm  in  his  prayer 
for  forgiveness  brinc:s  forward  an  argument 
which  is  startling::  in  its  oriv^inality :  *'  For  thy 
name's  sake.  O  Lord,  pardon  mme  iniquity; 
for  it  is  great."  He  (U>es  not  say:  Forgive 
me,  for  I  have  done  nuich  good  m  my  day, 
and  am  going  to  do  more.     He  does  not  say  : 


?' 


Restore  mc  to  thy  favor,  for  I  have  not  done 
much  evil,  when  my  poor  chances  are  fairly 
considered.  He  takes  his  stand  like  one  most 
anxiously  candid ;  he  blurts  out  the  whole 
truth  and  urges  it  without  an  extenuation  or 
apology.  He  says:  Pardon  me,  for  I  am  a 
great  sinner.  He  plants  himself  on  his  un- 
worthiness;  he  argues  from  demerit.  Now 
this  is  so  contrary  to  all  human  notions  of 
pleading  that  it  awakes  curiosity.  We  say  to 
our  fellow-men  on  slightest  occasion — Pardon 
me,  I  did  not  mean  to.  This  penitent  says — 
Pardon  me,  I  did  mean  to.  And  as  a  final  re- 
sult, we  know  this  prayer  was  answered  per- 
fectly. We  are  constrained  on  the  instant  to 
recognize  a  virtue,  unmistakable  and  unparal- 
leled, in  superaboimding  grace,  as  a  princi- 
ple of  the  gospel. 

"  Man's  plea  to  man  is  that  he  nevermore 
Will  bee,  and  that  he  never  begged  before 
Man's  plea  to  God  is,  that  he  did  obtain 
A  former  suit,  and  therefore  comes  again. 
How  good  a  God  we  serve,  who,  when  we  sue, 
,  Makes  his  old  gifts  the  examples  of  the  new !" 

It  seems,  therefore,  to  be  the  unusual  rule 
for  our  repentance  that  excuses  are  excluded 
and  aggravations  become  pleas ;  extenuations 
only  hinder,  self-renunciations  prevail. 

612  "'Th€  Voice  0/ Jesus:'  los. 

Weary  of  earth,  and  laden  with  my  sin, 

1  look  at  heaven  and  long  to  enter  in. 
But  there  no  evil  thing  may  find  a  home : 
And  yet  I  hear  a  voice  that  bids  me  "  Come. 

2  So  vile  I  am,  how  dare  I  hope  to  stand 
In  the  pure  glory  of  that  holy  land  ? 
Before  the  whiteness  of  that  throne  appear  ? 

Yet  there  are  hands  stretched  out  to  oraw  me  near. 

3  The  while  I  fain  would  tread  the  heavenly  way. 
Evil  is  ever  with  me  day  by  day  • 

Vet  on  mine  ears  the  gracious  tidings  fiill, 

"  Repent,  confess,  thou  shalt  be  loosed  from  all.  " 

4  It  is  the  voice  of  Jesus  that  I  hear. 

His  are  the  hands  stretched  out  to  draw  me  near. 
And  his  the  blood  that  can  for  all  atone. 
And  set  me  faultless  there  before  the  throne. 

5  'T  was  he  who  found  me  on  the  deathly  wild. 
And  made  me  heir  of  heaven,  the  Father's  child. 
And  day  by  day.  whereby  my  soul  niav  live. 
Gives  me  his  grace  of  pardon,  and  will  give. 

Rev.  Samuel  John  Stone,  the  author  of  this 
hymn,  was  born  April  25.  1839,  at  Whitmore. 
Staffordshire.  England.  It  has  been  remarked 
as  a  somewhat  singular  circumstance  that 
this  same  festival,  St.  Mark's  day,  was  that 
upon  which  John  Keble  first  saw  the  light 
nearly  half  a  centur>'  before ;  the  mantle  of 
this  earlier  poet  has  apparently  fallen  upon  a 
worthy  successor,  who  has  yet  many  years  of 
usefulness  and  promise.  He  was  graduated 
at  Pembroke  College  in  Oxford,  1862,  and  in 
September  of  the  same  year  was  ordained  to 
the  curacy  of  Windsor,  in   which  he  abode 
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This  is  the  latter  pan  of  the  previous  hymn 
by  Rev.  Samuel  John  Stone,  altered  sli^tly 
in  order  to  fit  it  more  appropriately  for  inde- 
pendent use.  The  whole  piece  appears  with 
eight  stanzas  in  most  of  the  English  hymnais. 
It  is  one  of  the  finest  in  our  lanB;uag«.  as  an 
eager  and  wistful  imploration  of  pardon  for 
one's  iniquities  in  the  sight  of  a  merciful  God. 
The  imagery  is  eicquisice  and  pathetically 
simple  and  Scriptural ;  and  the  tune  "  Lan- 
gran  "  carries  the  sentiment  well. 

614  "jitut  dUd."  ■«. 

Lord,  I  am  come  I  thy  promlae  ii  my  pica, 
Wlthoul  thy  word  1  duni  not  vcnlurc  nigh  I 

But  thou  hast  callctl  the  burdf  nrd  •au]  to  thee. 
A  w<ai7,  burdciKil  soul,  O  Lord,  am  [  t 

>  Bowed  down  bencalh  h  heavy  load  of  >in. 


i  Be  thou  ray  refugv.  Lord,  d 
«j.  1  then 


eight  years, 
dence  of  all 
He  then  removed  to  Haggcrston.  a  suburb  of 
London,  where  he  became  his  father's  curate. 
Afteru'ards.  when  the  growing  infirmities  of 
his  father  necessitated  a  removal  to  a  less  la- 
borious incumbency,  he  was  made  Vicar  of 
St.  Paul's  in  Haggerston.  Here  he  yet  remains, 
preferring  the  charge  he  has  among  grateful 
and  middle-class  parishioners  to  any  of  the 
better  benefices  which  have  been  proposed  for 
his  acceptance.  He  is  a  "  High  Churchman." 
though  It  is  said  he  ts  not  a  ritualist;  still, 
some  of  his  stanzas  have  had  to  l>e  altered  in 
order  to  fit  them  to  the  taste  and  use  of  the 
churches  at  large.  This  one  now  before  us 
is  taken  from  Z^r^  Fidelium.  1865.  It  was 
based  upon  the  Article  in  the  Creed  of  the 
Church  of  England  entitled,  "  The  Forgive- 
ness of  Sins."  and  was  originally  composed  to 
be  sung  at  the  services  of  a  parochial  mission. 
Joined  to  the  tune  ■■  Langran,"  with  which  it 
IS  usually  sung,  it  becomes  one  of  the  lender- 
cst  and  most  effective  of  penitential  hymns. 


n  ill  eloty  I  tliy  la.-e  ihan's^r' 


.And  II 


u  died." 


This  group  of  three  stanzas  in  the  meter  of 
tens  seems  to  have  a  mysterious  histotyas  lo 
its  belonging  and  recognition  in  the  minds  of 
some.  It  is  found  in  tne  Oln^  Hymtu,  1779, 
where  ii  is  credited  to  Rev.  John  Newton. 
Somehow  it  is  associated  with  the  other  fa- 
miliar hymn.  "Approach,  my  soul,  the  mercy- 
seat."  Indeed,  these  two  pieces  are  con- 
nected under  a  common  title,  "  The  EHort;" 
the  first  of  which  begins,  "  Cheer  up,  my 
soul,  there  is  a  merey-seat."  En  the  preamt 
form  this  opening  verse  is  left  off.  The  simi- 
larity in  sentiment  between  the  two  poems. 
with  the  difference  in  meter,  has  apparently 
created  an  impression  In  the  minds  of  a  few 
critics  that  some  unknown  compiler  has  made 
a  new  composition  out  of  the  original,  and 
liked  it  so  much  that  he  credited  the  whole  to 
the  real  author.  But  there,  in  ail  the  edi- 
tions of  Olney  Hymm  from  the  very  first, 
stand  the  two  pieces  quite  unconscious  of 
any  oddity. 
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"^ilt 


2  Then  Ibou  will  wdrome  me.  O  riiihteou!!  Lord. 
Thine  nil  the  merit,  nine  the  xKM.  reward ; 
Mine  the  life  won,  and  ihlne  llic  life  ia<(I  down. 
Thine  the  Ihom-plaiteil.  mine  the  ri|[hleouH  crown. 


TSf  dying  Iki^. 

rkesl  hour  could  K 
ebr-offyfmrmi 

No  klnRly  fXy^n  declam  thai  gtoiy  now, 
N'oray  ofhopeliKhtiuplhalawluIhaiiT; 


the  word  the  dying  Sarloar  aallh. 
uuihalirai  In  PaiadlMtMlav:" 
of  Ime  lo  aniwer  worda  tA  bhh ! 
Is  of  hope  (at  ihoH  who  Uvc  10  pnr  I 
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complaints  alleged  against  him  are  that  he 
has  overorganized  his  diocese  and  is  too  much 
of  a  gentleman  for  the  Black  Country.  It  is 
impossible  to  consider  the  elevation  of  the 
Bishop  of  Lichfield  without  considering  what 
a  helpmate  he  has  in  Mrs.  Maclagan.  [he 
sister  of  Lord  Bairington.  who  is  practically 
a  suffragan.  She  has  exceptional  intellectual 
endowments,  while  she  is  an  excellent  speaker, 
never  forgetting  that  she  is  a  woman,  and  an 
admirable  organizer." 

QIQ  " //tmrmift  me."  lOS. 

Lord.  wh«i  with  dying  lips  my  pnyet  ii  uid. 
Grant  Ihal  in  faith  Ihy  kingdom  I  iniy  s« ; 

May  breathe  my  parting  words,  "  Remember' me." 

itt  blood  halh  washed  ihem  all  away: 
lealh  for  me  did  pardon  win; 
deemed  me  in  Ihal  awful  day. 


Thjpre. 


Spak  thou 
And  make  Ihi 


hv  promi; 
shall  rest 


The  Rev  William  Dalrymple  Maclagan, 
D.  D  has  just  lately  1891  been  elevated  to 
the  Archbishopnc  of  ^  ork  He  was  bom  in 
Edinburgh  June  18  1826  v-as  graduated  at 
St.  Peters  College  in  Cambndge  1856  was 
ordained  to  the  ministry  in  1856  becoming 
the  curate  of  bt  Saviour  s  Paddington  and 
afterward  of  bt  Stephen  s  Marylebone  both 
in  London.  In  i86g  he  was  placed  as  rector 
of  St.  Mary's,  Newington.  In  1878  he  was 
made  the  Bishop  of  Llchlield.  and  in  the  be- 
ginning of  1891  was  chosen  to  the  station  he 
now  occupies.  He  has  published  some  tew 
sermons  and  u-ritten  some  hymns,  but  no 
very  conspicuous  mark  has  been  made  by 
him  in  the  line  of  literary  achievement.  The 
piece  now  before  us  was  contributed  to  the 
edition  of  Hymns.  Ancient  and  Modern,  issued 
in  1875,  One  of  the  late  newspapers  has 
given  us  these  interesting  particulars  of  his 
history :  "Archbishop  Maclagan  is  affection- 
atelv  remembered  at  Newington  Butts,  where 
he  found  a  deserted  church  and  a  parish  over- 
run with  and  dominated  by  the  outposts  of 
Mr.  Spurgeon's  Tabernacle,  and  left  behind 
him  one  of  the  largest  congregations  in  Lon- 
don. Dr.  Maclagan  always  maintained  the 
most  amicable  relations  with  Mr.  Spurgeon. 
who  has  now  become  a  consistent  Unionist; 
and  the  new  Archbishop  of  Vork  would  find 
as  much  pleasure  as  the  .Archbishop  of  Can- 
terbury in  taking  tea  with  the  most  eminent 
member  of  the  Baptist  persuasion.     The  only 


This  is  a  part  of  the  same  poem  as  the  one 
just  before  it,  and  of  course  by  the  same  au- 
thor. Both  are  founded  upon  the  story  of 
the  thief  upon  the  cross,  as  related  in  Luke 
23-42-  43:  '"And  he  said  unto  Jesus.  Lord. 
rememlier  me  when  thou  comest  into  thy 
kingdom.  And  Jesus  said  unto  him,  Verily,  I 
say  unto  thee.  To-day  shalt  thou  be  with  me 

617  •■  Lord.  ! irUnt."  to*. 

Veb,  I  do  feel,  my  God.  Ihal  I  am  thine : 

Thou  art  niy  im— myMlf,  mine  only  grief; 
Hea^  my  eompbint;  low  bending  al  Ihv  ahnne— 

"  Laid.  1  believe,  help  Ihou  mine  unbelief." 

My  soul  ^es  (remhling  likea  summer's l(af: 
Vel,  oh,  forglv«l  I  dou&  nol.  though  I  fear; 

"  l^rd.  I  believe:  help  Ihou  mine  unbelief." 
J  True,  1  am  weak,  ah  1  ver>  weak :  bul  Ihen 

And,  Ihough  repulsed.  1  still  can  plead  again— 
"  Lord,  rbelifve,  help  Ihou  mine  unbcller." 

The  beamings  oflhy'briji'hlnew  are  too  brief: 
While  (ailh,  though  binling.  still    has  stienulb  10 
'•  Lorl,™t«lieve :  help  thou  mine  unbelief." 

This  is  selected  from  Rev.  Dr.  John  Samuel 
Bcwley  Monsells  Hymns  and  Miscellaneous 
Poems,  Dublin.  1837.  It  is  entitled.  "  Assur- 
ance." And  yet  there  is  conflict  mingled  with 
the  strong  expressions  of  confidence.  The 
refrain  at  the  close  ol  each  stania  endears  this 
composition  to  the  American  heart.  Refer- 
ence is  made,  of  course,  to  Mark  9: 24;  the 
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Story  in  the  passage  is  an  excellent  illustration 
of  the  sentiment  of  the  hymn. 


618 


"Jrsus,  our  Salvation.^ 


7S,  6s.  D. 


O  iRsrs,  our  salvation, 

Low  al  Ihy  cross  we  lie ; 
Lord,  in  thy  fi^rcat  compassion, 

Hear  our  bewailine  cr>-. 
\Vc  come  to  thee  with  nitiurning, 

We  come  to  thee  in  woe ; 
With  contrite  hearts  rctuniing, 

And  tears  that  overflow. 

2  O  gracious  Interce!»or. 
O  Priest  within  the  vail, 

Plead  for  each  lost  transgressor 

The  hI<iod  that  cannot  fail. 
We  spread  our  sins  before  thee, 

We  tell  them  one  by  one ; 
Oh,  for  thy  name's  great  glory, 

Forgive  all  we  have  done. 

3  Oh,  by  thy  cross  and  pa.ssion, 
Thy  tears  and  agony 

Ami  crown  of  cruel  fashion, 

And  <leath  on  Calvar>- ; 
By  all  that  untold  suffering, 

Endured  by  thee  alone: 
O  Priest,  O  si)otless  oflering. 

Plead  for  us,  and  atone  ! 

4  And  in  these  hearts  now  broken, 
Re-enter  thou  and  reign. 

And  say.  Iiy  that  dear  token, 

We  are  absolved  again. 
And  build  us  up,  ann  guide  us. 

And  guard  us  day  by  day ; 
And  in  thy  presence  hide  us. 

And  take  our  sins  away. 

Rev.  James  Hamilton,  M.  A.,  author  of  the 
hymn  quoted,  was  born  at  Glendollar,  Scot- 
land, April  1 8,  1 819.  He  received  his  educa- 
tion at  Corpus  Christi  Collej^e.  Cambridge ; 
was  ordained  in  1845.  and  had  charge  of  a 
succession  of  churches  until  1866,  when  he  be- 
came incumbent  of  St.  Barnabas',  Bristol.  A 
year  afterward  he  was  appointed  vicar  of 
Doulting.  Somersetshire,  in  the  diocese  of 
Bath  and  Wells,  and  according  to  our  present 
information  he  still  holds  that  position.  Of 
the  hymns  he  has  written,  only  three  are  in 
general  use;  cmerif  these  is  the  piece  before 
us.  It  wa.s  contributeil  to  the  Piopics  }iym- 
naL  in  I1S67.  and  the  first  line  originally  read, 
*'  O  Jesu  I  Lord  most  niciH'iful." 


\'ery  welcome  to  us  all  the  appearance  of 
Miss  Charlotte  Elliott's  name  once  more  as 
the  author  of  the  hymn  before  us.  It  is  not 
one  of  her  conspicuous  compositions,  for  we 
fail  to  find  a  mention  of  it  in  either  Efiglnh 
Hymns,  or  Dictionary  of  Hymndogy ;  but 
we  have  been  printing  it  and  using  it  as  a 
very  evangelical  and  comforting  help  for 
many  years.  It  was  published  in  The  In- 
valid' s  Hymn- Book  in  1834.  The  simplicity 
with  which  this  devoted  woman,  herself 
racked  and  tried  with  pain,  ur^ed  her  way 
straight  towards  the  cross  of  her  suiTcring 
Redeemer,  there  to  find  her  rest,  is  remarka- 
ble. 


0 1 9  //"/**'  at  thr  it  05S. 

Wm.N  hiiin.iti  hi'iMsall  NsitluT. 

Ami  iriiJiils  hm  :iiil  supjily, 
TIuii  wljiihrr,  I.mkI.  ah!  \vhither 

<'ali  tijin  iu\  vtrainiiii;  eye? 
"Mill  -t'lfms  (ir  jjiitl  '«tiil  Ti'Ukiher, 

MiiUt  «laiki  I.  di.a«ilnr  shaile. 
That  I  riiv,  wluir  ilimiilMNi  suHer, 

<  )u  I'aUaiy  war-  ili-iila\id. 

i  ( )ii  that  m\  i,'a/«-  I  ta^Uii, 

M\  rriiii:<-  !'i-tt  I  in.iki-: 
TlH'iiyh  ^"i' 1>   tln<nina\»-t  i  hasten, 

I  lli'll  Tn\rl  i.iti-^l  t"I->akf 

TIkih  <'Ii  thai  •  r<t-s>.  diil^-i  !aiiL:iiiKli. 

I.!i-k;l"T\  I  I'lW  in(|  t  In  Im'.hI  ' 
AihI  I.  tliioiii:!)  (ii  alli  aii<l  ai.i^uish. 

.Mu^i  I.I-  ;.i  •.:;•»!%  It  1. 


620  ^t  the  Door.  7s,  6t.  D. 

O  Jrsus,  thou  art  standing 

(.)utside  the  fast-closed  door, 
In  lowly  patience  waitiufp 

To  pass  the  threshold  o'er: 
We  bear  the  name  of  Christians, 

His  name  and  si|^i  we  bear: 
0)k  shame,  thrice  shame  upon  as  I 

To  keep  him  standing  there. 

a  O  Jesus,  thou  art  knocking: 

And  lo !  that  hand  is  scarred, 
And  thorns  thy  brow  encircle, 

And  tears  thy  face  have  marred : 
Oh,  love  that  passeth  knowledge. 

So  patiently  to  wait  I 
Oh,  sin  that  nath  no  equal, 

So  fast  to  bar  the  gate ! 

3  O  Jesus,  thou  art  pleading 

In  accents  meek  and  low — 
"  1  died  for  you,  my  children. 

And  will  ye  treat  me  so?" 
O  Lord,  with  shame  and  sorrow 

We  open  now  the  door : 
Dear  Saviour,  enter,  enter, 

And  leave  us  nevermore ! 

Bishop  William  Walsham  How  first  pub- 
lished this,  the  most  popular  and  perhaps  the 
most  useful  of  all  his  excellent  compositions, 
in  the  Supplement  to  Psalms  and  Hymns  is- 
sued 1867.  It  refers  to  Revelation  3:20: 
**  Behold,  I  stand  at  the  door  and  knock :  if 
any  man  hear  my  voice,  and  open  the  door.  I 
will  come  in  to  him.  and  will  sup  with  him. 
and  he  with  me."  One  of  the  bwt  paintings 
of  our  time  has  been  given  to  the  world  of 
art  by  Holman  Hunt,  entitled  •*  The  Light  of 
7s.  6s.  D.  the  World."  It  represents  the  scene  which 
the  hymn  portrays  with  a  fidelity  as  pathetic 
as  it  is  forceful.  Some  of  the  incidental  forms 
of  Oriental  imager}-  seem  likewise  to  have  been 
taken  by  the  artist  from  the  similar  scene  sug- 
vjested  by  tiic  Bride's  words  concerning  her 
Lord  in  Canticles  5:2:  •*  I  sleep,  but  my 
heart  wakeih  :  it  is  the  voice  of  my  belovec! 
that  kmx  kcth.  saying.  Open  to  me,  my  sister. 
my  lf)vc.  my  dove,  my  undefiled  :  for  my  head  is 
tilieil  with  dew.  and  my  locks  with  the  drops  of 
the  night."  The  Figure  stands  as  if  in  the  act 
uf  waiting  and  li.stening.    He  is  in  the  garden. 


for  the  vines  trail  across  the  door  still  shut  lo 
him ;  he  is  under  the  shadows  of  night,  for  he 
bears  a  lantern  which  nines  its  beams  upon 
the  fruit  that  lies  in  the  path  by  his  feel.  The 
story  is  told  with  a  delicacy  that  rivals  de- 
scription ;  the  painting  is  an  exquisite  illus- 
tration of  the  spirit  of  the  hymn. 
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We  ^lanH  in  de™  rcpenlflnci 

BeTore  thv  Ihrnni:  ^flovc : 

O  Gd(I  uT  )cn>re,  liincivc  u« ; 


in  of  jriiill  I 
while  wtti 


ouWat  Ihim  from  us 


Our  only  reTugc  than  I 
Thv  cheering  word*  revive  ui, 

When  preucd  with  ffriel*  we  bow-. 
Thou  bearcK  the  iniMing  spirit 

AndgiveM  all  thy  ranumed 

Dr.  Ray  Palmer  said  once  concerning  this 
hymn  that  he  wrote  it  a  long  while  ago,  so 
far  back  as  in  1834  some  time;  and  that  he 
was  under  the  impression  of  having  made  it 
as  a  translation  of  a  German  piece,  the  name 
and  place  of  which  he  had  forgotten.  He  was 
not  a  fluent  scholar  in  that  language  then,  and 
the  volume  he  was  reading  did  not  otherwise 
attract  his  attention.  The  curiosity  of  some 
hymnologists.  familiar  with  the  religious  00- 
etry  of  the  Fatherland,  has  been  exercisea  in 
the  matter;  but  the  work  of  IJr.  Palmer  is 
too  thoroughly  original  to  represent  any  poem 
they  can  find.  It  was  first  published  in  the 
Presbyterian  Parish  Hymns,  [843. 


There  isa  holy  ucrifice, 

Which  God  in  heaven  will  not  denilie, 

Yea,  which  is  urecioui  in  hi)  e>e>— 

The  conlrJte  heart. 
1  Thai  lofty  One,  before  whose  throne  ' 
Another  dwellinK-ptoce  will  own— 


4  The  Holy  Spiri.  from  on  Wgh 

'    The^Sml rile  heart. 
J  Saviour,  least  my  hopes  on  thee; 

Miss  Charlotte  Elliott  included  this  hymn 
\n,\if!  Hours  of  SnrroTi'.  1836,  entitling  it.  as 
it  appears  here,  "  The  Contrite  Heart."  The 
word  which  makes  the  burden  of  the  quaint 
little  refrain  at  the  end  of  each  stanza  in  this 
pathetic  prayer  is  possessed  of  a  very  sug- 
gestive meaning  as  one  traces  it  out  etymo- 
It^cally.  It  signifies  bruised,  rubbeii,  as 
grain  is  beaten  or  threshed  from  its  chaff  and 
ground  down  into  meal.  Spiritually,  it  refers 
to  a  certain  brokenness  of  heart,  peculiar  to 
an  experience  of  penitence  for  sin  and  shame 
because  of  wrong-doing.  Good  old  Bishop 
Atterbury  savs:  '■  Contrition  is  an  holy  grief, 
excited  by  a  lively  sense,  not  only  of  the  pun- 
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ishment  due  to  our  guilt  (that  the  schools  call 
attrition)  but  likewise  of  the  infinite  goodness 
of  God,  against  which  we  have  offended." 
Hence  comes  the  old  answer  in  the  Cate- 
chism :  **  Repentance  unto  life  is  a  saving 
grace,  whereby  a  sinner,  out  of  a  true  sense 
of  his  sin,  and  apprehension  of  the  mercy  of 
God  in  Christ,  doth,  with  grief  and  hatred  of 
his  sin,  turn  from  it  unto  God,  with  full  pur- 
pose of,  and  endeavor  after,  new  obedience." 

023  ^^  Heart  Surrendered.  8s,  4s. 

God  of  my  life !  thy  boundless  grace 
Chose,  pardoned,  and  adopted  me; 
My  rest,  my  home,  my  dwelling-place ; 
I  come  to  thee. 

2  Jesus,  my  hope,  mv  rock,  my  shield  ! 
Whose  precious  blood  was  shed  for  me. 

Into  thy  hands  my  soul  I  yield; 
1  come  to  thee. 

3  Spirit  of  glory  and  of  God  ! 

Long  hast  thou  deigned  my  guide  to  be; 
Now  be  thy  comfort  sweet  bestowed ; 
1  come  to  thee. 

4  I  come  to  join  that  countless  host 
Who  praise  thy  name  unceasingly  ; 

Blest  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost  I 
I  come  to  thee. 

The  Invalid's  Hymn-Book,  published  in 
1 84 1,  contained  among  many  other  poems  by 
Miss  Charlotte  Elliott  the  one  quoted  here. 
It  is  based  upon  the  fifth  verse  of  the  thirty- 
first  Psalm,  **  Into  thy  hand  I  commit  my 
spirit ;  thou  hast  redeemed  me,  O  Lord  God 
of  truth."  The  poem  emphasizes  the  fact  that 
all  the  steps  in  the  process  of  redemption  arc 
the  direct  result  of  God's  mercy  which  chooses. 

Eardons,  and  adopts  us.  Not  from  ourselves, 
ut  from  above,  comes  the  saving  impulse. 
(See  Isaiah  6:6.)  Isaiah,  crying  there,  in  all 
the  abasement  and  abandonment  of  his  shame, 
had  no  n^ed  to  thank  even  the  seraph  with 
the  coal  of  fire  in  his  hands.  The  coal  came 
from  the  King.  The  altar  was  the  King's. 
The  seraphim  were  only  the  King's  messen- 
gers. Ever)'  step  in  the  scheme  of  human 
salvation,  from  its  earliest  beginning  at  the 
new  birth,  to  its  latest  triumph  in  the  new 
song,  is  God's.  **  Salvation  belongeth  unto 
the  Lord."  When  the  redeemed  in  heaven 
sing  their  highest  songs  of  ascription,  they 
can  say  no  more,  no  less,  than  this.  John  tells 
us  in  the  Revelation  what  he  heard  behind 
the  vail :  '*  After  this  I  beheld,  and,  lo,  a  great 
multitude,  which  no  man  could  number,  of  all 
nations,  and  kindreds,  and  people,  and  tongues, 
stood  before  the  throne,  and  before  the  Lamb, 
clothed  with  white  robes,  and  palms  in  their 
hands ;  and  cried  with  a  loud  voice,  saying. 
Salvation  to  our  (^.od  which  sitteth  upon  the 
throne,  and  unto  the  Lamb." 


624  "  O  Lamb  qf  Godr  8s,  4s. 

O  Lamb  of  God  !  that  tak'st  away 

Our  sin,  and  bid'st  our  sorrow  cease, 
Turn  thou,  oh,  turn  this  night  to  day, 
Grant  us  thy  peace! 

2  The  troubled  world  hath  war  without ; 
The  restless,  wayward  heait  within 

Hath  fear  and  weariness  and  doubt, 
And  death  and  sin. 

3  And  there  are  needs  that  none  can  know, 
And  tears  no  eye  but  thine  can  sec; 

Hopes  naught  can  satisfy  below ; 
We  look  to  thee. 

4  'T  is  not  the  calm,  deceitful  dream 
That  earth  calls  peace,  we  ask  for  now : 

No  dropping  down  the  fatal  stream 
With  careless  prow. 

5  Probe  deep  the  wound  if  so  thou  wilt, 

I  f  pain  must  wake  us.    Purge  our  dross : 
Help  us  to  lay  our  load  of  guUt 
Beneath  thy  cross. 

The  author  of  the  hymn  before  us  is  Mrs. 
Alessie  Bond  Faussett.  She  was  bom  at 
Bailee  Rectory,  County  Down.  Ireland,  Janu- 
ary 8,  1841 ;  and  was  married  to  the  Rev. 
Henry  Faussett,  curate  of  Edenderry,  Omagh, 
in  1875.  She  has  contributed  a  few  songs  to 
Lyra  Hibernica  and  to  the  Church  Hymnal, 
which  was  issued  in  Dublin  in  1881.  The 
piece  here  given  was  written  in  1865,  but  was 
not  published  until  1870.  when  it  appeared  in 
a  volume  entitled  The  Triumph  of  Faith, 

625  "  Thou  art  my  all:'  Ss,  4s. 

Jesus,  my  Saviour  I  look  on  me. 
For  I  am  wcarj*  and  opprest ; 

1  come  to  cast  myself  on  thee ; 

Thou  art  my  Rest. 

2  Look  down  on  me,  for  I  am  weak, 

I  feel  the  toilsome  journey's  length; 
Thine  aid  omnipotent  I  seek : 
Thou  art  my  Strength. 

3  J  am  bewildered  on  my  winr, 
Dark  and  tempestuous  is  the  night ; 

Oh,  send  thou  forth  some  cheering  ray: 
Thou  art  my  Light. 

4  When  Satan  flings  his  fiery  darts, 
I  look  to  thee:  my  terrors  cease; 

Thy  cross  a  hiding-place  imparts : 
Thou  art  my  Peace. 

5  Standing  alone  on  Jordan's  brink, 
In  that  tremendous  latest  strife, 

Thou  wilt  not  suffer  me  to  sink : 
Thou  art  my  Life. 

6  Thou  wilt  my  every  want  supplv, 
Ev'n  to  the  end,  whate'er  bemll; 

Through  life,  in  death,  eternally, 
Thou  art  my  AH. 

For  many  years  this  hymn  has  been  credit- 
ed, on  the  highest  authority,  to  Rev.  lohn 
Ross  Macduff,  D.  D.,  with  the  date  of  "  1853  " 
attached  to  it.  Thus  it  appears  in  The  Evan- 
gelical Hymnal,  and  thus  it  appears  in  others 
with  the  annotation  of  Rev.  F.  M.  Bird.  But 
we  learn  at  last  from  the  Dictionary  of  Hym- 
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nology,  1892,  that  it  is  found  in  Miss  Charlotte 
Elliott's  Thoughts  in  Verse  on  Sacred  Sub- 
jects, 1869.  She  entitled  it,  "Christ,  All  in 
All."  This  modest  lady  kept  her  reserve  so 
very  closely  at  times  that  her  religious  wri- 
tings were  difficult  to  recognize. 

026  Leaning  on  Christ.  8s,  4s. 

Leaning  on  thee,  my  guide  and  friend, 

My  eracious  Saviour,  I  am  blest :  * 

Though  wear>'  thou  dost  condescend 
To  be  my  rest. 

2  Leaning  on  thee,  with  childlike  faith. 
To  thee  the  future  I  confide; 

Each  step  of  life's  untrodden  path 
Thy  love  will  guide. 

3  Leaning  on  thee,  I  breathe  no  moan, 
Though  faint  with  languor,  parched  with  heat : 

Thy  will  has  now  become  my  own — 
That  will  is  sweet. 

4  Leaning  on  thee,  though  faint  and  weak, 
Too  weak  another  voice  to  hear, 

Thy  heavenly  accents  comfort  speak, 
"  Be  of  good  cheer." 

Once  more  we  choose  our  song  of  trust 
from  Miss  Charlotte  Elliott's  hymns.  It  is 
taken  from  her  Hours  of  Sorrow  Cheered  and 
Comforted,  1836.  It  bears  a  title  that  might 
suggest  a  renewed  season  of  illness  in  her 
fragile  life,  "  Death  Anticipated."  She  uses 
again  that  pleasing  meter  in  her  verse  which 
has  become  to  us  now  almost  her  character- 
istic sign.  The  great  theologian,  Tholuck, 
once  said  to  an  American  tourist :  '*  Your 
people  in  the  United  States  have  in  your  lan- 
guage one  expression  which  we  do  not  have 
m  the  German.  You  speak  of  'a  subdued 
spirit.'     It  is  very  beautiful." 

627  Help  from  above,  8s,  4s. 

Mv  heart  lies  dead ;  and  no  increase 
Doth  my  dull  husbandry  improve: 
Oh,  let  thy  graces,  without  cease, 
Drop  from  above. 

2  Thy  dew  doth  every  morning  fall : 
And  shall  the  dew  outstrip  thy  Dove? 

The  dew  for  which  earth  cannot  call, 
Drop  from  above ! 

3  The  world  is  tempting  still  my  heart 
Unto  a  hardness  void  of  love ; 

Let  heavenly  grace,  to  cross  its  art. 
Drop  from  above ! 

4  Oh,  come;  for  thou  dost  know  the  way  I 
Or  if  to  me  thou  wilt  not  move, 

Remove  me  where  I  need  not  say, 
"Drop  from  above!" 

Rev.  George  Herbert,  M.  A.,  was  bom  at 
his  father's  home,  Montgomery  Castle,  April 
3'  '593.  and  educated  at  Trinity  College, 
Cambridge,  graduating  in  1611.  His  pros- 
pects in  life  seemed  brilliant,  as  he  was  an  in- 
timate friend  of  Lord  Bacon,  Bishop  An- 
drewes,  and  other  influential  men.  and  was 
favored  by  James  the  First ;  but  the  death  of 


the  king  and  of  the  Duke  of  Richmond  de- 
stroyed his  hopes  of  Court  preferment.  He 
withdrew  to  Kent,  where  he  decided  to  enter 
the  Church ;  and  in  1626  he  was  appoint^  to 
the  living  of  Leighton  Bromswold,  Hunts.  He 
remained  there  only  three  years  when  his 
health  gave  way,  and  he  removed  to  Dantsey 
in  Wiltshire,  after  a  short  stay  at  his  brother's 
house  at  Woodford,  Essex.  In  1630  he  was 
appointed  rector  at  Bemerton,  but  his  work 
there  was  brief,  his  death  occurring  in  Febru- 
ary, 1632.  Mr.  Herbert  published  a  number 
of  works  both  in  prose  and  poetry,  and  many 
of  the  latter  have  become  endeared  to  Chris- 
tians everywhere;  but  the  quaintness  of  his 
lyrics  and  the  peculiarity  of  their  meters  have 
rendered  most  of  them  unavailable  for  con- 
gregational uses.  The  poem  here  quoted  ap- 
peared in  his  posthumous  work.  The  Temple, 
1633,  and  is  full  of  sweetness  and  pathos.  It 
is  a  fervent  prayer  for  divine  grace  to  renew 
and  inspire  a  heart  which  is  sore  tried  by  the 
coldness  and  worldliness  which  threaten  to 
overwhelm  it. 


628 


Even  me  P' 


8s,  7S,  3. 


Lord,  I  hear  of  showers  of  blessing 
Thou  art  scattering  full  and  free : 

Showers  the  thirsty  land  refreshing; 
Let  some  droppings  (all  on  me— Even  me. 

2  Pass  me  not,  O  gracious  Father ; 
Sinful  though  my  heart  may  be; 

Thou  mightst  leave  me,  but  the  rather 
Let  thy  inert y  4«|^  on  me — Even  me. 

3  Pass  me  not,  O  gracious  Saviour; 
Let  me  love  ancTcling  to  thee; 

I  am  longing  for  thy  favor, 
Whilst  thou'rt  calling,  oh,  call  me — Even  me. 

4  Pass  me  not,  O  might v  Spirit ; 
Thou  canst  make  the  olind  to  see ; 

Witnesser  of  Jesus'  merit. 
Speak  the  word  of  power  to  me — Even  me. 

5  Have  I  long  in  sin  been  sleeping — 
Long  been  slighting,  grieving  thee  ? 

Has  the  world  mv  heart  been  keeping  ? 
Oh,  forgive  ana  rescue  me — Even  me. 

6  Love  of  God^  so  pure  and  changeless; 
Blood  of  Chnst,  so  rich  and  free: 

Grace  of  God,  so  strong  and  bounaless. 
Magnify  it  all  in  me — Even  me. 

7  Pass  me  not,  but.  pardon  bringing, 
Bind  my  heart,  O  Lord,  to  thee ; 

Whilst  the  streams  of  life  are  springing. 
Blessing  others,  oh,  bless  me — Even  me. 

Brought  into  being  by  the  news  of  a  great 
revival  m  Ireland  in  1860-61,  this  h>Tnn  has 
always  been  connected  with  seasons  of  reli- 
gious awakening.  Its  author,  Mrs.  Elizabeth 
Codner,  published  it  as  a  leaflet  in  1861,  and 
it  has  been  in  constant  use  ever  since.  She  is 
the  wife  of  a  clergyman  of  Islington,  London, 
and  has  been  identified  with  the  Mildmay 
Mission  in  that  city  for  a  number  of  years.  It 
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ia  known  that  she  has  published  two  volumes 
—  Tht  BibU  in  tki  Kitchen,  and  The  Mission- 
ary Ship ;  but  very  few  facts  concerning  her 
personal  history  can  be  obtained.  Regarding 
the  poem  itself,  its  author  says  that  it  was 
written  tor  the  benefit  of  a  few  of  her  young 
friends  who  had  been  deeply  interested  in  the 
account  of  a  great  revival.  She  says :  ■'  I 
longed  to  press  upon  ihem  an  earnest  indi- 
vidual appeal.  Without  effort  words  seemed 
to  be  given  me.  and  they  took  the  form  of  a 
hymn,  I  had  no  thought  of  sending  it  beyond 
the  limit  of  my  own  circle ;  but.  passing  it  on 
tooneandanolher.it  became  a  word  of  power, 
and  I  then  published  it." 


Wilh  Ihy  ransomed  01 

In  1844.  Rev,  Isaac  Williams,  the  t 
rian  preacher  and  writer,  published  a  volume 
which  he  called  The  Baptistery:  or.  the 
Way  of  Eleriial  Life.  In  this  book  there  b 
one  poem,  consisting  of  a  hundred  and  fin 
stanzas  of  three  lines  each,  and  bearing  the 
title,  ■■  The  Day  of  Days ;  or,  The  Great 
Manifestation."  Of  one  ponion  of  this, 
called  ■'  Image  the  Twentieth,"  our  present 
hymn  is  a  part;  it  is  entitled,  "Lent:— a 
Metrical  iAiany."  It  is  really  a  good  peni- 
tential prayer  m  musical  dress,  when  we  get 
at  it  under  its  mystical  dress  of  verbiip. 
plain  and  useful  for  Christian  service  in  con- 
fere  ncc-meetinB  or  in  the  sanctuary  ;  and  it 
has  had  wide  introduction  into  the  hynuials 
at  home  and  abroad. 


Thv  life  Baa  given  for  mr. 

Thy  Wood,  D  Lord,  wM  »hed, 
Thil  1  micht  [Bn»iiwd  b«. 

And  i|D<^liencd  (rata  Ibc  dead; 
Thy  life  was  given  forme; 
What  have  1  given  Cor  ihec  1 
1  Long  yeart  were  apeiM  for  me 

In  wariness  and  wot. 
Thai  Ihiough  ttemllv 

Thy  glory  I  might  know  ; 

Have  f  T|!^n7me'lM"th«  ?"* ' 
3  Thy  Paiher'9  home  of  light. 


^e^mrirainhell; 
sufTeredMalllbr  me; 
have  I  borne  for  thee } 


Thy  pardon  and  thy  love ; 
Gr»l  gift'  ihou  brough<cst  me; 
What  have  I  brought  to  ibec> 
6  Oh,  let  my  life  be  given, 

My  years  for  thee  be  ipent ; 
Worifl-fetlers  all  be  riven 


sl...t.l.  on  IK  ihv  Spirit  ,™r 
KtiwIinK  \,f*  \y  al  Ihe  dour, 
ErtilvW-fiwevennore. 

IBv  Ihy  night  of  BKOriy. 
vihy»iitmlicating<'iv'. 
By  thy  » ilflngtiess  li>  die— 


Miss  Frances  Ridley  Havergal's  composi- 
tion, printed  on  a  leaRet  in  1859,  and  in 
Gooii  IVoriis.  February,  i860.  The  structure 
of  these  stanzas  has  been  changed  in  tbe 
English  collections.  As  Miss  Havergal  com- 
posed it  it  began — as  if  the  Saviotir  in  perwn 
were  speaking—"  I  gave  my  life  for  tbec" 
No  Christian  congregation  could  aiog  bsck  to 
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IS  Christ  his  own  words  in  so  unseemly  a 
'  as  that. 

'he  author  was  at  school  in  Dusseldorf ; 
must  have  often  seen  the  Ecce  Homo  pic- 
\  in  the  famous  gallery.  Count  von  Zin- 
iorf,  the  Moravian,  saw  it  there,  read  its 
to.  and  was  converted  by  the  sight.     It 

a  Christ  crowned  with  thorns,  and  the 
ds  were  set  above  it,  "All  this  have  1  done 
thee.  What  doest  thou  for  me.^"  Miss 
-ergal  surely  would  hear  the  story.  In- 
i,  she  records  that  she  was  moved  by 
1  a  painting  with  such  a  legend.  The 
m  represents  a  fresh  phase  of  her  experi- 
2,  therefore.  She  becomes  a  true  child  of 
I  under  the  vivid  conception  of  Jesus  dy- 
on  the  cross  for  her. 

\  1873  a  little  book,  entitled  All  for  Jesus, 
Kev.  J.  T.  Renford,  Newport,  Mon.,  came 
er  .Miss  Havergal's  notice,  telling  of  a  full- 
>  of  blessing  beyond  anything  she  had  yet 
ined.  It  met  a  felt  need,  and  soon  she 
;elf  could  say,  **  1  have  the  blessing," 
Spirit  powerfully  applying  this  word  to 

soul :  **  The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ,  his 
,  cleanseth  us  from  all  sin."  From  this 
;  her  life  was  full  of  sunshine ;  some  ex- 
ision  of  it  is  found  in  the  beautiful  hymns, 
ithout  Carefulness,"  and  "  From  Glory 
)  Glorv." 

The  true  Physician.  7s,  3I. 

Hkal  me,  O  my  Saviour,  heal ; 
Heal  me,  as  I  suppliant  kneel : 
Heal  me,  and  my  pardon  seal. 

2  Fresh  the  wounds  that  sin  hath  made; 
Hear  the  prayers  I  oft  have  prayed, 
And  in  mercy  send  me  aid. 

3  Thou  the  true  Physician  art  ; 
Thou.  O  Christ,  canst  health  impart, 
Binding;  up  the  bleeding  heart. 

4  Other  comforters  are  gone  ; 
Thou  canst  heal,  and  thou  alone, 
Thou  for  all  my  sin  atone. 

ev.  Godfrey  Thring  published  this  in  his 
utis  Coni^rei;atiotuil  and  Others,  1 866.  It 
tender  and  useful  hymn  in  times  of  sick- 
;  or  debility.  It  tits  discourses  upon  Christ 
Fi    Physician    of    Souls:    Jeremiah    8:22: 

there  no  balm  in  Gilead ;  is  there  no 
sician  there?  Why  then  is  not  the  health 
he   daughter   of    my  people  recovered  .'*" 

of  the  brightest  predictions  of  the  Lord 
is  Christ  is  found  in  the  promise  that 
t  Sun  of  righteousness  shall  arise  with 
ing  in  his  wings."  Malachi  4:2.  The 
elites  have  a  saying  which  has  almost 
>me  a  proverb :  "  As  the  sun  arises,  in- 
ities  decrease."  Ofic  of  the  most  ancient 
es  of  C»od  recorded  in  the  Uible  is  Jeho- 


vah-rophi :  and  this  is  said  to  mean  in  Eng- 
lish words,  "  I  am  the  Lord  that  healeth  thee." 
Exodus  1 5 :  26.  The  best  things  in  all  this 
world  for  health  and  vigor,  for  exhilaration 
and  comfort,  are  plenty  of  warm  bright  sun- 
shine and  the  refreshment  of  clear  pure  air  driv- 
ing away  fog.  Flowers  open  when  the  day- 
star  comes  up  over  the  hills.  Invalids  wake 
with  new  hop)e  when  the  night  is  gone  and  the 
birds  begin  their  matins.  It  was  Simon  Peter, 
an  old  fisherman  on  the  Sea  of  Galilee,  who 
understood  ver\'  well  what  he  was  talking 
about  when  he  said  :  '*  We  have  also  a  more 
sure  word  of  prophecy;  whereunto  ye  do 
well  that  ye  take  heed,  as  unto  a  light  that 
shineth  in  a  dark  place,  until  the  day  dawn, 
and  the  day-star  arise  in  your  hearts."  Every 
morning,  all  over  Jud«a,  even  to  this  time, 
there  blows  a  sweet  fresh  wind  at  sunrise, 
which  the  natives  call  '*  the  doctor ;"  for  it  pu- 
rifies the  infected  air  and  clears  away  the 
mists ;  and  then  from  the  tops  of  the  hills,  oh, 
how  far  away  one  sees !  It  makes  one  think 
of  the  prophet's  promise :  **  Thine  eyes  shall 
see  the  King  in  his  beauty :  they  shall  behold 
the  land  that  is  ver>'  far  off." 


"  Come  and  welcome.''^ 

From  the  cross  uplifted  high, 
Where  the  Saviour  deigns  to  die, 
What  melodious  sounds  we  hear, 
Bursting  on  the  ravished  ear!— 
"  Love's  redeeming  work  Is  done — 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come ! 

2  "Spread  for  thee,  the  festal  board 
See  with  richest  bounty  stored  ; 

To  thy  Father's  bosom  pressed, 
Thou  shalt  be  a  child  confessed, 
Never  from  his  house  to  roam : 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come ! 

3  "  Soon  the  days  of  life  shall  end— 
Lo.  I  come — your  Saviour,  Friend! 
Sale  your  spirit  to  convey 

To  the  realms  of  endless  day, 

Up  to  my  eternal  home — 

Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come!" 


7S,  61. 


This  hymn  by  Rev.  Thomas  Haweis  was 
first  published  in  his  Carmina  Christo,  1792, 
and  contained  an  additional  stanza.  Its  re- 
frain suggests  the  fullness  of  Christ's  atoning 
sacrifice,  which  was  great  enough  to  include 
all  mankind,  although  it  was  the  death  of 
only  one  person.  It  is  a  significant  fact  that 
none  among  all  the  disciples  of  our  Lord, 
not  one  of  all  the  adherents  who  followed 
him,  was  permitted  to  die  with  him.  He  was 
condemned  as  a  rebel ;  yet  not  a  single  man 
or  woman  who  succored  him  or  sustained 
him  in  that  so-called  insurrection  suffered  for 
it.  A  few  of  his  friends  talked  about  it :  one 
of  them  said  outright  on  a  conspicuous  occa- 
sion, "  Let  us  go  and  die  with  him  ;"  but  none 
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of  them  ever  did.  The  meaning  of  this  is 
very  plain.  It  was  an  infinitely  wise  precau- 
tion against  mistake.  It  would,  without  a 
doubt,  have  misled  some  feeble  minds,  if  by 
any  accidental  confusion  another  name  had 
been  coupled  with  his  in  the  dying  hour  on 
the  cross.     It  was  just  as  well  that  all  those 


EviT  shall  mv  clnry  hr 
Only,  only,  only  I1i«. 


This  h\Tiin   was   written  bv  Rev.  George 
Duffield.  'Jr..  D.  D..  the  son  6f  Rev.  George 


pastor  in  Detroit,  Mich.,  and  the  father  <A 
Rev.  Samuel  W.  Dutfield,  author  of  £J^lak 
Hymns.  This  family  seems  likely  to  beccme 
as  famous  in  hymnofogy  as  the  Stennett  fa 
ily  of  old.  The  hymn  now  before  us  i 
contributed  to  the  Temple  Afelodies.  issued 
by  Rev.  D.  E.  Jones  in  iSjl  l>r.  UuffieW. 
the  author  of  it.  lived  a  varied,  forceful,  and 
useful  life.  He  was  bom  at  Carlisle,  I^, 
September  12.  181S,  graduated  at  Yale  Col- 
lege,  and  studied  (or  the  ministry  in  Union 
Theological  Seminar^',  New  York.  He  bewail 
his  ministrations  as  a  pastor  in  Brooklyn. 
N.  Y..  1840,  and  was  there  for  seven  years; 
then  he  removed  to  the  village  of  Bloomtield, 
N.  J.,  and  at  that  point  the  history  of  the  fam- 
ily connection  with  that  town  commences. 
Three  generations  in  turn  have  aided  in  ma- 
king the  parishes  conspicuous.  After  a  while. 
Dr.  Duffield  took  up  other  work  elscwhere.ai 
Philadelphia,  Adrian.  Mich..  Galesburg.  111. 
and  in  1869  was  pastor  at  Ann  Arbor.  Mfch. 
There  he  remained  till  the  infirmities  cA  a^ 
warned  him  to  retire  from  so  serious  a  fi% 
of  labor.  While  his  son.  Samuel  W.  DuffieM. 
was  in  the  pastorate  in  Bloomfield,  the  father 
returned  to  his  old  home,  and  the  beautiftil 
years  began  in  which  the  father  and  son 
walked  together  in  Christian  faith  and  love 
and  hope.  The  reverence  on  the  one  side  and 
the  pride  upon  the  other  were  worthy  of  the 
Land  of  Beulah  in  which  the  old  man  waited 
for  his  summons  to  go  over  the  river.  As  a 
matter  of  fact,  the  son  went  swiftly  across 
first :  the  father  followed  him  fourteen  monlht 
after.  He  died  in  Bloomfield,  July  6.  1888, 
and  was  borne  away  to  be  buried  in  Detroit  in 
the  family  cemetery. 

034  ■■/=»  (*!«."  Ti,&. 


By  thy  blood,  Oapo(le« 
ShfdsowillinKlyl'orii 
L«  my  htan  be  all  (biw 


rr  lords  have  ions  held  (m* ; 

ly  daily,  houriy  pnjn. 


NothliiK  t\it  nvio 


Duffield.  1).  IX. 


vard  way  to  cheer. 


Miss  Frances  Ridley  Havergal  wrote  this 
hymn  for  her  nephew,  J.  H.  Shaw,  in  Decem- 
ber. 1865.  and  it  was  printed  as  a  leaflet  for 
distribution.     She  never  included  it  in  her 
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published  hymnals  lor  promiscuous  singing, 
but  it  appears  in  her  .Vfinistry  of  Song,  1869. 
It  was  entitled.  "  Servant  of  Christ,"  and  was 
meant  to  be  suitable  for  public  or  private  con- 
secration of  one's  self  to  God.  Reference  is 
made  to  Pauls  words  in  Acts  27  :  23 :  "  Whose 
I  am,  and  whom  I  ser\-e." 


■o/f,ay»." 


•Hta> 

O  TMOl-  r.od  who  htaresl  prayer 
Every  hour  and  rvenwhere! 
Pot  hb  sake.  »hoH  blood  I  p1ea< 
Hear  mc  in  ra,-  hour  of  n«d : 
Only  hlite  nm  nnw  ,hy  fare, 
GoJ  ofalUufficienl  ([race! 

Oh,  rimm' -"'-'- -^■■—*^  '"" 
Leave  me  1 
Leave  mr  I 


rial 


Fill 


iLinsnined.  pardoned,  reconciled. 

We  have  to  thank  what  men  would  call  an 
accident  for  this  hjTnn,  dated  1820,  and  print- 
ed in  the  Star  in  the  East.  1824.  Josiah 
Conder  fell  from  his  horse  in  riding,  and  was 
compelled  to  take  his  bed  for  a  serious  sea- 
son. He  was  not  only  suffering  from  pain, 
but  there  was  peril  in  his  prospect.  He  feared 
becoming  a  piermanent  cripple.  And  just 
then  his  affairs  were  in  a  condition  that  re- 
quired his  utmost  activity  of  efTort  and  vig- 
ilance in  watching.  The  confinement  sum- 
moned all  his  fortitude  and  led  him  to  con- 
stant supplication.  One  who  reads  the  wrest- 
ling and  plaintive  lines  now  seems  to  see  the 
brave-hearted  preacher  at  his  best,  bold,  ear- 
nest, importunate.  And  yei  Conder  is  the 
man  who  has  been  quoted  as  insisting  that 
histories  of  sacred  songs  have  liule  or  no 
value  in  awaking  interest:  "On  reading  a 
hymn  nobody  inquires  why  it  was  written,  or 
attributes  the  feelings  it  depicts  to  the  poet's 
actual,  or.  at  any  rate,  present,  experience." 
Hts  own  hymn  proves  how  much  he  was  mis- 


View  him  bleed  in  r  on  the  I 
Pouring  oul  hit  li&  for  the< 
There  tliy  every  sin  he  boii 
Weepiaji  soul,  tamcnl  no  w 

1  Weary  tinner,  hnp  thine 
Onlheatoninji  sarrilii't?: 
There  Iheinrnnme  IMlv 
Numbered  »ith  IraiissrnM 


Everything  that  was  ever  written  by  the 
man  who  composed  what  is  now  admitted  to 
be  the  hr<it  hymn  of  the  hrst  rank  m  our  lan- 
guage IS  of  serious  interest  Rev  Augustus 
Montague  Toplady  wrote  "  Rock  of  Ages," 
and  he  also  wrote  the  excellent  hymn  In  the 
same  meter  now  before  us.  He  was  born  at 
Famham,  in  Surrey,  England.  November  4, 
1J40.  His  father.  Major  Richard  Toplady, 
died  at  the  siege  of  Carthagena.  while  the 
child  was  yet  an  infant.  But  his  mother 
seems  to  have  been  a  good  and  thrifty  woman 
of  character  and  force.  The  young  lad  grew 
up  bright  and  promising,  ai^o  we  soon  hear 
01  his  conversion.  He  attended  a  meeting  at 
Codymain.  Ireland,  an  assemblage  held  in  a 
bam  ;  a  layman  named  James  Morris  preached 
the  sermon  from  the  text  he  found  in  Ephe- 
sians  2:13.  Toplady,  some  years  subse(|uenl 
to  this,  wrote  an  account  of  the  incident. 
"  By  the  grace  o(  God,"  says  he.  "  under  the 
ministry  of  that  dear  messenger  and  under 
that  sermon.  1  was.  I  trust,  brought  nigh  by 
the  blood  of  Christ,  in  August.  1756.  Strange 
that  1,  who  had  so  long  sal  under  the  means 
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of  grace  in  England,  should  be  brought  near 
to  God  in  an  obscure  part  of  Ireland,  amidst 
a  handful  of  God's  people,  met  together  in  a 
barn,  and  under  the  ministry  of  one  who 
could  hardly  spell  his  name.  The  excellency 
of  such  power  must  be  of  God,  and  cannot  be 
of  man." 

The  youth  of  the  poet  passed  tamely.  He 
is  reported  to  have  composed  some  fugitive 
poems  when  he  was  still  in  his  teens,  and 
these  were  printed  at  Dublin  in  Poems  on 
Sacred  Subjects,  1759.  Among  them  the  one 
here  given  is  found.  Deciding  to  enter  the 
ministry',  he  received  orders  in  the  Church  of 
England,  June  6,  1762.  Soon  after  this  he 
became  vicar  of  Broadhembur>%  Devonshire. 
There  are  different  accounts  of  his  work  as  a 
preacher  of  the  gospel.  Some  say  he  was 
harsh  and  bigoted,  and  even  rough  to  scurril- 
ity in  his  attacks  upon  the  Wesleys.  Others 
insist  that  his  heart  was  warm  and  his  zeal 
was  unquenchable.  His  health  was  never  ro- 
bust; he  died  in  London,  August  11,  1778, 
and  was  buried  beneath  the  gallery  opposite 
the  pulpit  in  Tottenham  Court  Chapel. 

©37  '' Chief  of  sinrifrsr  7s,  61. 

Chief  of  sinners  thouf^h  I  be, 
Jesus  shed  his  blood  for  me; 
Died  thai  I  might  live  on  high, 
Died  that  I  mij^ht  never  die ; 
As  the  branch  is  to  the  vine, 

1  am  his  and  he  is  mine. 

2  Oh,  the  height  of  Jesus'  love ! 
Higher  than  the  heavens  above, 
Deeper  than  the  depths  of  sea, 
Lasting  as  eternity ; 

Love  that  found  me — wondrous  thought ! — 
Found  me  when  I  sought  him  not ! 

3  Chief  of  sinners  though  1  be, 
Christ  is  all  in  all  to  me: 

All  my  wants  to  him  are  known, 
All  my  sorrows  are  his  own ; 
Safe  with  him  from  earthly  strife, 
He  sustains  my  hidden  life. 

The  author  of  the  hymn  before  us,  William 
McComb.  was  a  bookseller  in  Belfast  for  many 
years.  He  was  born  in  Coleraine,  County  Lon- 
donderry, Ireland,  in  1793.  We  have  no  further 
information  concerning  him,  save  that  he  re- 
tired from  business  in  1867,  and  that  three 
years  previous  thereto  his  poetical  works  were 
collected  and  issued  in  one  large  volume. 

Ingratitude  lamrntrd.  C.  M.  D. 

O  Iksis  Christ,  if  sin  there  be. 

In  ail  our  former  years. 
That  wrings  tht-  soul  with  agony. 

And  chokes  the  heart  with  tears; 
It  is  the  deep  ingratitude 

Whirli  we  to  ihce  have  shown. 
Who  didst  for  us  in  tears  and  blood 

I'lMiii  the  cross  atone. 

2  Alas,  how  with  our  actions  all 

Has  this  defect  cntwine<l : 
And  p<»isoiifd  with  its  bitter  gall 

The  spirit,  heart,  and  niitid  ! 


Alas,  through  this,  how  many  gems 

Have  we  not  cast  awav 
That  might  have  formed  our  diadems 

In  everlasting  day ! 

3  Yet  though  the  time  be  past  and  gone; 

Though  little  more  remains ; 
Though  naught  is  all  that  can  be  done, 

Ev*n  with  our  utmost  pains: 
Still,  Jesus,  in  thy  grace  we  tr>- 

To  do  what  in  us  lies  ;  ^ 

For  never  did  thy  loving  eye 

The  contrite  hearth  despise. 

This  hymn  is  found  in  the  volume  of 
Hymns  and  Poems  published  in  1873  by 
Rev.  Edward  Caswall.  It  bears  the  title 
"  Ingratitude,"  and  has  six  four-line  stanzas. 
It  had  been  published  before  in  his  Masque 
of  Mary,  1851.  It  would  be  easy  to  say  the 
author  succeeds  better  as  a  translator  than  as 
a  composer  of  original  lyrics  for  singing. 
But  we  venture  to  raise  the  question  whether 
any  one  can  ever  hope  to  be  supremely  poeti- 
cal when  he  is  unfortunate  enough  to  select  a 
special  sin,  or  possibly  a  notable  immorality, 
for  his  theme.  There  is  likewise  something 
of  mysticism  in  the  manner  of  this  author, 
perceptible  particularly  in  his  work  done  after 
the  death  of  his  amiable  wife  by  cholera  in 
1 849.  She  had  been  received  with  him  into 
the  Roman  Church,  and  he  fell,  after  his 
irreparable  loss  into  deep  despondency;  as 
was  natural  in  the  circumstances,  he  be- 
came more  and  more  intensely  a  devotee 
under  the  priestly  system  to  wnich  he  had 
committed  himself.  The  hymn  and  tune 
(the  latter  bearing  his  name)  are  quite  popu- 
lar in  Great  Bntain;  but  some  would  be 
likely  to  think  he  did  better  work  else- 
where. 


Ptayerfor  mercy.  C.  M.  D. 

O  Lord,  turn  not  thy  fiice  away 

From  them  that  lowly  lie. 
Lamenting  sore  their  sinful  life 

With  tears  and  bitter  cry ; 
Thy  mercy-gates  are  open  wide 

To  theni  tnat  mourn  their  sin ; 
Oh,  shut  them  not  against  us.  Lord, 

But  let  us  enter  in. 

2  We  need  not  to  confess  our  fiiult. 
For  surely  thou  canst  tell; 

What  we  have  done,  and  what  we  are. 

Thou  knowest  very  well ; 
Wherefore,  to  beg  and  to  entreat, 

With  tears  we  come  to  thee, 
As  children  that  have  done  amiss 

Fall  at  their  father's  knee. 

3  And  need  we  then,  O  Lord,  repeat 
The  blessing  which  we  cmve. 

When  thou  dost  know,  before  we  speak, 
The  thing  that  we  would  have? 

Merc\-,  O  Lord,  mercy  we  ask  ; 
This  is  the  total  sum ; 

For  mercy,  Lord,  is  all  our  prayer ; 
Oh,  let  thy  mercy  come! 

This  h)Tnn,  which  is  known  as  "  The  Lam- 
entation of  a  Sinner,"  appeared  first  in  Si£m- 
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hold  and  Hopkins,  1 560-61,  with  no  signature 
attached  to  it.  In  the  edition  of  1565  it  is 
ascribed  to  John  Marckant,  of  whom  almost 
nothing  is  known,  except  that  he  was  incum- 
bent ofClacton  Magna  in  1559,  and  of  Shop- 
land  from  1 563-8.  He  wrote  but  few  poems 
apparently,  and  this  is  the  only  one  in  com- 
mon use.  It  has  been  considerably  altered  in 
the  hymnals  of  various  churches,  the  version 
here  given  being  the  one  made  by  Bishop 
Heber. 

640  "  Rctutnr  c.  M. 

O  THor,  whose  tender  mercy  hears 

Contrition's  humble  sig[h; 
Whose  hand  indulgent  wipes  the  tears 

From  sorrow's  weeping  eye  ; 

2  See,  Lord,  before  thy  throne  of  grace, 
.■\  wretched  wanderer  mourn ; 

Hast  thou  not  bid  me  seek  thv  face? 
Hast  thou  not  said—"  Return  "  ? 

3  And  shall  my  guilty  fears  prevail 
To  drive  me  from  thy  feet  ? 

Oh,  let  not  this  dear  refuge  fail, 
This  only  safe  retreat ! 

^  4  Oh,  shine  on  this  benighted  heart, 

With  beams  of  mercy  shine  ! 
An<l  let  thy  healing  voice  impart 
The  sense  of  joy  divine. 

The  memories  of  a  thousand  revivals  are  in 
this  dear  old  hymn  of  the  past.  Sometimes 
with  "  Balerma  "for  a  time,  more  often  with 
"  Avon,"  it  has  filled  the  heart  and  swayed 
the  will  of  the  penitent  sinner  and  the  return- 
ing prodigal  alike.  It  is  found  among  the 
Poems  by  Theodosia,  1760,  written  by  Miss 
Anne  Steele.  It  has  there  six  stanzas,  and  is 
entitled,  "  Absence  from  God." 

641  "Remember  Mer  CM. 

O  THor,  from  whom  all  goodness  flows, 

I  lift  my  soul  to  thee  ■ 
In  all  my  sorrows,  conflicts,  woes, 

0  Lord,  rememoer  me! 

2  When  on  my  aching,  burdened  heart 
My  sins  lie  heavily, 

Thv  pardon  grant,  new  peace  impart ; 
Thus,  Lord,  remember  me ! 

3  When  trials  sore  obstruct  my  way. 
And  ills  I  cannot  flee, 

Oh,  let  my  strength  be  as  my  day — 
Dear  Lord,  remember  me  ! 

4  When  in  the  solemn  hour  of  death 

1  wait  thy  just  decree. 

Be  this  the  prayer  of  my  last  breath  : 
Now,  Lord,  remember  me! 

Rev.  Thomas  Haweis.  the  preacher  and 
physician,  published  in  1792  his  Carmina 
Christo ;  or.  Hymns  to  the  Sazuour ;  de- 
signed for  the  Use  and  Comfort  of  Those 
who  Ivor  ship  the  Lamb  that  was  stain.  In 
this  small  volume,  containing  only  a  hundred 
and  thirty-nine  pieces,  this  one  is  found.  It 
has  six  stanzas,  and  with  it  has  been  associ- 


ated a  reference  to  Nehemiah  13:31 :  "Re- 
member me,  O  my  God,  for  good."  The 
popularity  of  this  song  of  praise  and  prayer 
illustrates  once  more  the  fondness  of  the 
American  mind  for  the  refrain  in  public  wor- 
ship :  *'  O  Lord,  remember  me  !" 

642  Deep  Penitence.  C.  M. 

Prostrate,  dear  Jesus,  at  thy  feet, 

A  guilty  rebel  lies ; 
And  upwards,  to  thy  mercy-seat, 

Presumes  to  lift  his  eyes. 

2  Let  not  thy  justice  frown  me  hence ; 
Oh,  stay  the  vengeful  storm  ; 

Forbid  it  that  Omnipotence 
Should  crush  a  feeole  worm. 

3  If  tears  of  sorrow  could  suffice 
To  pay  the  debt  I  owe, 

Tears  should,  from  both  my  weeping  eyes, 
In  ceaseless  currents  flow. 

4  But  no  such  sacrifice  I  plead 
To  expiate  my  guilt ; 

No  tears,  but  those  which  thou  hast  shed — 
No  blood,  but  thou  hast  spilt. 

5  Think  of  thy  sorrows,  dearest  Lord ! 
And  all  my  sins  forgive. 

Then  justice  will  approve  the  word 
That  bids  the  sinner  live. 

This  hymn  by  Rev.  Dr.  Samuel  Stennett 
was  first  published  in  the  Baptist  Selection, 
1787,  which  was  compiled  by  Dr.  Rippon,  a 
friend  of  the  author.  The  spirit  of  the  poem 
is  one  of  humble  penitence  and  avowal  of  guilt 
towards  God.  Sometimes  in  their  confession 
men  are  not  sincere.  We  profess  all  horror 
at  wickedness  ;  but  we  seem  to  mean  wicked- 
ness in  general,  not  anything  we  have  really 
done  in  particular  or  in  person.  It  is  sin  we 
deplore,  not  sins.  Our  words  of  self-abase- 
ment must  not  be  pressed  nor  misunderstood. 
In  the  old  legend  it  was  no  less  than  a  cardi- 
nal that  once  went  to  confession.  **  Oh,  I  am 
the  very  chief  of  sinners,"  he  murmured  in  the 
ear  of  the  priest.  "  Too  true,  too  true ;  God 
have  mercy,"  were  the  words  that  came  back 
through  the  grating.  '*  Surely  I  have  been 
guilty  of  ever>'  kind  of  wrong."  he  continued. 
*•  Alas,  my  son.  it  is  a  solemn  fact — have 
mercy  upon  him,  O  Lord."  Thinking  that 
great  enormities  admitted  would  force  at  least 
a  deprecation,  he  went  on  :  "I  have  indulged 
in  pride,  malice,  revenge,  and  ambition." 
This  he  sighed  in  mournful  tones;  and  in 
tones  as  mournful  the  honest  monk  answered  : 
'*  Yes,  alas,  some  of  this  I  had  heard  of  be- 
fore ;  the  Lord  have  mercy."  The  exaspera- 
ted cardinal  could  stand  it  no  longer.  **  Why, 
you  fool,"  he  burst  out  sharply,  "do  you 
imagine  I  mean  all  this  to  the  letter.^"  "Alas, 
alas,  the  good  Lord  have  mercy,"  said  the 
pitiful  priest ;  **  for  it  seems  his  eminence  is  a 
hypocrite  likewise !" 
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Psaimy..  L.  M. 

A  MOKEN  heart,  m>  <;«^I.  my  King. 
I.^  ail  the  sacrthce  I  hriri^ : 
I'hc  fWjfi  of  gTa(.e  will  i.ct-r  dcspi>e 
A  broken  h«art  for  sat  rttice. 

2  My  soul  lies  humbled  in  the  dust. 
And  owns  thy  dreadful  sentence  juat ; 
l^iftk  drjwn.  O  I-ord.  wiih  pitNin^  eye. 
And  save  the  •t'^^ul  crmdcmne<f  to  die. 

3  Then  will  I  teai  h  the  uorld  thy  wa>-s: 
Sinners  shall  h-arn  thy  s«»\erei>fn  f^raie: 
I  li  Irad  them  to  my  Savitiur's  blood, 
And  they  shall  prai>e  a  [lardoning  Ood. 

i  (>h.  ma>  thy  lo\e  inspire  my  tongue! 
Salvation  shall  be  all  my  J^mg  : 
And  all  my  prjwers  shall  join  to  bles> 
The  Lord,  my  Strength  and  Right ermsness. 

This  is  a  portion  of  one  of  Rev.  Dr.  Isaac 
Watts'  paraphrases  of  the  lifty-tirst  Psalm, 
ami  was  published  in  his  Psalms  of  David, 
17  If  J.  It  consisted  orijt^inally  of  eight  stanzas, 
entitled  "  The  backslider  restored  ;  or  Repent- 
.'ince.  and  Faith  in  the  Blood  of  Christ." 
This  <:elebrated  Psalm  has  inspired  some  of 
the  noblest  and  most  impressive  music  ever 
heard  on  this  earth,  the  "  Miserere^  which  is 
sung  with  such  s^jlemn  ceremonies  in  St. 
I'etcr's  at  Rome  in  Holy  Week.  It  has  al- 
ways been  acknowledged  to  be  a  full  and 
perfect  expression  of  deep  contrition,  which 
says  with  David  in  an  unmistakable  confes- 
sion :  ".Against  thee,  thee  only,  have  I  sinned, 
and  done  this  evil  in  thy  sight ;  that  thou 
mighte.st  Ix.-  justified  when  thou  speakest,  and 
l)e  clear  when  thou  judgest." 

It  will  ser\e  our  purpose  exactly  to  trace 
out  this  experience  of  a  royal  sinner,  whose 
sin  was  so  conspicuous,  and  whose  rep>ent- 
ancc  was  .so  much  to  our  edification. 
".Against  thee,  thee  only,  have  I  sinned." 
Now  .some  would  say.  perhaps  carelessly, 
here  was  an  unauthorized  discrimination ; 
David  had  sinned  against  I'riah,  and  against 
liathsheba.  and  against  his  own  manhood, 
and  against  that  whole  realm  he  ruled,  by 
complicated  crimes  of  murder,  falsehood, 
adultery,  and  impious  presumption.  Not 
atiain.st  (iod.and  against  (iod  "only,"  had  he 
done  his  great  wroni^.  Hut  true  penitence 
ercrts  a  true  standard :  it  is  intelligent  as 
well  as  self-abasing.  David  knew  whom  he 
had  oftVnded.  Through  and  through  the 
<-onccntric  circles  of  his  lofty  responsibility 
his  conscience  led  the  way  to  the  innermost 
one  of  all.  He  had  broken  OckI's  law.  Full 
iK-fore  the  undefiled  glory  of  a  holy  Jehovah, 
he  seemed  (juite  to  forget,  for  the  time  being, 
everything  else  except  what  (i(Kl  must  think 
of  him.  "  Mehold.  thou  desirest  truth  in  the 
inward  parts:  and  in  the  hidden  part  thou 
shah  make  me  to  know  wisdom." 


'Thoukcstdtedr  L.M. 

Jesis.  the  sinner's  Friend,  to  thee. 
L<je4  and  undone,  for  aid  I  tiee; 
Weary  of  earth,  myself,  and  sin. 
Open  thine  arms  and  take  im:  in. 

3  .\t  la^t  I  own  it  cannot  be 
That  I  should  tit  myself  for  thee : 
Here.  then,  to  thee  I  all  re<igii ; 
Thine  is  the  work,  and  only  thine. 

3  What  can  I  say  thy  grace  to  nKn-e  ? 
Lord.  I  am  >in — but  thou  art  love: 
I  give  up  e\  ery  plea  beside. 
Lord.  I  am  lost — but  thou  hast  died ! 

The  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems  by  Re\'. 
Charles  Wesley,  published  in  1739,  contain 
this  piece,  which  originally  had  thirteen  stan- 
zas. It  was  written  with  a  forcibleness  of 
expression  which  might  seem  shocking  to 
some  ears  at  the  present  time.  Yet  the  cen- 
tral idea,  the  absolute  un worthiness  and  sir- 
fulness  of  man,  is  no  less  vital  a  truth  now 
than  it  was  in  Wesley's  day.  There  is  some- 
thing unutterably  pathetic  and  solemn  in  the 
sense  of  admitted  ownership  in  WTong! 
When  any  human  being  settles  back  on  these 
fixed  conclusions,  and  in  his  deepest  resencs 
confesses  that  a  great  guilt  claims  him  as  its 
master;  when,  with  no  e.\cuI{>ation  of  self 
and  no  inculpation  of  others,  a  man  simply 
says,  "  This  is  mine,  unshared,  solitar)-.  direct 
violation  of  God's  law,"  he  feels  he  must  go 
farther  than  the  mere  act;  he  must  admit 
greater  trouble  still ;  he  must  say  not  only, 
**  I  have  sinned,"  but  also,  **  I  am  a  sinner;" 
then  he  will  cr\'  out  like  David  again :  "  Be- 
hold, I  was  .shapen  in  iniquity ;  and  in  sin  dkl 
my  mother  conceive  me.  Behold,  thou  dc» 
sirest  truth  in  the  inward  parts :  and  in  the 
hidden  part  thou  shalt  make  me  to  know  M*is- 
dom.  l^urge  me  with  hyssop,  and  I  shall  be 
clean :  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than 


snow. 


''Look  unto  mr."  L.  M. 

Sf.k  a  i»oor  sinner,  dearest  Lord, 
Whose  soul,  encou raffed  bv  thy  word. 
At  mercy's  fiM>tslool  would  remain. 
.\nd  then  would  look — and  look  aKain. 

2  Ah !  bring  a  wretched  wanderer  home. 
Now  to  thy  ftKHstool  let  me  come. 

And  tell  thee  all  my  grief  and  pain. 
And  wait  and  look— and  look  again! 

3  Take  courage,  then,  mv  trembling  soul ; 

( >ne  IcMik  from  Christ  will  make  thee  whole: 
Tnist  thou  in  him,  't  is  not  in  vmin, 
Hut  wait  and  look— and  look  again  I 


Manv  hymns  by  the  Rev.  Samuel  Medley 
are  still  in  use,  although  they  were  written  a 
centur\'  ago,  and  generally  appeared  first  in 
leaflets  or  magazines.  They  owe  much  of  their 
effectiveness  to  his  habit  of  employing  a  re- 
frain in  the  last  line  of  each  verse,  as  in  the 


REPENTANCE  UNTO   LIFE. 


279 


hymn  here  quoted.  This  is  a  plea  for  courage 
on  the  part  of  the  sinner,  that  he  should  seek 
boldly  the  throne  of  grace,  remembering  that 
Christ  is  pledged  to  help  him  in  his  desperate 
need.  '*  No  lukewarm  seeker,"  said  John 
Randolph  of  Roanoke,  '*  ever  became  a  real 
Christian ;  for  from  the  days  of  John  the  Bap- 
tist until  now  *  the  kingdom  of  heaven  suffer- 
eth  violence,  and  the  violent  take  it  by  force ;' 
a  text  which  I  read  five  hundred  times  before 
I  had  even  the  slightest  conception  of  its  ap- 
plication." 


Philippians  3:7-10.  L.  M. 

No  MORE,  my  God  !   I  boast  no  more, 
Of  all  the  fiuties  I  have  done; 

1  tiuit  the  hopes  I  held  before, 
To  trust  the  merits  of  thy  Son. 

2  Now  for  the  love  I  bear  his  name. 
What  was  mv  {^in.  I  count  but  loss; 

My  former  priae  1  call  my  shame. 
And  nail  my  glory  to  his  cross. 

3  Yes — and  I  must  and  will  esteem 
All  things  but  loss  for  Jesus'  sake: 

Oh,  may  my  soul  be  found  in  him, 
And  of  his  righteousness  partake. 

4  The  best  obedience  of  my  hands 
Dares  not  appear  before  thy  throne; 

But  faith  cfln  answer  thy  demands 
By  pleading  what  my  Lord  has  done. 

This  poem  by  Rev.  Dr.  Isaac  Watts  first 
appeared  in  his  Hymns  and  Spiritual  Songs^ 
1707-9,  and  has  remained  entirely  unchanged, 
being  exceedingly  felicitous  in  expression.  It 
is  an  entire  renunciation  of  all  claims  to  right- 
eousness, except  as  the  result  of  Christ's  atone- 
ment. 

For  many  years  the  Moravian  missionaries 
labored  among  the  inhabitants  of  Greenland 
with  no  apparent  success.  One  preacher  came 
and  tried  to  prove  to  his  simple-minded  hear- 
ers that  there  must  be  a  Supreme  Being  called 
Cfod.  They  laughed  at  him  for  attempting  to 
teach  them  what  they  knew  as  well  as  he. 
Then  came  another,  urging  morality,  insisting 
that  they  should  leave  off  drunkenness,  and 
cease  to  thieve  and  lie.  They  sent  him  away 
in  quickened  impatience,  bidding  him  go  to 
his  own  people,  who  needed  such  counsel  far 
more  than  Cireenlanders  did.  Thus  one  mes- 
senger after  another  arrived  and  departed. 
^'et  no  good  seemed  settled  in  the  hearts  of 
men. 

At  last  one  meek  and  holy  man  determined 
to  ask  what  most  they  wanted ;  and  they  an- 
swered that  they  wished  for  something  that 
would  cleanse  them  from  the  guilt  and  defile- 
ment of  sin.  He  proceeded  to  preach  the 
pure  simple  Gospel  of  redemption,  the  for- 
giveness of  sin  through  the  atonement  made 
by  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ ;  he  taught  them  the 
prayer,  •*  Wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than 


snow,"  and  showed  them  how  they  could  be 
made  clean.  With  one  heart  and  voice  the 
people  cried  out  around  the  pulpit,  *•  Oh,  that 
is  what  we  have  been  longing  to  know  this 
many  a  day !"  Then  began  the  glorious  work 
of  divine  grace,  which  soon  filled  the  cold  re- 
gions of  the  north  w'ith  the  warmth  and  love- 
light  of  the  Gospel  and  brought  glor>'  to 
God's  name. 

647  "  Comf  to  Mer  L.  M. 

With  tearful  eyes  I  look  around  ; 

Life  seems  a  dark  and  stormy  sea ; 
Yet,  'mid  the  gloom,  I  hear  a  sound, 

A  heavenly  whisper,  "  Come  to  me." 

2  It  tells  me  of  a  place  of  rest ; 

It  tells  me  where  my  soul  may  flee  : 
Oh,  to  the  weary,  faint,  oppressed, 
How  sweet  the  bidding,  "Come  \n  me!" 

3  "  Come,  for  all  else  must  fail  and  die ! 
Earth  is  no  resting-place  for  thee; 

To  heaven  direct  thy  weeping  eye, 
I  am  thy  portion ;  ^ome  to  me." 

4  O  voice  of  m^rcy !  voice  of  love ! 
In  conflict,  grief,  and  agony, 

Support  me,  cheer  me  from  above ! 
And  gently  whisper,  "Come  to  me." 

From  The  Invalid's  Hymn-Book,  issued  by 
Miss  Charlotte  Elliott,  1834-41.  She  gave  it 
the  simple  title.  **  The  Invitation,  *  Come  unto 
me.' "  This  little  volume  is  made  up  of  what 
were  fugitive  compositions,  and  for  a  long 
time  some  of  them  went  as  anonymous.  Hut 
the  authorship  of  most  of  them  now  is  quite 
settled.  The  piece  as  it  was  composed  had 
seven  stanzas,  from  which  these  four  have 
been  chosen.  The  invitation  referred  to  is 
that  in  Matthew  11 :  28 :  *'  Come  unto  me.  all 
ye  that  labor  and  are  heavy-laden,  and  I  will 
give  you  rest."  For  many  years  these  words 
were  sung  in  this  country  to  a  chant,  so  as  to 
give  a  due  force  to  the  refrain.  But  the  ex- 
periment of  an  adaptation  to  them  of  the  mu- 
sic in  Rubinstein's  "  Song  of  the  Children  of 
Japhet,"  in  The  Tower  of  Babel,  has  proved 
a  great  and  welcome  success.  This  tune  ap- 
peared in  the  first  edition  of  iMudes  Domini, 
1 884 ;  the  arrangement  was  made  for  the 
compiler  by  Charles  Fitzsimmons.  the  organist 
of  the  Madison  Avenue  Presbyterian  Church, 
New  York. 


God  our  Refuge. 

Thoi'  onK'  Sovereign  of  my  heart, 
My  Refuge,  mv  almighty  Friend — 

And  can  my  soul  from  thee  depart. 
On  whom  alone  my  hopes  depend  ! 

3  Etenial  life  thy  words  im^iart ; 

On  these  my  Minting  spirit  lives ; 
Here  sweeter  comforts  cneer  my  heart 

Than  all  the  round  of  nature  gives. 

3  Thy  name  my  inmost  powers  adore; 

Thou  art  my  life,  my  joy,  my  care  ; 
Depart  from  thee — *t  is  death,  't  is  more; 

'T  is  endless  ruin,  deep  despair ! 


L.  M. 


2So 


I'HE  gospel; — ATONEMENT   ACCEPTKD. 


4  Low  at  thy  feet  my  soul  would  lie ; 

Here  safety  dwells,  and  peace  divine; 
Still  let  me  live  beneath  thine  eye, 

For  life,  eternal  life,  is  thine. 

From  Poems  on  Subjects  Chiefly  Deitotional^ 
by  Theodosia,  1760,  where  it  is  entitled,  "  Life 
in  Christ  alone/*  It  would  be  upon  this  basis, 
best  of  all,  that  the  poetr)'  of  Miss  Anne  Steele 
might  be  compared  to  that  of  Miss  Frances 
Ridley  Havergal,  our  modern  writer  of  hymns. 
Miss  Steele  seems  to  us  more  objective,  Miss 
Havergal  more  subjective.  The  one  sees  Jesus 
Christ  with  a  more  vivid  sense  of  his  physical 
and  f>ersonal  characteristics ;  she  thinks  of 
him  as  suffering  and  moving  around  forsaken 
of  men,  and  tells  her  love  for  him  in  a  pathetic 
and  plaintive  way.  The  other,  just  as  much 
an  invalid,  and  just  as  needy  in  every  fiber  of 
her  existence,  is  more  exhilarant  and  hopeful ; 
her  experience  of  communion  with  a  living 
Redeemer,  and  of  positive  and  happy-hearted 
help  from  him,  is  more  pronounced.  Miss 
Steele  thinks  more  coolly  and  broadly,  in 
theme  and  considerations ;  Miss  Havergal  is 
more  poetical,  more  melodious,  more  delicate, 
and  less  commonplace. 

649  "  Srarch  me,  O  Godr  L.  M. 

Return,  my  roving?  heart,  return. 
And  life's  vain  shadows  chase  no  more; 

Seek  out  some  solitude  to  mourn. 
And  thy  forsaken  God  implore. 

2  O  thou  ereat  God  !  whose  pierciiiR  eye 
Distinctly  marks  each  deep  retreat, 

In  these  sequestered  hours  nraw  nigh, 
And  let  me  here  thy  presence  meet. 

3  Through  all  the  windings  of  my  heart, 
My  search  let  heavenly  wisdom  guide; 

And  still  its  beams  unerring  dart, 
Till  all  be  known  and  purified. 

4  Then  let  the  visits  of  thy  love 
My  inmost  soul  be  made  to  share, 

Till  every  grace  combine  to  prove 
That  (ii>d  has  fixed  his  dwelling  there. 

Dr.  Philip  Doddridge  included  this  in  his 
Hymns,  1755,  entitling  it.  **  Communing  with 
our  Hearts,"  and  adding  a  reference  to  Psalm 
4:4:  "  Stand  in  awe  and  sin  not :  commune 
with  your  own  heart  upon  your  bed,  and  be 
still."  It  is  amusing  to  tind  that  the  author 
commenced  what  is  here  the  third  stanza  with 
the  line.  "  Through  all  the  mazes  of  my  heart,'* 
and  then  led  the  attention  of  the  reader  from 
the  unusual  word  "  mazes "  to  a  footnote, 
where  he  soberly  defmes  it  as  **  windings,  per- 
plexities." Some  later  compiler  appears  to 
have  comprehended  the  position,  saved  space 
occupied  by  a  useless  footnote,  substituted 
'•  windings  "  for  "  mazes  "  at  once,  and  so  bet- 
tered the  hvmn.  And  vet  some  critics  there 
are  who  would  pronounce  this  "  tinkering," 
and  cry  out  against  it ! 


650 


Psalm  ^i. 


88, 7s.  D. 


Call  Jehovah  thy  salvation. 

Rest  beneath  the  Almighty's  shade; 
In  his  secret  habitation 

Dwell,  and  never  be  dismaved : 
There  ne  tumult  can  alarm  thee, 

Thou  shalt  dread  no  hidden  snare; 
Guile  nor  violence  can  harm  thee. 

In  eternal  safeguard  there. 

2  From  the  sword,  at  noonday  wasting. 
From  the  noisome  pestilence, 

In  the  depth  of  midnight,  blasting, 
God  shall  be  thy  sure  defence : 

Fear  not  thou  the  deadly  quiver. 
When  a  thousand  feel  the  blow  ; 

Mercy  shall  thy  soul  deliver. 
Though  ten  thousand  be  laid  low. 

3  Since,  with  pure  and  firm  affection, 
Thou  on  God  hast  set  thy  love. 

With  the  wings  of  his  protection 
He  will  shield  thee  from  above; 

Thou  shalt  call  on  him  in  trouble. 
He  will  hearken,  he  will  save  • 

Here,  for  grief  reward  thee  douole. 
Crown  with  life  beyond  the  grave. 

James  Montgomery  is  the  author  of  this 
piece,  arid  it  appears  in  his  Songs  of  Zion, 
1822.  entitled,  *'  God's  Merciful  Guardianship 
of  his  People."  It  can  hardly  be  called  a 
version  of  Psalm  91,  but  it  is  so  much  of  a 
paraphrase  at  least  as  that  it  follows  the  sen- 
timent of  that  old  temple-song  with  a  very 
accurate  closeness  and  a  most  musical  rhythm. 
In  the  time  of  our  war  for  the  Union  this 
hymn  was  a  great  favorite  with  the  soldiers. 
It  was  printed  upon  a  leaflet  for  distribution 
in  the  large  meetings  held  in  the  army. 
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''Finish  Thv  Nt'w  Creation. 


»f 


8s,  7s.  D. 


Love  divine,  all  love  excelling — 

^oy  of  heaven,  to  earth  come  down  1 
Fix  in  us  thy  humble  dwelling. 

All  thy  faithful  mercies  crown : 
Jesus !  thou  art  all  compassion, 

Pure,  unbounded  love  thou  art ; 
Visit  us  with  thy  salvation, 

Enter  ever>'  trembling  heart. 

2  Breathe,  oh,  breathe  thy  loving  Spirit 
Into  ever>'  troubled  breast ; 

Let  us  all  in  thee  inherit. 
Let  us  find  the  promised  rest : 

Come,  almighty  to  deliver ; 
Let  us  all  thy  life  receive  1 

Speedily  return,  and  never. 
Never  more  thy  temples  leave! 

3  Finish  then  thy  new  creation^ 
Pure,  uns[>otte<l  may  we  be: 

Let  us  see  our  whole  salvation 

Perfectly  secured  by  theel 
Changed  from  glory  Into  glory. 

Till  in  heaven  we  take  our  place; 
Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  thee. 

Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

This  is  one  of  the  noblest  of  all  the  compo- 
sitions of  Rev.  Charles  Wesley.  It  was  first 
given  to  the  public  in  his  Hymns  far  tkau  thai 
Seek,  and  those  that  have  Redemption  in  the 
Blood  of  fesus  Christ,  1 747.  "  Come  unto  me, 
all  ye  that  labor  and  are  heavy-laden,  and  I 


CONFLICT  \ 

will  give  you  rest.  Take  my  yoke  upon  you 
and  learn  o(  me ;  for  1  am  meek  and  lowly  in 
heart ;  and  ye  shall  lind  rest  unto  your  souls." 
Matthew  11:28,  29.  What  strikes  us  so 
strangely  in  reading  over  these  verses  is  the 
discovery  that  Chnsl  says  in  the  beginning, 
"  I  will  give  you  rest."  and  at  the  end  says, 
"  Ye  shall  find  rest,"  With  the  one  offer, 
rest  seems  to  be  free :  with  the  other,  it  is 
evidently  somewhat  severely  conditioned. 
.Moreover,  the  figures  employed  appear  para- 
doxical. To  propose  to  relieve  a  man  who 
labors  by  putting  on  him  a  yoke,  or  to  help  a 


Repent 
rust   in   him.      Then 

.Submit  at  once  to 

nan  will  do  his  will, 

nrine."      The  doing 

Make  one  sim- 


ThTough  the  praver  DT&Ub  mcivfn'i; 
Strcngih— ihe  Spirii'i  urctifth,  jndm 


The  explanation  is  found  in  assuming  that 
m  Christian  experience  there  are  tivo  rests, 
and  not  just  one  only.  The  first  of  these  is 
a  gift,  the  other  is  an  acquisition.  These 
differ  quite  elementally.  They  do  not  arrive 
at  the  same  moment.  They  are  not  precisely 
of  the  same  character.  They  certainly  do  not 
come  in  anything  like  the  same  way.  The 
second  one  Is  never  attained  till  the  first  has 
preceded  it.  The  first  may  be  reached  years 
before  the  other  is  made  perfect,  so  that  it 
might  happen  that  the  spiritual  distance  be- 
tween them  shall  be  sorrowfully  wide. 

In  the  second  stania  of  the  hymn  now  be- 
fore us  is  the  line.  "  Let  us  find  the  promised 
rest."  This  Is  singularly  unfortunate,  for  a 
line  allusion  is  lost.  But  singers  insisted  that 
they  did  not  know  what  the  ori^rial  line 
meant.  Charles  Wesley  wrote  quite  Scrip- 
turally.  but  we  miss  the  point.  For  he  said, 
■■  Let  us  find  that  second ^e.'sx.."  He  was  sing- 
ini;  of  what  this  ".-erse  puts  second.  No  one 
lan  appreciate  accurately  the  significance  of 
these  figures  who  prefers  to  sing  it.  "  Let  us 
tind  thy  promised  rest."  The  yoke  comes 
before  the  doctrine  :  ""  Take  my  yoke  upon 
you.  and  learn  o(  me."  Therein  lies  our  duly. 
The  rest  still  waits.  Voke-bearing  leads  to 
it.  Learning  of  Christ  leads  to  it.  lesus 
offers  his  hand  to  you 
sins :  put  your  simple 
comes  a  new  endeaiot 
Christ  s  will.  -  If  any  m 
he  shall  know  of  the  doct 
is  ahead  of  even  the  d')ctri 
pie  resolve,  in  dependtn 
■■  Here  I  give  mj-self  to  thee '  i  put  on  the 
yoke,  1  go  joyously  under  the  burden  1" 


Wholly-  rcU  upon  lhfn< 
Palkm  wholly  thy  dim-l... 

Thou,  mine  only  guBtd  froi 
Keep  mc  from  mine  own  uml 

Help  me  turn  lo  Ihre  when 
Slill  my  foMMsps,  Hf"—  ■'■■ 

Keep 


thj  lide. 


This  appeared  in  1842  in  Hymns  for  Ike 
Young,  by  Rev.  John  Mason  Neale,  D.  D. 
It  had  six  stanzas  of  eight  lines  each,  and 
commenced.  "  Blessed  Saviour  who  hast 
taught  me."  The  present  altered  and  ab- 
breviated form  is  what  is  used  in  most  of  the 
modem  collections.  It  is  a  good  Illustration 
of  the  fact  that  children's  hymns  are  often 
precisely  what  adult  Christians  need,  and 
what  they  most  enjoy  when  their  hearts  do 
the  singing. 


hee,  in  that  deep  lov-eof  thi 
Lord.  Ihon  Lamb  of  ChiA  Hi 
»ely  doi^vil.  aa  livinc  bfanrh 
iidr,  my  Lord.  myChriH.ii 
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3  Abide  in  thee,  nor  doubt,  nor  self,  nor  sin. 
Can  e'er  prevail  with  thy  blest  life  within  ; 
Joined  to  thyself,  communinf^  deep,  my  soul 
Knows  naug-ht  besides  its  motions  to  control. 

4  Abide  in  thee,  't  is  thus  alone  I  know 
The  secrets  of  thy  mind  cv'n  while  below  ; 

All  joy  and  peace,  and  knowledjfe  of  thy  word, 
All  power  and  fruit,  and  service  for  the  Lord. 

This  can  be  found  in  the  Hymns  for  Gen- 
eral and,  special  Use,  compiled  by  J.  D. 
Smith ;  published  in  London,  but  without 
date.  Most  of  his  work  was  scattered  in 
leaflets  for  popular  ser\'ices. 

Rev.  Joseph  Denham  Smith  was  an  English 
Congregational  clerg>'man  whose  life  was 
mostly  spent  in  the  useful  work  of  an  evan- 
gelist. Born  at  Romsey,  Hants,  in  July,  i8i6, 
he  preached  first  at  the  early  age  of  sixteen. 
Then  he  was  educated  in  a  partial  course  at 
the  theological  institute  in  Dublin,  and  was 
received  into  the  ministr)'  in  1840.  He  was 
in  Ireland  at  some  sort  of  mission  work  for 
several  years,  but  his  more  public  ministerial 
labors  began  at  Newry.  In  1849  he  became 
the  pastor  of  an  Independent  church  at 
Kingstown  near  Dublin,  the  Northumberland 
Avenue  Church,  where  for  a  long  time  his 
success  was  admirable.  Eventually  a  de- 
cided impression  which  his  preaching  pro- 
duced in  a  series  of  evangelistic  meetings  in 
Dublin  led  him  to  resign  his  charge  as  a 
pastor  and  begin  the  work  of  an  evangelist. 
In  this  he  gained  his  recognition  as  a  calm, 
judicious,  devoted  man  of  Crod ;  his  career 
was  one  of  prosperity  from  the  commence- 
ment. But  his  health  failed  in  1886,  to 
the  sorrow  and  trouble  of  his  many  friends. 
He  had  never  been  rugged,  and  now  his  ail- 
ments assumed  the  form  of  disease.  He 
closed  his  public  ministry  by  a  service  at  Mer- 
rion  Memorial  Hall  in  Dublin,  July  26,  1887. 
Then  the  story  began  of  travel  and  sickness, 
of  gains  and  relapses,  all  borne  patiently  till 
the  end  came.  March  5.  1889.  He  asked  the 
physician  once,  near  the  last.  **  Can  you  give 
me  the  shadow  of  an  idea  how  long  it  will 
Ih'  ?"  And  ihe  answer  came  franklv  :  **  Not 
long;  a  little  while  only;  not  long  now." 
And  his  answer  was,  as  he  dropped  his  tired 
head  back  on  tin*  pillow:  "Oh,  how  sweet — 
how  sweet !"  Thus  he  passed  away  ;  but  he 
kept  on  singing  hymns  —  especially  this 
stan/^i : 

"  1  shall  walk  throuKh  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of 
<lrath: 
1  shall  walk  throuRh  the  valley  in  peate; 
For  fcsus  will  himself  be  m\  leader, 
1  shall  walk  throuKh  the  valley  in  peace." 

Over  and  over  again  went  that  strain,  *'  I  shall 
walk  through  the  valley  in  peace."  till  he  died. 


* '  Roll  the  stone  away. ' '  los. 

Our  sins,  our  sorrows.  Lord,  were  laid  on  thee ; 
Thy  stripes  have  healed,  thy  bonds  have  set  us  free; 
And  now  thy  toil  is  o'er,  th^'  grief  and  pain 
Have  passed  away  ;  the  vail  is  rent  in  twain. 

2  Ev'n  now  our  place  is  with  thee  on  the  throne, 
For  thou  abidest  ever  with  thine  own  ; 

Yet  in  the  tomb  with  thee,  we  watch  for  day  : 
Oh,  let  thine  angel  roll  the  stone  away  ! 

3  Oh,  by  thy  life  within  us,  set  us  free ! 
Reveal  the  Klor>'  that  is  hid  with  thee ! 
Glor>'  to  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Holy  Spirit,  ever  One. 

Of  the  personal  history  of  Edward  William 
Eddis,  the  author  of  the  piece  before  us. 
little  is  known  beyond  the  fact  that  he  be- 
longed to  the  peculiar  society  called  the 
*•  Irvingites  "  or  "  Catholic  Apostolic  Church" 
in  England.  This  organization  at  one  time 
had  seven  churches  in  the  city  of  London, 
and  was  also  represented  in  other  p>arts  of 
Great  Britain  and  in  Oermany.  Its  ritual 
was  extremely  elaborate,  and  great  importance 
was  attached  by  the  members  to  spiritual 
phenomena,  more  especially  to  the  "gift  of 
tongues." 

He  compiled  a  volume  of  Hymns  for  the 
Use  of  the  Churches  in  1864,  in  which  a  num- 
ber of  his  own  compositions  are  to  be  found. 
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Thinking  of  Jesus. 


!(». 


I  joL'RNRV  through  a  desert  drear  and  wild, 
Yet  is  my  heart  by  such  sweet  thoughts  beguiled 
Of  him  on  whom  I  lean,  my  strength,  my  stay, 

1  can  forget  the  sorrows  of  the  way. 

2  Thoughts  of  his  love — the  root  of  every  inmce 
Which  finds  in  this  p<M)r  heart  a  dwelling-^ce. 
The  sunshine  of  my  soul,  than  day  more  origfat, 
And  my  calm  pillow  of  reiH>se  by  night. 

3  Thoughts  of  his  soiouni  in  this  vale  of  tears — 
The  tale  of  love  unfolded  in  those  years 

Of  sinless  sufTcring  and  of  patient  grace, 
I  love  again,  and  yet  again,  to  trace. 

4  Thoughts  of  his  glor\- — on  the  cross  I  gaze, 
And  there  behold  its  sad  yet  healing  rays : 
Beacon  of  hope,  which.  lifle<l  upon  hi|(h. 
Illumes  with  heavenly  light  the  tear-dimraed  eye. 

Mrs.  Mary  Jane  Walker,  sister  of  Rev.  J. 
(i.  Deck,  and  wife  of  Dr.  Walker,  rector  of 
an  Episcopalian  Church  in  Cheltenham,  Eng- 
land, wrote  this  poem.  It  was  included  in 
the  collection  of  Psalms  and  Hymns  for  Pub- 
lic and  Social  Worship,  issued  by  her  hus- 
band in  1855.  It  has  won  much  populantv; 
her  title  was.  "  The  Journey  of  Life.**  I'd 
many  Christians  there  seems  much  that  is 
mystic  and  dreamy  in  this  walking  closely 
with  Christ,  as  if  indeed  the  living  Jesus  were 
in  person  present  in  the  companionship.  But 
it  is  impressive,  it  is  beautiful,  when  the  ex- 
perience is  evidently  sincere.  The  sainted 
McCheyne  is  recorded  as  having  said  that  ho 
thought  he  was  better  acquainted  with  his 


Whv  is  ihy  biih.  O  child  of  God,  so  small? 
Whi  doth  Ihy  heart  shrink  tack  al  dulj's  call! 
An  thuu  obrying  Ihis— "  Abidr  in  me,'' 


"  Ask  what  Ihou  wilt,  it  ihalt  be  done  for  thet !" 

1  "  Ask  what  thtni  wilt,"  but,  oh,  remember  lhl>— 

We  atk  met  have  not,  for  we  ask  amisB 

When,  weak  in  faith,  we  only  half  believe 

That  what  we  ask  we  reiiI1>-  shall  receive. 

4  Increase  our  fiiilh.  and  clear  our  vision.  Lord : 

Help  us  to  take  Ihee  at  thv  simple  word. 

No  more  with  rold  dislmsl  to  brine  (hee  erief: 

Lord,  we  believe  I  help  ihou  our  unhelielf 
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his  mother  were  almost  always  invalids,  and 
this  son  bore  a  large  share  of  the  labor  neces- 
sary to  their  support.  At  ten  years  old  he 
sang  alto  in  the  church ;  ai  twelve  he  played 
[he  violoncello ;  and  at  fifteen  became  the 
leader  of  the  choir.  At  sixteen,  having  left 
the  academy,  he  taught  school  in  New  York 
Slate,  and  during  the  first  three  months  sent 
home  to  his  parents  all  but  three  dollars  of 
his  earnings.  From  that  time  until  two  weeks 
before  his  death  he  was  an  eKective  and  vig- 
orous worker. 


This  hymn  is  fitly  associated  with  the  tune 
"  Assurance."  composed  by  the  same  individ- 
ual. Professor  William  Fisk  Sherwin.  To- 
gether they  will  give  an  eucellenc  suggestion 
of  his  unusual  power  in  the  field  of  Christian 
song.  He  was  born  in  Huckland,  Franklin 
Co..  Mass..  March  14.  i8z6.  and  died  in  llos- 
ton.  Mass..  April  14.  1888.  This  life  of  sixty- 
two  years  was  one  of  marked  purity  and  signal 
usefulness.  Professor  Sberwin's  talent  for 
music  was  early  developed  ;  his  gift  for  com- 
posing hymns  grew  out  of  the  natural  iwcessi- 
lies  of  the  life  he  led,  anil  fame  to  notice  later 
on.  It  is  needless  to  saj-  that  each  of  these 
in  turn  was  fully  consecrated  to  God  and  the 
giKxl  of  mankind. 

It  was  often  pathetic  for  those  who  knew 
liim  in  the  intimacies  of  daily  existence  to  hear 
him  rehearse  the  struggles  he  had  to  make  in 
securing  his  educaijim.     Hoth  his  father  and 


long,  the  Sunday-School  e< 
out  into  the  new  field  in  which  he  became 
more  widely  known  than  ever  before,  and 
more  useful  too.  For  now  he  began  to  write 
hymns  and  compose  tunes,  both  of  rare  ex- 
cellence :  and  he  was  famous  as  a  sfteaker.  his 
so-called  "  Itible- readings  "  being  excellent 
examples  of  what  rich  things  patient  study 
might  be  able  to  find  in  the  Word  of  God. 

At  last  this  real  seri'ant  of  the  Highest  had 
found  his  mission.  He  recognized  the  paltn' 
character  of  much  of  the  poetry  and  music  at 
that  time  in  vogue — -mere  puerility,  most  of  it, 
as  furnished  for  children.  Itetieving  that  a 
higher  grade  of  both  was  possible  in  popular 
sen-ice.  he  accepted  a  self-imposed  duty  to 
give  the  rest  of  his  life  to  the  elevation  of  taste 
and  acquisition  in  this  department  of  sacred 
song,  A  mind  as  alert  as  his  knew  at  once 
that  this  involved  for  him  the  sacrifice  of  a 
much-prized  professional  reputation :  but  he 
said  once :  "  11  I  can  be  a  bridge  between  the 
inferior  music  of  the  day  and  the  higher 
classical  music.  I  shall  be  satisfied."  He  went 
at  once  into  the  composition  of  tunes  of  the 
best  construction,  for  choirs  and  for  Sunday- 
Schools.  He  taught  choruses,  he  made  an- 
thems :  few  of  them  were  ever  in  a  minor  key ; 
all  were  strong,  full,  bright,  essentially  mas- 
culine, thus  rel^eciing  (he  character  of  his  own 
religious  life.  He  became  the  publisher  of 
many  books,  and  was  a.ssociated  with  ihe 
highest  firms  in  New  York ;  he  made  honorable 
friends  ever>»hpre.  Before  long,  about  the 
year  1881,  he  removed  to  Cincinnati,  holding 
a  high  position  there  for  three  years :  then  he 
removed  to  Tloston,  and  for  four  years  was 
one  of  the  Profes-sors  of  the  New  England 
Consenatory  of  Nfusic. 

But  his  public  life  was  greater  outside  of 
all  this.  At  Chautauqua  his  figure  was  as 
famili.-ir  and  constant  as  (hat  of  Dr.  Vincent 
in  person  from  1874  to  the  summer  before 
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his  death.  As  an  author,  a  composer,  an 
evangelist,  he  was  frequently  in  Canada,  and 
all  over  the  United  States.  It  was  his  assi- 
duity and  his  zeal  that  broke  his  strong  con- 
stitution. But  his  faith  was  clear  and  his 
heart  tender  down  to  the  last.  He  loved 
largely  and  truly ;  he  was  beloved  by  those 
worth  having  for  friends.  So  he  died  in  the 
brightness  of  a  Christian  faith,  simply  taking 
God  at  his  word.  When  asked  by  his  pastor 
at  the  last,  just  the  day  before  he  died,  what 
message  he  would  send  to  the  church,  he 
whisf>ered :  '*  Peace,  peace  that  passeth  un- 
derstanding." And  so  God  gave  his  beloved 
sleep. 

657  **  Thy  love,  not  miner  los. 

Not  what  I  am,  O  Lord,  but  what  thou  art ! 

That,  that  alont*,  can  be  my  soul's  true  rest : 
Thy  love,  not  mine,  bids  fear  and  doubt  depart, 

And  stills  the  tempest  of  my  tossing  breast. 

2  Thy  name  is  love; — I  hear  it  from  yon  cross, 
Thy  name  is  love ; — I  read  it  in  yon  tomb ; 

All  meaner  love  is  perishable  dross, 
But  this  shall  light  me  through  time's  thickest 
gloom. 

3  More  of  thyself,  oh,  show  me  hour  by  hour, 
More  of  thy  glory.  O  my  (Jod  and  Lord ; 

More  of  thyself  in  ail  thy  grace  and  power, 
More  of  thy  love  and  truth,  incarnate  Word  I 

From  Dr.  Horatius  Bonar's  Hyfum  of  Faith 
and  Hope,  Second  Series  :  1864.  It  is  entitled, 
"  The  Love  of  God."  If  a  father  were  cross- 
ing a  dangerous  stream  on  a  narrow  bridge 
high  over  it ;  if  he  were  at  the  moment  clasp- 
ing the  hand  of  his  little  child,  and  the  child 
were  clasping  his  in  a  mutual  affection  ;  then 
if  the  child  were  to  slip  off  the  edge  of  the 
plank — would  it  be  the  hold  he  had  on  his 
father's  hand,  or  his  father's  hold  on  his  hand, 
that  would  save  him  from  the  fall  }  This 
hymn  answers  that  question,  and  draws  a  les- 
son from  it. 


"  Lead  us,  O  Fatfwrr 
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Lkad  us,  0  Father,  in  the  paths  of  peace; 

Without  thy  guiding  hand  we  g<>  astray, 
Ami  doubts  ap]>al,  and  sorrows  still  increase; 

Le;id  us  through  Christ,  the  true  and  living  way. 

2  Lead  us.  (>  Father,  in  the  paths  of  truth  ; 
l"nheliH'<l  by  Iht-e.  in  crr<»r's  maze  we  grope. 

While  iKission  stains  and  folly  dims  our  youth. 
.And  age  o>mes  on  umheered  by  faith  and  hope. 

3  Lead  us.  ()  Father,  in  the  i>aths  of  right ; 
Rlin<lly  we  stumble  when  we  walk  alone, 

Involve<l  in  shadows  of  a  darksr)me  tiight  : 
Oiilv  with  Ihee  we  journey  safely  on. 

4  Lead  us.  ()  Father,  to  thy  heavenly  rest, 
However  rough  and  sti-rp  the  oath  may  be, 

Thrtiugh  joy  or  sorrow,  as  thou  deemest  best, 
rntilour  lives  are  perfected  in  thee. 

Rev.  William  Henr\'  Burleigh,  who  wrote 
tho  poem  we  quote,  was  born  February  1 2, 


181 2,  at  Woodstock,  Connecticut.  In  his 
youth  he  was  apprenticed  to  a  printer,  and  in 
1837  he  published  the  Christian  Witness  and 
Temperance  Banner.  Later,  in  1 843.  he  be- 
came editor  of  an  Abolition  journal.  The 
Christian  Freeman,  issued  in  Hartford,  Conn. 
Subsequently  he  removed  to  Syracuse,  where 
he  was  for  six  years  agent  of  the  New  York 
State  Temperance  Society.  In  1855,  by  ap- 
pointment of  his  friend  Governor  Clark,  he 
became  Harbor  Master  of  New  York  City,  and 
in  order  to  fulfil  his  duties  effectually  he  went 
to  live  in  Brooklyn,  in  which  city  he  died, 
March  18,  1871. 

Mr.  Burleigh  was  always  an  ardent  friend 
of  reform,  and  was  particularly  active  in  the 
anti-slavery  and  temperance  movements.  The 
four  stanzas  of  this  hymn  are  to  be  found  in 
Lyra  Sacra  Americana,  1868;  together  with 
ten  other  poems  from  the  pen  of  the  same 
"ready  writer." 

059  "  '^<f  would  see  Jesus. "  1 1  s,  los.   1. 

Wk  would  see  Jesus — for  the  shadows  lengthen, 
Across  this  little  landscape  of  our  life; 

We  would  see  Jesus,  our  weak  faith  to  strengthen        \ 
For  the  last  weariness — the  final  strife. 

2  We  would  see  Jesus — the  great  Rock  Foundation, 
Whereon  our  ^eet  were  set  with  sovereign  grace; 

Not  life,  nor  death,  with  all  their  agitation. 
Can  thence  remove  us,  if  we  see  his  face. 

3  We  would  see  Jesus — other  lights  are  paling 
Which  for  long  years  we  have  rejoiced  to  sec ; 

The  hiessings  of  our  pilgrimage  are  fiiiling. 
We  would  not  mouni  them,  for  we  go  to  thee. 

4  We  would  see  Jesus— this  is  all  we  're  needing. 
Strength,  joy,  and  willingness  come  with  the  sight: 

We  would  see  Jesus,  dying,  risen,  pleading, 
Then  welcome  day,  and  farewell  mortal  ni^^t  1 

We  can  obtain  no  data  concerning  this 
poem,  except  that  it  is  to  be  found  m  Dr. 
Hastings'  Church  Melodies,  1858,  and  also  in 
Bishop  Huntington's  Eiifn,  or  Hymns  o/Holy 
Refreshment,  1865.  It  has  seven  stanzas,  and 
bears  the  title  **  A  Death-bed  Hymn."  Pro- 
fessor F.  M.  Bird  says  it  is  usually  credited  to 
Ellen  Ellis,  a  contributor  to  the  Go/den  Grain 
series.  It  is  quite  a  pity  that  a  hymn  of  such 
real  excellence  should  go  so  long  without  a 
name.  Sung  to  the  beautiful  music  of  Men- 
delssohn's **  Consolation,"  however,  it  has 
found  favor  with  our  congregations,  and  in 
its  earnest  sentences  we  find  strength  for  liv- 
ing as  well  as  for  dying. 
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"/f  Utile  IVhile." 


t» 


Its,  lOS. 

Oh,  for  the  peace  which  floweth  like  a  river. 

Making  life's  desert  places  bloom  and  smiKl 
Oh,  for  the  faith  to  grasp  heaven's  bright  "  ftw  ever. 

Amid  the  shadows  of  earth's  "  little  wliilel** 

2  A  little  while  for  patient  vigil-kek^Qg, 
To  face  the  storm,  to  battle  with  tne  strong;; 

A  little  while  to  sow  the  seed  with  weeping 
Then  bind  the  sheaves  and  sing  the  bftrvcit 
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3  A  little  while  to  keep  the  oil  from  fiiiling, 

A  little  while  &ith's  flickering  lamp  to  trim : 
And  then,  the  Brideg^room's  comine  footsteps  nailing, 
To  haste  to  meet  him  with  the  bridal  hymn ! 

4  And  he  who  b  himself  the  gift  and  giver — 
The  future  glory  and  the  present  smile — 

With  the  bright  promise  of  the  glad  "  for  ever," 
Will  light  the  shadows  of  the^'  little  while  I'^ 

It  is  small  wonder  that  Mrs.  Jane  (Fox) 
Crcwdson  sighed  for  "  the  peace  which  flow- 
eth  like  a  river,"  for  her  best  hymns,  and,  in 
fact,  all  of  her  published  verses,  were  ^Titten 
while  she  lay  upon  a  bed  of  pain.  She  was 
bom  at  Perraw,  Cornwall,  England,  in  Octo- 
ber, 1809.  was  married  to  Thomas  Crewd- 
son,  of  Manchester,  in  1836,  and  died  at 
Summerlands,  near  Manchester,  September 
14.  «863. 

From  the  preface  to  the  book,  A  LittU 
While,  and  Oth€r  Poefns,  published  posthu- 
mously in  1864,  whence  the  h)rmn  before  us 
is  taken,  we  learn  that  she  was  of  a  richly 
svmpathetic  nature,  always  cheerful,  and  that 
sne  bore  her  sufferings  with  unfailing  pa- 
tience. Of  her  it  may  be  said,  as  it  was 
WTitten  of  the  faithful  in  Israel,  "  I  will  bring 
the  third  part  through  the  fire,  and  will  refine 
them  as  silver  is  refined,  and  will  try  them  as 
gold  is  tried :  they  shall  call  on  my  name, 
and  I  will  hear  them :  I  will  say.  It  is  my 
people :  and  they  shall  say.  The  Lord  is  my 
God." 

061  Prayer  to  the  Trinity.  lis,  los. 

Father  !  whose  hand  hath  led  me  so  securely. 
Father,  whose  ear  hath  listened  to  my  prayer, 

Father,  whose  eye  hath  watched  o'er  me  so  surely. 
Whose  heart  hath  loved  me  with  a  love  so  rare ; 

2  Vouchsafe^  O  heaveiilv  Father,  to  instruct  me 
In  the  straight  way  wherein  I  ought  to  go, 

To  life  eternal  and  to  heaven  conduct  me, 
Through  health  and  sickness,  and  through  weal 
and  woe. 

3  O  my  Redeemer !  who  hast  my  redemption 
Purchased  and  paid  for  by  thy  precious  blood  ; 

Thereby  procuring  an  entire  exemption 
From  the  dread  wrath  and  punishment  of  God  ! 

4  Thou  who  hast  saved  my  soul  from  condemnation, 
Redeem  it  also  from  the  power  of  sin, 

Be  thou  the  Captain  still  ot  my  salvation. 
Through  whom  alone  I  can  the  victory  win. 

5  O  Holy  Ghost !  who  from  the  Father  flowest — 
And  from  the  Son,  oh.  teach  me  how  to  pray  I 

Thou,  who  the  love  and  peace  of  God  bestowest. 
With  faith  and  hojH;  inspire  ami  cheer  my  way; 

6  Direct.  contrf>l.  and  sanctify  each  motion 
Within  my  soul,  and  make  it  thus  to  be 

Prayerful,  and  still,  and  full  of  deep  devotion, 
A  holy  templf.  worthy.  Lord,  otthee! 

This  fine  translation  by  Mr.  Richard  Massie 
is  made  from  a  (lerman  original,  one  of  the 
most  beautiful  hymns  of  Dr.  C.  J.  P.  Spitta. 
which  was  published  in  1833.  The  present 
version  appeared  in    /jr<i   Dofftesttca,  i860. 


and  has  become  widely  popular.  It  is  a  peti- 
tion to  the  three  Persons  in  the  Godhead  for 
wisdom,  faith,  and  hope,  to  inspire  the  soul 
and  give  it  confidence  in  its  daily  struggle  with 
sin.  It  needs  all  Solomon's  wisdom,  backed 
by  all  his  experience,  to  make  us  understand 
how  there  can  be  any  sort  of  fear  which  renders 
one  more  trustworthy.  Yet  that  is  precisely 
what  he  says :  "  In  the  fear  of  the  Lord  there 
is  strong  confidence."  This  needs  study ;  for 
it  contradicts  all  our  notions  just  to  believe 
that  a  man  must  be  actually  afraid  before  we 
can  begin  to  rely  upon  him. 

It  was  a  most  touching  felicity  on  the  part  of 
John  Bunyan  to  call  one  of  his  most  devoted 

{)ilgrims,  "  Mr.  Fearing."  Everybody  recol- 
ects,  pities,  and  admires  the  poor  frightened 
man.  The  suggestion  of  Greatheart  was  not 
ill-founded,  tl^t  perhaps  he  had  a  private 
Slough  of  Despond  in  his  very  soul.  Yet  how 
loving  he  was !  We  find  him  lying  on  the 
ground,  embracing  the  sward,  and  in  the  ex- 
uberance of  his  sftectionate  heart  fairly  kiss- 
ing the  flowers  which  grew  in  the  Valley  of 
Humiliation.  At  times  timid  almost  to  pain- 
fulness,  how  finely  resolute  he  always  proved 
at  the  moment  wnen  the  pinch  came  !  How 
we  would  love  to  watch  such  a  man  over  the 
dark  river !  The  morning  was  chosen  for  him 
when  the  flood  was  the  lowest,  so  that  he 
reached  the  Celestial  City  hardly  more  than 
wet-shod.  Quaint  indeed,  but  forcible,  was 
the  quiet  remark  made  of  him,  as  his  many 
trials  and  his  many  virtues  were  recountea, 
*'  He  would  have  bit  a  firebrand,  if  it  had 
stood  in  his  way." 


IVe  are  the  Lord's:' 


IIS,  108. 


We  are  the  Lord's ;  his  all-sufficient  merit. 
Sealed  on  the  cross,  to  us  this  fp^ace  accords ; 

We  are  the  Lord's,  and  all  thinxs  shall  inherit ; 
Whether  we  live  or  die,  we  are  the  Lord's. 

3  We  are  the  Lord's ;  then  let  us  gladly  tender 
Our  souls  to  him,  in  dee<ls^  not  empty  words : 

Let  heart,  and  tonj^ie,  and  life  combme  to  render 
No  doubtful  witness  that  we  are  the  Lord's. 

3  We  are  the  Lord's  ;  no  darkness  brooding  o*er  us 
Can  make  us  tremble,  while  this  star  aflbrds 

A  stead V  lieht  alonf;  the  ttath  before  us— 
Faith^s  full  assurance  that  we  are  the  Lord's. 

4  We  are  the  Lord's ;  no  e\'il  can  beftll  us 

In  the  dread  hour  of  life's  ^t  loosening  cords ; 
No  pangs  of  death  shall  e\'en  then  a|^l  ns : 
Death  we  shall  vanquish,  for  we  are  the  Lonl's. 

This  poem  was  written  in  1843,  and  pub- 
lished in  Leipsic.  It  was  founded  on  K«>mans 
14:8,  and  the  author  was  Kev.  Carl  Johann 
Philipp  Spitta,  D.  D.,  a  well-known  (German 
divine,  who  was  bom  at  Hanover.  (Germany, 
August  I,  1 80 1,  and  who  died  at  Burgdon, 
September  28,  1859.  The  Knglish  version 
was  given  to  th«  world  by  Rev.  Charles  Tam- 
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berlane  Astley.  This  author  was  born  at 
Cwmllecoediog,  near  Mallw^d,  North  Wales, 
May  12,  1825.  It  was  published,  i860,  in 
his  Songs  in  the  Night, 

Mr.  Astley  studied  at  Jesus  College,  Ox- 
ford, from  which  he  graduated  in  1847.  After 
his  ordination  in  1849,  he  became  Evening 
Lecturer  at  Bideford,  and  subsequently  in- 
cumbent of  Holwell.  Oxford,  vicar  of  Mar- 
gate, and  rector  of  Brasted.  Besides  a  few 
original  hymns,  he  has  made  many  transla- 
tions from  the  German. 

663  Prayer  for  pardon.  7s,  5s. 

God  of  pilv,  God  of  grace, 
When  we  humbly  seek  thy  face, 
Bend  from  heaven,  thv  dwelling-place : 
Hear,  forgive,  and  save. 

2  When  we  in  thy  temple  meet. 
Spread  our  wants  before  thy  feet, 
Pleading  at  the  mercy-seat : 

Look  from  heaven  and  save. 

3  When  thy  love  our  hearts  shall  fill, 
And  we  long  to  do  thy  will, 
Turning  to  thy  holy  hill : 

Lord,  accept  and  save. 

4  Should  ue  wander  from  thy  fold, 
And  our  love  to  thee  grow  cold, 
With  a  pitying  eye  benold : 

Lord,  forgive  and  save. 

5  Should  the  hand  of  sorrow  press. 
Earthly  care  and  want  distress. 
May  our  souls  thy  peace  possess ; 

Jesus,  hear  anci  save. 

6  And  what  e'er  our  cry  may  be, 
When  we  lift  our  hearts  to  thee, 
From  our  burden  set  us  free : 

Hear,  forgive,  and  save. 

Mrs.  Eliza  Fanny  ((ioffe)  Morris  wrote  this 
hymn,  September  4, 1857,  and  named  it  "  The 
Prayer  in  the  Temple."  The  reference  is  to 
the  prayer  of  Solomon  at  the  dedication  of  the 
temple,  II.  Chronicles  6,  and  almost  his  very 
words  are  used  in  the  refrain  at  the  end  of 
each  stanza.  It  was  published  in  1858  in  The 
Voice  and  the  Reply,  Part  II.  This  author 
was  born  in  London,  England,  in  1821 ,  and  be- 
came the  wife  f)f  Mr.  Josiah  Morris  in  1849.  She 
has  written  several  good  h\Tnns,  but  the  one 
before  us  is  in  more  general  use  than  the 
others. 


"Jesus,  ht'ar  my  cty  /" 

Th(A*  who  didst  on  C'alvar\'  bleed. 
Thou  who  dost  for  sinners  plead, 
Help  me  in  my  time  of  nee<i ; 
Jesus,  hear  my  cr>'. 

2  III  my  darkness  and  my  grief. 
With  my  heart  of  unbelief, 
I,  who  am  of  sinners  chief. 
Lift  to  thee  mine  eye. 

■\  F<M?s  without  and  fears  within, 
With  no  plea  thy  grace  to  win, 
But  thai  thou  canst  save  from  sin, 
To  thv  cross  I  flv. 


rs,  5S. 


4  Others,  long  in  fetters  bound. 
There  deliverance  sought  and  found. 
Heard  the  voice  of  mercy  sound ; 

Surely  so  may  I. 

5  There  on  thee  I  cast  my  care; 
There  to  thee  I  raise  my  prayer; 
Jesus,  save  me  from  desfxair — 

Save  me,  or  I  die. 

6  When  the  storms  of  trial  lower. 
When  I  feel  temptation's  power, 
In  the  last  and  darkest  hour, 

Jesus,  be  thou  nigh. 

This  was  written  by  the  brave  Scotch 
Presbyterian  pastor  and  missionary.  Rev. 
James  Drummond  Bums.  It  app>eared  in 
The  Evening  Hymn,  1857.  There  does  not 
seem  to  have  been  any  period  of  his  life  in 
which  such  poigfnant  utterances  of  penitence 
and  remorse  for  sin  could  have  been  person- 
ally appropriate  to  this  author.  He  must 
have  had  a  very  keen  sense  of  the  '*  abomina- 
ble thing"  which  God  hated,  even  to  write 
them.  It  is  astonishing  to  find,  however, 
after  reading  or  singing  the  hymn  through, 
that  one's  heart  positively  loves  to  go  humbly 
to  the  throne  of  grace  with  such  w'ords  of 
confession  and  prayer  rushing  up  out  of  its 
deepest  sensibilities.  It  is  a  wonderfully 
helpful  strain  of  imploration  and  li\nng  trust 
for  a  tempted  man  to  use  in  his  singing. 


'^  Life  for  evermore.  *  *  7$,  5s. 

WiiHN  the  day  of  toil  is  done, 
When  the  race  of  life  is  run. 
Father,  grant  thy  wearied  one 
Rest  for  evermore. 

2  When  the  strife  of  sin  is  stilled, 
When  the  foe  within  is  killed. 

Be  thy  gracious  word  fulfillea — 
* '  Peace  for  evermore.  * ' 

3  When  the  darkness  melts  away 
At  the  breaking  of  the  day, 

Bid  us  hail  the  cheering  ray — 
Light  for  evermore. 

4  When  the  heart  by  sorrow  tried 
Feels  at  length  its  throbs  subside. 
Bring  us.  where  all  tears  are  dried, 

Joy  for  evermore. 

5  When  for  vanished  days  we  yearn, 
Uays  that  never  can  return. 
Teach  us  in  thy  love  to  learn 

Love  for  evermore. 

6  When  the  breath  of  life  is  flown. 
When  the  grave  must  claim  its  own. 
Lord  of  life,  be  ours  thy  crown — 

Life  for  evermore. 

In  1870  a  little  book  called  Sixteen  Hymns 
luith  Tunes  was  published  by  Rev.  R.  Brown- 
Borthwick.  In  this  the  hjrmn  now  before  us 
was  included.  It  was  composed  by  Rev. 
John  Ellerton  in  January  of  that  same  year, 
and  was  by  him  entitled,  "Eternal  Rest.*' 
The  pensive  mood,  the  spiritual  life,  the  med- 
itative flow  of  thought,  the  unfalterii^  faith. 
the  exquisite  rhythm  of  versification,  so  char- 
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actciisoc  oi  rHrc  wncT,  are  all  cxcmpHftrri  in 
these  stanzas.  Tbey  ha\>e  T^tttfuDy  become 
very  popojar. 
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H<xj\  c^SerrD^s^  r»ci  a»d  tmtc, 

l*xrTer  ine  aaad  pwrpcee  higtu 
ClMSfiat  huxis.  sphmed  eye. 

To  tiie  *:>od  c/  c«T  §a>»-al>oo — 
Os  h2S  aJLar  ^ud  we  leave  tbc!B . 
Ciri*!.  pncscEC  tbesc !  God  receive 

2  Pncwxase*  ra  s<jnx!»»  as»de, 

Ferv€2«  wsbes-  earacfC  iboagfct, 

Nerrr  isco  actiotj  wT'.xijfijl— 
L>jc^  -m^ribeid.  «e  »:»•  re>»c<e 
<>3  tbr  brc^y  aiar  j^:«r  tbeai 
THrt'*:  ra  ireaaKiryc  anh  :.>"jeave  tbeaa 
ChrK.  pceseut  lb«n ".  G^^.  receive   " 

3  %'■>«-*  aad  ki«€x^Tn|5S-  hopes  and 
Brci«>-b<aned  «g^  ind  tears. 
Drtasjs  oc'whAt  we  >el  ini|[:iit  he 
Co&id  we  clin^  tnore  ck*!*  lo  ihee, 

Whkfe-  despite  •:■«'  tzalt^  ajid  t&iii^^, 
Heip  ih?  grace  m  ii*  pre\-aiiinf> — 
On  th:ae  a^ur  Saud  we  ka\  e  them : 
Chrssi,  p»res<sit  them !  Gixl.  receive 

4  Siafia!  tboagbts  and  ifc-nlltnl  ways. 
Lxn  e  04  «<e^'  aixl  human  prais^r. 
Pode  *A  liic  and  Insx.  of  eye. 
WoifWJy  pomp  and  \-anrty — 

Faa^«  tlat  iet  and  will  not  leave  «», 
Thoof^  their  staying  soreH  |frie%e  as, 
Heip.  oh.  heip  us  to  outlive  them  : 
Chrai.  alooe  tor !  God,  forgive  them ! 

s  Brighter  kns  and  tenderer  tears, 

iFoodcT  &ith.  more  faithfu'.  fears. 

Lowlier  penitence  for  sin. 

More  of  Christ  our  sools  within : 
Love  which,  when  its  life  was  newer, 
Bomt  within  as  deeper,  truer — 
Lost  too  long,  mhile  we  deplore  them : 
Jestts.  plead  for !  God.  restore  them ! 

6  To  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 

AiKi  the  Spirit.  Three  in  One. 

Though  our  mortal  weakness  raise 

Offerings  of  impericct  praise. 
Yet  with  nearts  bowed  down  most  lowh*, 
Cr>  ing.  Holy '  Holy :  Holy ! 
On  thine  altar  laid  we  leave  them : 
Christ,  present  them  !  God,  receive  them! 

This  popular  hNinn  was  \\Titten  by  Dr. 
John  S.  B.  Monsell  for  the  offertoiy  at  the 
opening  of  a  church  in  Paddington.  London, 
in  1867.  and  has  since  become  endeared  to 
Christians  evenwhere.  It  groups  together  a 
confession  of  many  errors — sins  of  omission 
as  well  as  of  commission  —  and  yet  a  dis- 
tinct renewal  of  a  vow  to  struggle  against 
them.  It  is  the  searching,  commonplace,  un- 
mistakable sincerity  of  the  fourth  stanza  here 
that  makes  it  so  unusual  and  yet  so  \*aluable. 
Xavier  has  left  on  record  a  marvelous  state- 
ment :  **  I  have  had  many  people  resort  to 
me  for  confession.  The  confession  of  c\"cry 
sin  that  I  have  ever  known  or  heard  of.  and 
of  sins  so  foul  that  I   never  dreamed  of,  has 


bcscn  peered  into  nsy  eir ;  bat  00  coe  persoo 
has  ev^T  cod'esscd  to  rot  the  san  of  covttous- 
nesN. '  Bss^x*  WiimeT  says ;  ~  One  man  00- 
K  has  evspT  C3qx\es!«i  to  me  the  fear  lea  he 
sbouid  bcocwne  covnous ;  and  it  is  a  sc^gcst- 
FEY  fact  thai  he  wias  the  most  geocfXHis  nun 
I  have  ev'er  krx^uTi,  John  StewarL  ol  X'irgmia. 
\Ve  zised  tc»  talk  th:s  mazier  o\ier  fr«jueiiih\ 
He  vxxiki  say. '  I  hav^  nonc«J  thai  covetous- 
Dcss  is  the  prrvaihng  di2<ase  of  cid  peof4e : 
I  fear  it  for  myself  as  I  ^^et  older :  and  I  know 
ol  biii  ooe  nexnedy — grvic^,  S^~^-  g^viRg^ 
The  most  liberal  are  the  most  fearful  of  self- 
ishness. The  most  learned  feel  nxist  thdr 
^[nocanoe ;  the  most  humble  their  pride ;  the 
most  pune  their  unckanness ;  and.  for  the 
same  reason,  the  most  generous  their  selnsh- 


7W  CljksrT  it 

Oh,  x>c  a  ckwer  walk  wah  God. 

A  v-ahn  and  hea\xnK  name — 
A  '4|r^  to  $luae  spon  the  road 

That  kaKis  me  to  the  Ljur^7 
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2  Where  »*  the  h«ess$«di>e!S»  I  k 
\\"bcn  nra  I  $iaw  the  Lvwd  * 

Where  t*  the  s^.'^Wnrfnesiftaii; 
kX  Ic!=us  and  his  wc*ft!  * 


5  What  peacetu!  hocrs  I  oooe 

How  ^wevt  ihe«T  mevKwy  stiU^ 
Bat  the%-  ha\  e  icn  an  achni^  tomI 

The  world  can  oe\rr  til. 

4  Return.  O  hohr  rv>%e.  retBm, 
Sweri  m<ss»mser  o«  nrrt  ! 

1  hate  the  srR«-  that  autde  thee  moam. 
And  dr\>\e  thee  nvMo  my  hneasi. 

5  The  dearest  idoi  1  W\^e  known. 
Whaie'er  that  kW  be. 

Help  me  to  tear  it  trvxn  thy  thrv«e. 
Ami  w\>rship  onh  thee. 

6  So  shall  my  walk  be  close  with  God, 
Calm  and  «Tet>e  my  trame ; 

Si^  parer  Itfht  s^iall  mark  the  rv>ad 
Thjkt  kaa»  me  to  the  LjimK 

This  familiar  h\TTin  oi  William  Cowper 
appeared  earliest  in  the  tW/^r.  //«w  !>/"  Psa/ms 
ami  //rmits,  issued  bv  R.  Con  vers  in  1772, 
Toplady  republisheii  it  four  v-ears  after»*ard, 
and  then  in  17*q  it  was  gi\-en  its  place  in 
O/fur  Hvmms.  It  was  entitled  "Walking with 
God."  with  a  referencr  to  t^nesis  5 :  24 :  "And 
EiKxrh  walkeii  with  Cnxl.**  We  1o\t  to  think 
of  the  association  of  our  belo\-ed  poet  with 
his  friend,  the  piisti^r  of  Olney  Parish.  Our 
vision  of  him  seems  full  of  peace  and  beauty, 
seated  in  the  little  garden  house  among  the 
trees,  his  quaint  caj^  on  his  head,  his  dressing- 
gowTi  announcing  the  invalidhocxi  which  his 
companions  pitierl.  his  hares  sporting  in  the 
grass,  while  the  spire  of  the  church  shone 
white  aon>ss  the  way.  But  of  late  some 
critics  have  taken  invasion  to  intimate  that 
Newton's  thei>log>  was  tix>  stem  for  Cou-pcr; 
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Thomas  Homblower  Gill  is  an  EneKsb 
layman.  He  was  bom  at  Bristol  Road.  Bir- 
mingham, England,  Februar>'  lo.  1819.  His 
parents  were  Presbyterians  who  became  Uni- 
tarian in  belief.  Hence  the  young  man  cooM 
not  make  the  subscription  to  the  articks  of 
faith  of  the  Church  of  England,  then  de- 
manded as  the  condition  of  entrance  at  Ox- 
ford. He  did  not  go  to  college,  but  became 
a  sort  of  recluse :  so  he  has  lived  the  life  of  a 
student  and  writer,  choosing  themes  from 
history  and  theology.  The  number  of  hymns 
which  he  has  given  to  the  churches  is  esti- 
mated as  two  hundred  at  least.  They  are 
earnest,  peculiarly  original,  unlike  most  other 
songs  of  experience  and  devotion,  and  deeply 
evangelical  and  religious.  It  is  said  that  he 
became  estranged  from  the  faith  of  his  pa- 
rents by  studying  the  hymns  of  Isaac  Watts. 
and  noticing  how  the  Unitarian  hymnals  cut 
them  up  and  tore  away  their  meaning.  The 
one  here  chosen  seems  to  allude  to  Mark 
10:44;  "And  whosoever  of  you  will  be  chief- 
est  shall  be  sen-ant  of  all."  He  says  of  ii : 
"Composed  in  1849,  and  printed  first  ii 
small  collection  of  poems  entitled  (I  think) 
The  Vioteir 

eeO  "TrrmbMhaiMyWord.-  CM. 

Oh,  for  ihat  icndrra«s  of  heart 
That 


that  the  associations  of  OIney  were  altogether 
unhelpful  to  the  poet's  malady.  Even  in 
Newton's  biography  it  was  thought  necessary 
to  make  a  lengthy  deprecation.  Cecil  re- 
marks: ■■  There  has  gone  forth  an  unfounded 
report,  that  the  deplorable  melancholy  of 
Cowper  was,  in  part,  derived  from  his  resi- 
dence and  connections  in  that  place."  Surely 
no  one  can  read  Cimpcr's  letters  through 
that  period  of  his  existence,  and  attribute 
such  a  result  to  Ncwtim's  love  for  his  dear 
friend.    What  Cowper  would  have  done  with- 


3  Saviour !  (o  nie  in  pity  giv», 
For  sin.  the  d«|>  diMros : 

The  pl«<I]K  ihmi  will,  at  Ian, 
And  hid  me  Hie  in  peace. 

4  Oh.  fill  niv  »™l  with  ftilh  ai 
Anil  KlrenKlh  (u  ilothy  will 


In  the  Short  Hymns  of  Rev.  Charies  Wes- 
ley, published  in  1762,  this  poem  first  was 
Erinted,  It  is  a  prayer  for  a  truly  contrite 
eart,  awakened  lo  a  realisation  of  sinfulness. 
It  undoubtedly  reflects  the  author's  personal 
experience,  as  we  know  from  his  own  words 
that  he  was  inclined  to  be  timid  and  despond- 
ing. The  two  brothers,  Charles  and  John 
Wesley.  «ere  associated  in  all  the  early  work 
of  establishing  the  Methodist  Church,  On 
one  of  the  great  monuments  in  London  their 
two  profiles  appear  in  a  kind  of  medallion  Xo- 
gether.  The  likeness  and  the  contrast  of 
their  characters  can   be  seen  in   this  very 
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in  the  biographv  written  by  Jack- 
anaivsis  of  their  (fifferences  is  drawn 
:e  skillfully. 

Wesley,  in  talking  of  the  new  and 
circumstances  in  which  he  and  his 
Charles  often  found  themselves 
in  the  days  of  their  early  ministn-, 
My  brother  Charles  would  say,  '  Well, 
Lord  would  give  me  wings  I  would 
used  to  say.  ■  Urother.  if  he  bid  me  fiy 
J  trust  him  tor  the  wings.'"  This 
is  hij;hlv  illustrative  of  the  character 
;wo  brothers ;  John  Wesley  had  more 
ice.  Charles  more  caution.  It  pleased 
at  Head  of  the  Church  to  use  both 
ispositions  lo  promote  the  knowledge 
salvation  which  myriads  both  in  earth 
eaven  are  now  enjoying.  Henry 
describes  the  distinctive  peculiarities 
-  preaching  thus:  "John's  preaching 
principles  ;  Charles's  all  aphorisms. 
,  in  a  private  letter,  thus  stales  the 
ce  bi-twfi-ii  him  and  John:  His  bro- 
'le  .Methodists. 
liH  was,  ■■  First 
isls  ;■'  and  thai 
:■  peculiarity  of 
"  My  brother." 


'^T^-Godj 

reH^ 

onT'  ' 

4  Isigb  to  think  ofhappier  dan 

When  evto-  h«n  wns  IMned  to 
And  none  more  bl«l  Ihan  I. 

'RST 

■■pd  thou  «h«lt  sifij 

Thy  h. 


TA 


After  all  the  differences  among  critics,  we 
are  probably  safe  now  in  continuing  the  credit 
of  this  most  musical  version  of  Psalm  42  to 
Rev.  Henry  Francis  Lyie ;  admitting,  how- 
ever, that  many  of  the  expressions  arc  found 
in  the  old  AWc  Version  of  Ike  Psalms,  by 
Tate  and  Brady.  1696.  This  was  given  to 
the  public  in  Lyte's  Spirit  of  Ike  Psalms, 
1834.  We  might  say  of  it  that  it  was  re-writ- 
ten ;  and  the  additions  which  were  made  ren- 
dered the  stanzas  better  for  singing  and  read- 
ing at  every  point  they  touched. 
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Whether  1  d! 


IS  tny  grace  muii  give. 
If  life  be  lonp.  I  willjie  glad 

To'n^lo! 


1  If  life  be  lanK.  I  will  he  glad 

Thai  I  may  long  obey ; 
If  short,  yel  why  ^OUM  I  beaad 


3  Chris 


i's'"^''S"™r 


■-   Chiirdi:'  »■ 

r.h.  then   the 


Thy  blesstdfacetoKc: 
For  if  thy  work  on  tsnh  be  swe«, 

Whil  will  Ihy  gloiy  be  I 
5  MyknowledBeoflhalhfefssmall: 

Theeteorrailhisdim^ 
Bui  H  is  enough  thai  Cht.sl  kno»s  »li. 

And  I  shilllH  wlih  him. 

Rev.  Richard  IJaxier  «as  an  Englirfi  cler- 
gyman, curate  o(  Kidderminster,  and  after- 
ward a  Nonconformist  in  London,  where  he 
died,  E)ecember  8,  1691.  He  wa.<i  bom  at 
Rowton.  in  Shropshire,  F.ngland.  November 
12,  1615.  For  ten  years  he  lived  with  his 
maternal  grandfather,  then  he  was  taken 
home  to  his  parents.  His  father  had 
been  converted  only  recently,  and  was 
then  in  some  measure  of  trouble  ;  the  man- 
ner in  which  he  faced  and  conquered  his 
enemies  with  the  force  of  gentleness  and 
faith  made  a  deep  impression  on  the  boy's 
mind,  and  he  became  a  decided  and  devoted 
Christian  at  the  age  of  fifteen.  From  this 
time  forward  there  was  never  any  repose  or 
to  his  life.     At  lirst  he  took  orders 

the  Church  of  England  and,  after  some 
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changes  in  1640  he  assumed  charge  in  Kid- 
derminster, For  awhile,  during  the  civil  war, 
he  was  doing  religious  work  in  the  army. 
Hut  the  triumph  of  his  career  was  achieved  in 
his  parish  as  a  godiy  and  faithful  pastor  and 
preacher.  U  has  been  recorded  ol  him  that 
at  the  beginning  of  his  ministry-  in  Kidder- 
minster there  "  was  scarcely  a  house  in  a 
street  where  there  was  family  worship;"- but 
when  he  left  the  parish  there  ■'  was  scarcely 
a  family  in  the  side  of  a  street  where  it  was 
not;  and  whoever  walked  through  the  town 
on  the  Lord's  day  evening  heard  everywhere 
the  delightful  sound  of  reading  the  Scriptures 
and  prayer  and  praise." 

After  the  restoration  Tlaxter  was  one  of  the 
chaplaias  of  Charles  11.;  he  was  also  offered 
the  Bishopric  of  Hereford,  but  declined  the 
honor.  <1n  Black  Bartholomew's  Uay.  1662. 
he  was  ejected  from  his  charge,  with  two 
thousand  more  Nonconformists,  and  went 
forth  10  suffer  persecution  for  conscience' 
sake.  He  was  once  imprisoned  for  a  year 
and  a  half.  In  limes  ol  forced  retirement 
this  wonderful  man  wrote  TAf  Saint's  Rtst. 
Ca/I III  tke  I'licoir.vrtal,  and  other  religious 
books.  In  his  l.'isi  illness  he  was  asked  how 
he  was.  and.  with  an  upward  look,  he  an- 
swered,"  Almost  well." 

In  those  days  there  «as  not  lery  much  of 
portrait-taking.  e.\cept  .imong  opulent  pfople. 
Occasionally  in  an  old  book  there  will  be  dis- 
covered a  wood-cut,  out  of  which  a  likeness 
Ian  be  (ashiuned.  but  the  uork  is  not  good. 


But  there  is  a  pen-picture  given  by  his  biogn- 
pher  worth  tjuoiing  in  full.  Baxter's  life  was 
harassed  with  persecution  and  attach  d 
every  sort,  and,  if  we  may  judge  from  the  tooe 
of  his  remarks  on  parties  at  court,  some  of 
his  heaviest  trials  from  without  must  have 
come  upon  him  in  his  intercourse  with  Crom- 
well. He  had  several  interviews  with  tlie 
Protector,  and  speaks  of  being  '■wearied" 
with  his  speeches.     He  sajs : 

"  1  told  him  a  little  of  my  judgment;  and 
when  two  of  his  company  had  spun  out  a 
great  deal  more  of  the  time  in  such  tedious, 
but  mere  ignorant  speeches,  some  four  or  five 
hours  being  speni,  I  told  him  (hat  if  he  would 
be  at  the  labor  to  read  it  I  could  tell  him  more 
of  my  mind  In  writing  on  two  sheets  than  in 
that  way  of  speaking  In  many  days.  He  re- 
ceived my  paj>er.  but  I  scarce  believe  that  he 
ever  read  it ;  for  I  saw  that  what  he  learned 
must  be  from  himself,  being  more  disposed 
to  speak  many  hours  than  to  hear  one,  and 
little  heeding  what  another  said  when  be  had 
spoken  himself." 

Who  would  not  like  to  have  had  the  privi- 
lege of  a  quiel  glance  or  two,  first  at  one  and 
then  at  the  other  of  those  two  great  antago- 
nist (aces,  during  the  gra\'e  performance  of 
this  comical  act?  Who  can  pretend  to  a 
conception  of  the  style  in  which  the  politicai 
chief  kept  up  appearances  ?  Baxter's  visage 
would,  of  course,  be  true  to  its  mission.  A 
remarkable  \'isage  was  that  of  his ;  never  to 
be  forgotten  if  once  seen.  Long  it  was,  but 
decided.  Hard,  some  would  say,  but  telling 
wnth  (earful  eloquence  how  bravely  his  dut- 
eous soul  maintained  a  life  stru^le  against 
the  acrid  humors  of  a  diseased  Dody ;  how 
superhuman  labors  for  the  world's  health  had 
been  continued  amidst  losses  of  blood  and 
daily  sweats,  brought  upon  him.  he  telb  us, 
by  "  the  acrimonious  medicaments  "  of  stupid 
doctors,  «ho  thought  to  save  him  from  the 
effects  of  a  youthful  taste  (or  sour  apples  by 
overdoses  of  "  scurvy-grass,"  wormwood- 
beer,  horse-radish,  and  mustard!  He  kxiked. 
indeed,  like  one  who.  as  a  last  remedy  for  a 
depressing  affliction,  had  literally  swallowed 
a  "gold  bullet  of  thirty  shillings'  weight," 
and.  having  taken  it.  "  knew  not  how  to  be 
delivered  of  it  again  I" 

With  all  of  this  the  marks  o(  a  confessor 
were  traceable  on  the  good  man's  counte- 
nance. He  had  been  driivn  from  place 
to  place.  Now  in  prison  for  preaching 
at  Acton :  now  kept  out  of  his  pulpit  by  a 
military  guard :  now  seized  again,  and  his 
goods  and  books  sold  to  pay  the  fine  (or 
preaching  ti\c  sermons— he  being  so  ill  that 
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not  be  imprisoned  without  danger  of 
nd  now  again  in  the  king's  bench 
warrant  from  the  villainous  Jeffreys 
ig  a  paraphrase  on  the  New  Testa- 
4is  later  life  was  often  **  in  f>eril  "  for 
sake,  and  there  must  have  been  some- 
eply  touching  in  that  impress  of  dig- 
)rrow  which  brought  tears  into  the 
Judge  Hale  when  he  saw  the  perse- 
an  standing  before  the  bench.     His 

must  have  been  felt  wherever  he 
1.  Evervbodv  who  knew  him  ac- 
^ed  his  mental  and  moral  grandeur, 
•d  Baxter  was  one  of  the  most  pro- 
'ligious  writers.  He  issued  at  least 
\<t  volumes,  and  his  treatises,  if  reck- 
h  them,  would  swell  the  number  to  a 
and  sixty-eight.  It  is  plain  from  the 
)f  his  times  that  it  was  these  books 
spt  getting  him  into  trouble.  That 
)n,  so  deficient  in  toleration,  as  well 
)irituality,  refused  to  endure  their 
ess  and  exhortational  force.  Every 
is  put  forth  to  check  or  suppress  so 
and  pertinent  a  public  censor.  It  is 
d  that  once  one  of  his  friends  be- 
1  to  the  author  twenty  pounds  for 
f  his  Call  to  the  Unconverted  to  be 
ed  among  the  people.  But  North, 
:  Lord  Keeper,  decided  that  this 
vas  for  "  superstitious  uses,"  and 
:  void.  By  this  he  meant,  so  inter- 
an  enigmatical  expression  in  the 
that  the  book  was  designed  for  the 
ion  of  a  faith  not  approved  by  the 
ie  Episcopal  Church  then  being  the 
ment  in  England.  Thus  Baxter's 
'ere  cheated  and  his  enemies  allowed 
ph.  but  his  books  still  circulated. 
Dossible  that  some  generous  critics 
ike   this    old    Puritan's   poetry   as   a 

but  stanza-making  was  not  his 
t  held  of  effort.  Modern  scholars 
le  verses  he  composed  in  Latin.  A 
a  of  his  was  published  in  1681,  en- 
oetiiiil  Fr ailments  :  Heart  Imp/oy- 
th  God  and  Itself :    The  Concordant 

of  a  Ihokeu-healed  Heart :  Sor- 
"^ejoicith^,  Fearhii^-hoptni^,  Dying- 
But  I  do  not  know  of  even  so  much 
lore  hymn  than  this  which  has  found 
nent  pla(  c  and  a  familiar  use  in  the 
of  the  present  day.  This  one  appears 
:)lume  mentioned  above,  bearing  the 
^he    Covenant    and    Confidence    of 

To  it  there  is  appended  this  pathetic 
lotation  by  the  author :  *'  This  Cove- 
r  dear  Wife  in  her  former  Sickness 
sd  with  a  Chearful  will." 
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672  **  My  repentings  are  kindled:' 

Depth  of  mercy ! — can  there  be 
Mercy  still  reserved  for  me  ? 
Can  my  God  his  wrath  forbear? 
Me,  the  chief  of  sinners,  spare? 

2  I  have  long  withstood  his  grace; 
Long  provoked  him  to  his  face : 
Woula  not  hearken  to  his  calls ; 
Grieved  him  by  a  thousand  falls. 

1  Kindled  his  relentings  are; 
Me  he  now  delights  to  spare ; 
Cries,  How  shall  I  give  thee  up?— 
Lets  the  lifled  thunder  drop. 

4  There  fdr  me  the  Saviour  stands ; 
Shows  his  wounds  and  spreads  his  hands  ! 
God  is  love!  I  know.  I  feel : 
Jesus  weeps,  and  loves  me  still. 

This  piece  by  Rev.  Charles  Wesley  was 
first  published  in  his  Hymns  and  Sacred 
Poems,  1740,  but  it  has  been  considerably 
altered  and  abbreviated  to  fit  it  for  use  at  tiie 
present  time.  The  hymn  is  remarkable  for 
Its  dramatic  presentation  of  Christ's  aspect 
as  he  stands  appealing  to  the  sinner.  A  very 
suggestive  comment  was  published  some 
years  ago  in  an  English  volume  of  Teachers'^ 
Helps  : 

"There  are  many  portraits  of  our  Lord^ 
each  more  or  less  expressive  of  its  painter's 
nationality,  but  all,  nevertheless,  bearing 
certain  well-known  lines  which  tradition  has 
reserved  for  the  Master.  Rarely,  however,  is 
there  a  person,  other  than  the  painter  himself, 
that  feels  satisfied  with  any  of  these  pictures. 
Each  of  us  has  painted  in  living  colors  on 
his  heart  the  divine  Brother,  *  ho/y,  harm/ess, 
undefiUd,  separate  from  sinners*  Perhaps  it 
is  singular  that  Holy  Writ  is  so  mute  regard- 
ing the  personal  appearance  of  Jesus,  while 
it  speaks  with  such  fullness  upon  what  he 
did  and  what  he  was;  but  the  inference 
seems  plain ;  outward  appearance  is  a  small 
matter  compared  with  the  man  himself.  And 
yet  we  cannot  altogether  help  wondering  how 
Jesus  looked.  We  cannot  think  his  face 
was  unchangeable.  We  have  all  noted  the 
mar\^elous  changes  in  some  human  faces. 
Such  a  face  will  not  give  you  a  good  photo- 
graph ;  that  moment  of  rest,  that  single  poise, 
was  the  dropf>ed  curtain  between  the  acts  on 
that  beautiful  face — the  stage  of  the  drama 
of  life.  You  sit  looking  at  the  photograph, 
but  see  not  your  friend  till  you  shut  your  eyes 
and  turn  the  panorama  of  memor)*.  It  seems 
to  us  that  in  writing  his  gospel  Mark  was 
thus  affected ;  he  continually  turned  back  in 
memory  to  see  how  Jesus  looked  when  He 
said  this  or  that.  Matthew  does  not  mention 
Jesus'  looks,  nor  does  the  beloved  disciple 
John ;  Luke  does  so  only  twice,  but  Mark,  in 
his  short  book,  speaks  of  them  no  less  than 
seven  times." 
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673  Thg  Ancient  Litany.  7s,  D. 

Savioltr.  when  in  dust  to  thee 
Low  we  bend  the  adoring  knee; 
When,  repentant,  to  the  skies 
Scarce  we  lift  our  weeping  eyes ; 
Oh,  by  all  thy  pains  and  woe 
Suffered  once  for  man  below, 
Bending  from  thy  throne  on  high, 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany  ! 

2  By  thy  helpless  infant  years, 
By  thy  life  of  want  and  tears. 
By  thy  days  of  sore  distress 
In  the  savage  wilderness; 
By  the  dread  mysterious  hour 
Of  the  insulting  tempter's  power- 
Turn,  oh,  turn  a  favoring  eye; 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany! 

%  By  thine  hour  of  dire  despair; 
By  thine  agony  of  i)rayer : 
By  the  cross,  the  nail,  the  thorn. 
Piercing  spear,  and  torturing  scorn ; 
By  the  gloom  that  vailed  the  skies 
O'er  the  dreadful  sacrifice — 
Listen  to  our  humble  cr>-, 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany ! 

4  By  thy  deep  expiring  groan ; 
By  thy  sad-sepulchral  stone ; 
By  the  vault  whose  dark  abode 
Held  in  vain  the  rising  God  ; 
Oh,  from  earth  to  heaven  restored, 
Mighty  reascended  Lord! 
Listen,  listen  to  the  cr>- 
Of  our  solemn  Litany  ! 

This  paraphrase  of  the  ancient  Litany,  by 
Sir  Robert  Grant,  was  earliest  printed  in  The 
Christian  Observer,  181 5.  It  was  included 
Tt^h  the  rest  of  the  illustrious  author's  com- 
positions, that  were  gathered  by  his  brother, 
Lord  Olenelg,  into  a  volume.  Sacred  Poems, 
in  1839.  There  were  only  twelve  of  these  in 
all ;  but  they  are  widely  in  use  among  the  col- 
lections, and  are  of  excellent  merit.  The 
Litany  was  compiled  from  various  sources ; 
parts  of  it  are  as  ancient  as  the  Apostolical 
Constitutions,  300 ;  parts  from  services  Roman 
and  Anglo-Saxon  :  other  parts  from  the  litur- 
gies of  Bucer,  1 543,  and  Cranmer,  1 549.  These 
were  amended  in  1661  and  in  1798. 

Q74  ''  Jfsus,  visit  me:"  7s. 

jEsrs.  Jc>us  !  visit  me : 
How  my  soul  longs  after  thee ! 
When,  iny  best,  my  dearest  Friend  ! 
Shall  our  separation  end  ? 

2  Lord!  my  longings  never  cease; 
Without  Ih'ce  I  find  no  peace ; 

'T  is  my  constant  cr>-  to  thee, 
Jesus.  Jesus  !  visit  me. 

3  Mean  the  joys  of  earth  appear, 
All  below  is  dark  and  drear; 
Naught  but  thy  belovC-d  voice 
Can  my  wretched  heart  rejoice. 

4  Thou  alone,  my  gracious  Lord ! 
Art  my  shield  and  great  reward  ; 
All  my  hope,  my  Saviour  thou, 
To  thy  sovereign  will  I  bow. 

Johann  Sc  heffler  wrote  this  hymn  in  1657, 
and  it  was  published  in  that  year  in  his  Hei- 
lige  Seelenlust.     It  had  nine  stanzas  of  four 


lines  each,  and  was  entitled  *'  She  (the  Soul) 
longs  after  Jesus  alone."  The  English  version 
here  giveti  is  the  work  of  Rev.  Prof.  Robinson 
Porter  Dunn,  D.  D.,  who  was  bom  at  New- 
port, Rhode  Island,  May  31,  1825.  He  grad- 
uated with  high  honors  from  Brown  Uni- 
versity in  1843,  but  remained  two  years  longer 
at  his  Ahna  Mater  as  librarian  and  instructor 
in  French.  Subsequently,  he  studied  theol- 
ogy at  Princeton,  and  November  i ,  1 848,  was 
ordained,  and  became  pastor  of  the  First  Pres- 
byterian Church  of  Camden,  N.  J.  He  minis- 
tered in  this  field  until  1 851,  when  he  accepted 
the  chair  of  Rhetoric  and  English  Literature 
at  Brown  University,  where  in  1864  the  d^;ree 
of  Doctor  of  Divinity  was  conferred  upon  him. 
He  died  in  Newport,  August  28,  1867,  after  a 
brief  illness.  The  American  collections  owe 
a  number  of  fine  hymns  to  the  able  pen  of  Dr. 
Dunn,  who  is  to  be  remembered  in  that  con- 
nection as  well  as  for  his  scholarly  attainments 
and  his  ability  as  an  instructor. 

675  Chrtst,  our  all.  7s,  D. 

Jesus  !  lover  of  my  soul. 

Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly 
While  the  billows  near  me  roll. 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high ; 
Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour  I  hide, 

Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past ; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide ; 

Oh,  receive  my  soul  at  last ! 

2  Other  refuge  have  I  none ; 
Hangs  my  nelpless  soul  on  thee ; 

Leave,  ah  !  leave  me  not  alone, 
Still  support  and  comfort  me. 

All  my  trust  on  thee  is  staved  ; 
All  my  help  from  thee  I  bring ; 

Cover  mv  defenceless  head 
With  the  shadow  of  thy  wing. 

3  Thou,  O  Christ !  art  all  I  u-ant ; 
More  than  all  in  thee  I  find ; 

Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  (aint. 

Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  bfind. 
Just  and  holy  is  thy  name, 

I  am  all  unrighteousness ; 
Vile  and  full  otsin  I  am, 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

4  Plenteous  grace  with  thee  is  found, 
Grace  to  nardon  all  my  sin ; 

Let  the  healing  streams  abound, 
Make  and  keep  me  pure  within ; 

Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art, 
Freely  let  mc  take  of  thee; 

Spring  thou  up  within  my  heart, 
Rise  to  all  eternity. 

Of  all  the  poems  written  by  Rev.  Charles 
Wesley  it  is  likely  now  that  tnis  one  would 
be  declared  his  noblest  and  best.  It  appears 
uniformly  in  the  collections  of  the  various 
Churches,  whatever  their  name  or  creed.  It 
was  composed  in  1740,  and  published  the 
same  year  in  Hymns  and  Stured  Poems,  One 
verse  is  usually  omitted  in  singing,  to  save 
space.  The  title  which  the  author  gave  to  k 
is  "In  Temptation."  Several  accounts  are 
jQ^iven  of  its  origin.    Some  say  that  a  meetiqg 
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Wesley  brothers  was  broken  up  by  a 
They  took  refuc;e  in  a  spring-house, 
the  poem  was  written  with  a  piece  of 
immered  into  a  sort  of  pencil.  So  it  is 
id  that  it  was  an  effusion  of  gratitude 
;e  of  their  providential  escape.  Others 
It  the  poet  was  at  one  time  sitting  at 
:n  casement  when  a  little  bird,  pursued 
hawk,  flew  in  and  took  refuge  in  the 
of  his  garment.  Caught  by  a  sugges- 
)  spiritual,  the  author  gave  the  incident 
emorial  in  sacred  song.  Biographers 
that   neither  of  these  stories  can  find 

The  imager)'  found  in  the  omitted 
A'ould  appear  to  show  an  allusion  in  its 
ent  or  language  to  the  attempt  of 
Peter  to  walk  on  the  Sea  of  Galilee, 
ost  people  would  find  enough  in  some 
Down  experiences  of  Wesley  on  the 
ic  for  his  suggestion. 
have  the  highest  authority  for  saying 
a  prophet  is  not  without  honor,  save  in 
n  countr)'  and  in  his  own  house."  It 
to  find  an  exception  to  this  rule.  So 
be  of  manifest  interest  to  us  now  to 
the  comments  of  The  Methodist  Hymn- 
ised  throughout  the  British  Empire,  as 
irs  upon  its  account  of  the  wonderful 
so  dear  to  us  all :  **  Charles  Wesley 
hymns  for  almost  every-  scene  and  cir- 
ance  of  life ;  but,  like  Watts,  Cowper, 
oplady,  he  had  his  masterpiece.  The 
of  glory  bestowed  on  Charles  Wesley 
i^h  honor  of  composing  the  finest  heart- 
in  the  English  tongue.  If  the  greatest 
of  the  cross  is  '  Rock  of  Ages,'  and  the 
St  hymn  of  providence  is  Cowper's 
moves  in  a  mysterious  way,'  and  the 
ist  battle-hymn  is  Martin  Luther's  '  God 
Refuge,'  then  it  may  be  said  that  the 
of  all  the  lays  of  holy  love  is  that  im- 
1  song,  'Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul.' 
hatever  may  be  said  of  Wesley's  doc- 
)f  perfect  holiness,  there  is  not  much 
that  he  attained  *  unto  perfection '  when 
ite  this  hymn.  It  is  happily  married, 
to  two  exquisite  tunes,  *  Refuge '  and 
yn,'  both  of  which  are  worthy  of  the 
e.  The  first  of  these  tunes  is  a  gem. 
me  central,  all-pervading  idea  of  this 
less  hymn  is  the  soul's  yearning  for  its 
ir. 

le  figures  of  speech  var\',  but  not  the 

It.     In  one  line  we  see  a  storm-tossed 

vc  cr)'ing  out  ff)r  shelter  until  the  tem- 

over.     in  another  line  we  see  a  timid, 

child  ncstlini(  in  its  mother's  arms, 
he  words  faltcrint,^  on  its  tongue,  *  Let 
thy  bosom  tly—  hanv^s  my  helpless  soul 


on  thee  !'  Two  lines  of  the  hymn  have  been 
breathed  fervently  and  often  out  of  bleeding 
hearts.  When  we  were  once  in  the  valley  of 
the  death-shade,  with  one  beautiful  child  in 
its  new-made  grave  and  the  other  threatened 
with  fatal  disease,  there  was  no  prayer  which 
we  uttered  oftener  than  this,  '  Leave,  ah 
leave  me  not  alone ;  still  support  and  comfort 
me.'  This  hymn  was  written  in  1739,  and 
printed  before  the  first  Methodist  society  was 
six  months  old.  We  do  not  doubt  that  tens 
of  thousands  of  other  bereaved  and  wounded 
hearts  have  cried  this  piercing  cry  out  of  the 
depths,  ••  Still  support  and  comfort  me.'  " 

To  these  incidents,  perhaps,  it  may  be  al- 
lowed to  add  two  more  belonging  to  the 
American  side  of  the  sea :  President  Finney 
was  walking  about  his  grounds  on  the  night 
just  before  his  death.  In  the  church  where 
he  had  been  preaching  for  almost  forty  years 
the  evening  ser\'ice  had  begun,  and  he  heard 
this  hymn  out  in  the  air  as  it  floated  to  him 
from  the  distance.  He  caught  up  so  familiar 
a  strain  easily,  and  sang  the  verses  w-ith  the 
choir  clean  on  to  its  end.  Before  the  next 
morning  he  was  in  heaven  singing  with  the 
saints. 

The  venerable  Dr.  George  Duffield  (author 
of  "  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus ")  once 
wrote  to  his  son  :  **  One  of  the  most  blessed 
days  of  my  life  was  when  I  found,  after  my 
harp  had  long  hung  on  the  willows,  that  I 
could  sing  again ;  that  a  new  song  was  put 
in  my  mouth;  and  when,  ere  ever  I  was 
aware,  I  was  singing,  *  Jesus,  lover  of  my 
soul.*  If  there  is  anything  in  Christian  ex- 
perience, of  joy  and  sorrow,  of  affliction  and 
prosperity,  of  life  and  death — that  hymn  is 
the  hymn  of  the  ages  !" 

676  ''Home  at  Last r  6s,  4^. 

Wk  are  but  stranj^ers  here, 

Heaven  is  our  home ; 
Earth  is  a  desert  drear, 

Heaven  is  our  home : 
Danger  and  sorrow  stand 
Round  us  on  every  hand, 
Heaven  is  our  Fatherland, 

Heaven  is  our  home. 

2  What  though  the  tempests  rage? 
Heaven  is  our  home; 

Short  is  our  pilgrimage. 

Heaven  is  our  home: 
And  Time's  wild  wintr>'  blast 
Soon  shall  be  overpast, 
We  shall  reach  home  at  last ; 

Heaven  is  our  home. 

3  There  at  our  Saviour's  side, 
Heaven  is  our  home; 

May  we  be  glorified ; 

Heaven  is  our  home : 
There  are  the  good  and  blest, 
Those  we  love  most  and  best. 
Grant  us  with  them  to  rest ; 

Heaven  is  our  home. 
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4  Grant  us  to  murmur  not, 

Heaven  is  our  home ; 
Whatever  our  earthly  lot, 

Heaven  is  our  home. 
Grant  us  at  last  to  stand 
There  at  thine  own  right  hand, 
Jesus,  in  Fatherland  : 

Heaven  is  our  home! 

The  author  of  this  familiar  hymn,  Rev. 
Thomas  Rawson  Taylor,  was  the  son  of  a 
Dissenting  minister  in  England.  He  was 
bom  in  Yorkshire,  May  9, 1807,  but  his  boy- 
hood was  spent  in  Bradford,  near  Leeds,  and 
in  Manchester.  He  was  for  a  year  a  clerk  in 
a  counting-house,  and  then  was  apprenticed 
to  a  printer  who  was  a  man  of  deep  piety. 
Three  years  later  he  began  his  studies  for  the 
ministr>%  and  in  1 830  he  was  ordained  to  the 
charge  of  a  chapel  in  Sheffield.  He  soon  de- 
veloped disease  of  the  lungs,  and  was  com- 
pelled to  resign  his  pastoral  work.  He  re- 
turned to  Bradford,  where  he  attempted  to 
assist  his  father  in  his  clerical  duties,  and  to 
teach  the  classics  in  Airedale  College ;  but 
his  strength  failed  rapidly,  and  he  died 
March  7,  1835.  This  hymn  was  written  dur- 
ing his  illness,  and  published  with  a  few  others 
in  his  Memoirs  the  year  after  his  death. 
The  present  version  differs  slightly  from  the 
original  one,  but  in  this  form  it  has  attained 
a  wide  popularity. 

Now  and  then  we  find  a  great  deal  of  in- 
struction in  a  single  word,  when  we  actually 
know  what  it  means.  In  the  affecting  reply 
of  the  patriarch  Israel  to  King  Pharaoh,  when 
he  asked  him,  **  How  old  art  thou  ?"  there  is 
this  statement :  "  The  days  of  my  pilgrimage 
are  one  hundred  and  thirty  years ;  few  and 
evil  have  the  days  of  the  years  of  my  life 
been,  and  have  not  attained  unto  the  days  of 
the  years  of  my  fathers,  in  the  days  of  their 
pilgrimage."  Twice  in  the  same  sentence  he 
calls  life  a  pili^rimage.  And  we  cannot 
hope  to  catch  the  full  significance  of  the  im- 
pressive figure  until  we  learn  the  exact 
nieaninv:^  of  the  word.  Now  everybody  thinks 
h'.'  can  define  it.  A  pilgrim  is  a  traveler ;  a 
pilgrimage  is  a  journey.  Very  well;  but  is 
that  all  ?  Does  every  one  who  takes  a  jour- 
ney go  on  a  pilgrimage  ?  The  Mussulman 
does,  when  he  starts  for  Mecca.  The  Jew  used 
to.  when  he  went  to  Jerusalem.  Let  us  look 
in  the  lexicon.  A  pilgrimage  is  "  a  journey 
for  religious  purposes,  to  a  place  esteemed 
holy."  It  is  a  journey  over  the  hills  of  the 
years,  for  a  purpose  most  hallowed,  to  a 
place  where  the  inhabitants  unceasingly  cry-, 
"  Holy.  holy,  holy,"  to  their  King.  *'  Thy 
statutes  have  been  my  songs  in  the  house  of 
my  pilgrimage."     Psalm  119:  54. 


Q77  Jesiis  is  mine.  6s, . 

Now  I  have  found  a  Friend ; 

Jesus  is  mine ; — 
His  love  shall  never  end ; 

iesus  is  mine; 
ough  earthly  joys  decrease, 
Though  earthly  friendships  cease, 
Now  1  have  lasting  peace : 
Jesus  is  mine. 

2  Thoug^h  I  jscTow  poor  and  old, 
lesus  IS  mine  ; 

Though  I  grow  faint  and  cold, 

Jesus  IS  mine : 
He  shall  my  wants  supply ; 
His  precious  blood  is  nigh, 
Naught  can  my  hope  destroy; 

Jesus  is  mine. 

3  When  earth  shall  pass  away — 
Jesus  is  mine; 

In  the  great  judgment  day — 

Jesus  is  mine: 
On  !  what  a  glorious  thing. 
Then  to  behold  my  King, 
On  tuneful  harp  to  sing, 

Jesus  is  mine. 

4  Father!  thy  name  I  bless; 
lesus  is  mine ; 

Thine  was  the  sovereign  grace ; 

Praise  shall  be  thine; 
Spirit  of  holiness ! 
Sealing  the  Father's  grace. 
Thou  mad'st  my  soulembrace 

Jesus,  as  mine. 

The  poem  before  us  was  privately  print 
in  1852  by  its  author,  Henry  Joy  McCrack 
Hope,  who  was  born  near  Belfast,  Ireland, 
1809.  Few  details  in  regard  to  his  persoi 
history  can  be  obtained  biyond  the  fact  tl 
he  was  a  bookbinder,  and  was  employed  I 
many  years  by  the  Messrs.  Chambers, 
Dublin.  His  death  occurred  at  Shanemago 
ston,  Dunadr)*,  County  Antrim,  IreTai 
January  19,  1872. 
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Close  to  God. 

Nkarer,  O  God,  to  thee  I 
Hear  thou  our  prayer; 

Ev'n  though  a  heavy  cross 
Fainting  we  bear. 

Still  all  our  prayer  shall  be 

Nearer,  O  ood,  to  thee. 
Nearer  to  thee ! 

2  If,  where  they  led  the  Lord, 
We  too  are  borne. 

Planting  our  steps  in  his, 

Weary  and  worn ; 
There  even  let  us  be 
Nearer,  O  God,  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  thee ! 

3  If  thou  the  cup  of  pain 
Givest  to  drink. 

Let  not  the  trembling  Up 

From  the  draught  shnnk  ; 
So  by  our  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  O  God,  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  thee  I 

4  Though  the  great  battle  rage 
Hotly  around, 

Still  where  our  Captain  fights 

Let  us  be  found ; 
Through  toils  and  strife  to  be 
Nearer,  O  God.  to  thee. 
Nearer  to  thee ! 
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5  And  when  thou,  Lord,  once  more 

Glorious  shalt  come, 
Oh,  for  a  dwelling-place 

III  thy  bright  home ! 
Through  alleternity 
Nearer,  O  God,  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  thee ! 

excellent  piece  was  written  for  Morell 
\\s  Psaiff IS  and  Hymns,  1864.  It  bears 
ne  of  Bishop  William  Walsham  How. 
of  the  British  hymnals,  into  which  it 
pied,  it  is  styled,  **  A  paraphrase  of 
dams*  hymn,  expressing  more  defi- 
hristian  faith,  and  better  adapted  for 
Rational  worship."  The  one  weakness 
lit  of  the  hymn  beginning,  "  Nearer, 
1.  to  thee,"  is  found  in  the  continuing 
I  the  whole  line  of  stanzas  fhe  figure 
d's  vision  at  Bethel.     The  singular  ad- 

of  this  one.  which  is  better  in  ever>' 
ar,  is  found  in  the  fact  that  it  never  so 
s  mentions  the  figure ;  but  traces  the 
in  experience  in  following  the  Lord 
n  his  earthly  history  of  Calvary  and 
nane  trials,  and  in  his  triumphs  of 
ling  death,  and  sings  out  the  hope  of 
ing  to  receive  his  disciples  to  himself 
ather's  house  he  promised.  How  such 

can  be  called  "  a  paraphrase  "  of  the 
asses  understanding. 

The  IValk  7v%th  God.  6s,  4s. 

Walking  with  thee,  my  God, 

Saviour  benign, 
Daily  confer  on  nie 

Converse  divine : 
Jesus,  in  thee  restored, 
Brother  and  blessed  Lord, 

Let  it  be  mine. 

2  Walking  with  thee,  my  God, 
Like  as  a  child 

Leans  on  his  father's  strength, 

Crossing  the  wild; 
And  by  the  way  is  taught 
Lessons  of  holy  thought, 

Faith  undefilecl. 

3  Walking  in  reverence 
Humbly  with  thee, 

Vet  from  all  abject  fear 

Lovingly  free : 
Evil  as  a  friend  with  friend, 
Cheere<l  to  the  journey's  end, 

WalkitiK  with  thee. 

piece,  composed  by  George  Rawson, 
t  published  in  the  Supplemental  Hymns, 
)x,  A  lion  compiled  for  the  Congrega- 
hurches  in  England,  1868.    From  that 

was  chosen  for  Lauiles  Domini.  It 
lo  pretension  in  its  humble  way;  but 
t  has  a  singular  value,  found   in  the 

meets  as  a  representative  of  the  text : 
Enoch    walked   with   God."     Genesis 


Genesis  28 :  10-22.  6s,  4&. 

Nrarbr,  my  God,  to  thee. 

Nearer  to  thee  I 
Ev'n  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me! 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee. 

Nearer  to  thee! 

a  Though,  like  k  wanderer, 

The  sun  gone  down, 
Darkness  be  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone. 
Vet  m  my  dreams  I  'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee. 

Nearer  to  thee ! 

3  There  let  the  way  appear. 
Steps  unto  heaven  : 

All  that  thou  sendest  me, 

In  mercy  given ; 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee ! 

4  Then,  with  my  waking  thoughts 
Bright  with  thy  praise. 

Out  of  my  stony  griefs 

Bethel  I 'II  raise - 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee ! 

The  author  of  this  justly  celebrated  hymn. 
Mrs.  Sarah  Flower  Adams,  was  the  second 
daughter  of  Benjamin  Flower,  for  a  long  time 
editor  and  proprietor  of  The  Cambridge  In- 
telligencer. She  was  bom  at  Harlow,  Essex, 
England,  February  22,  1805.  Her  taste  for 
literature  as  well  as  her  fondness  for  com- 
position, in  both  prose  and  verse,  was  evinced 
c^uite  early  in  her  life.  In  1834  she  was  mar- 
ried to  William  Bridges  Adams,  an  engineer 
by  profession,  and  widely  known  as  a  man  of 
scientific  and  literary  attainments.  Her  life 
was  a  very  happy  one  in  this  relation.  The 
death  of  her  sister,  Eliza  Flower,  in  1847  sen- 
sibly affected  her  health  and  spirits,  and  she 
gradually  sank  under  the  strain  of  trial  during 
the  succeeding  two  years,  and  died  August 
14,  1848.  She  was  buried  in  Foster  Street 
Cemetery,  near  Harlow. 

The  pastor  of  this  estimable  lady  was  the 
Rev.  William  Johnston  Fox,  known  as  the 
founder  of  the  Westminster  Reriew.  He 
was  an  Independent,  usually  classed  among 
the  Unitarians,  and  bv  some  considered  a 
Deist  rather  than  a  rationalist.  This  fact,  and 
also  the  fact  that  her  father  was  a  ver>'  liberal 
writer,  have  availed  to  place  this  author 
among  Unitarians  ;  but  in  her  later  years  she 
is  said  to  have  become  a  Baptist.  Though 
her  other  writings  are  reported  as  having  been 
much  read,  poems  and  art  criticisms  having 
been  consiclered  quite  valuable,  nothing  has 
come  across  the  sea  into  popular  recognition 
except  this  piece,  which  is  indeed  more  a 
poem  than  a  hymn.     It  first  appeared  in  the 
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volume  published  by  her  pastor,  entitled 
Hymns  and  Anthems,  1841.  To  this  Mrs. 
Adams  contributed    no    less    than   thirteen 

Cms.  and  her  sisier  sixty-two  tunes.  This 
.  in  is  a  descriptive  and  imaginative  accom- 
modation of  the  story  of  Jacob's  dream  at 
Bethel ;  it  has  too  manv  verses  to  be  sung  at 
a  time,  and  yet  one  find^s  the  task  exceedingly 
awkward  to  make  a  selection  of  stanzas  with- 
out a  break  in  the  sentiment.  The  compilers 
of  The  BaplisI  Hymn-Book.  published  in 
l-'n^land.  did  not  relish  so  conspicuous  an 
omission  of  all  evangelical  ascription  or  ad- 
dress to  the  Saviour,  and  caused  that  one 
more  verse  should  be  added  by  the  Rev.  A. 
T.  Russell,  commencing,  "  Christ  alone  bear- 
eth  me." 


On  bended  kne 


II  my  pniver  si 
me.OCfirial 


4  Then  shall  my  liles)  breath 

Whisper  thy  praise. 
This  be  Ihe  partinic  cry 

My  han  shall  niie: 
'"^'-  — '"  Mb  pmyer  shall  be— 
e,0  Christ,  to  Ihee. 


This  still 
Morrk) 
Mntc 


When  we  look  upon  one  of  our  favorite 
authors  in  ihe  light  only  of  a  writer  of  reli- 
gious poetr>'  we  are  apt  io  give  an  illustration 
of  what  has  sometimes  been  called  "  the  love 
of  investiiiire."  We  invest  the  hymn  we  arc 
fond  of  with  all  the  excellences  of  the  author. 
Those  who  have  read  Stc/ifiiitf;  Hearenward 
and  The  F/in.;-r  0/  th.-  Family  will  not  need 
to  ha\'e  been  personally  acquainted  with  the 
ladv  who  wrote  iheni  in  <irder  to  give  her  the 
highest  and  heartit'sl  regard. 

Mrs.  Klizabelh  I'ayson  Prentiss  was  the 
daughter  of  Rev.  Dr.  Edward  I'ayson.  whose 
bioyraphv  is  in  all  our  homes  and  whose 
fame  has  gone  over  the  world.  She  was 
b<)rn  in  i'orttand.  Me..  Dctober  26.  1818. 
Those  who  knrw  her  inlim.Uely  are  wont  to 
speak  of  her  exquisitely  trained  mind,  her  fine 


literary  taste,  and  her  intensely  sympatbetic 
religious  feeling.  She  became  the  wife  o( 
Rev,  George  L.  Prentiss,  D.  D..  at  the  lime  be 
was  a  pastor,  in  1845.  He  is  now  a  profes- 
sor in  the  Union  Theological  S«iniiuiiy  «* 
New  York  city.  This  hymn  was  printea  oo 
aslipin  1869.  and  came  prominently  into  ito- 
tice  the  next  year  as  a  favorite  in  all  the  won- 
derful meetings  of  the  revival  which  swept 
over  the  land  and  the  world.  Mrs.  Preotiss 
was  never  \-ery  robust  in  health,  and  fre- 
quently an  invalid.  She  died  at  her  siinuna 
residence  in  Dorset.  Vt.,  August  13,  1878. 

eS2  •■Au-aytheykHtv.-nol."  «t,4L 

Saviol-r!  [follow  on, 

Guided  by  thee. 
Seeing  not  yet  the  hand 

Thai  leadeih  me : 
Hushed  be  my  bean  and  Mill, 
Fearlnofunheiill: 
Only  to  meet  Ibv  wUl 

My  will  shall  be. 


1  Riven 


Jnlybeliever' 

ten  10  Mirah'a  brink 

■ve  I  been  brougfal ; 

--0  drink. 


Shrinking  (he. 
Hel[)[hovci 


.ses 


*  Cl^wi 
Led  by  thy 


Coiutantly  nar  thv  side, 

Dviii^orhi^  who  died 
Frwlrtotrac! 
From  Appleton's  Cyclopedia  of  American 
Biography  these  data  are  obtained :  Rev. 
Charles  Seymour  Robinson,  U,  D.,  LL.  U., 
was  bum  in  Bennington.  Vt..  March  31, 1829. 
He  was  educated  at  Williams  College,  and 
studied  theology  for  a  year  in  New  York  city, 
finishing  his  course  at  Princeton,  N.  J.  He 
was  ordained  to  the  ministry,  April  19,  1855, 
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In  this  annotation  it  is  not  worth  while  to 
mention  the  religious  and  literary  volumes 
this  writer  has  published.  It  can  be  of  inter- 
est only  that  the  somewhat  unusual  amount 
of  his  work  in  the  line  of  hymnology  should 
be  Slated.  Sony's  of  Ihi'  Church  was  issued 
in  1862  ;  Sonei  Jor  tht  Sanctuary,  1865  ; 
Psalms  and  Hymns,  now  the  official  hymnal 
of  the  Southern  Presbyterian  Church.  1875; 
and  that  same  year  for  the  American  Sunday- 
School  Union,  Ca/rary  SonjfS.  In  1878  ap- 
peared Spiritual  Songs  for  Church  <ind 
Choir ;  in  1884  Laudes  Domini,  and  in  1892 
The  New  Laudes  Domini.  Others  for 
prayer-meeting  and  Sunday-school,  ten  or 
fifteen  in  all,  luve  also  been  added  to  the  list 
along  the  years,  and  several  collections  com- 
piled for  other  denominations. 
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and  became  pastor  of  the  Park  Presbyterian 
Church  in  Troy,  N.  Y.  In  i860  he  was 
called  to  the  First  Presbyterian  Church  in 
Brooklyn,  where  he  remained  pastor  until 
1868.  At  that  lime  he  became  the  minister 
of  the  American  Chapel  in  Paris,  establishing 
the  organic  Church  there  by  the  union  of  ihe 
Christian  denominations  in  the  French  capi- 
tal. Coming  home  in  1870.  he  assumed  the 
pastoral  care  of  the  Madison  Avenue  Presby- 
terian Church  in  New  York  cily ;  there  he 
labored  for  s<'Vfnteen  years,  resigning  in  1887 
to  go  into  liicrar)-  work.  He  was  editor  of 
The  Christian  Weekly  in  1877.  and  of  Every 
Thursdtty  in  1890.  He  received  the  degree 
of  n.  U,  from  H.imilton  College.  1867,  and 
thai  of  LL.  1).  from  Lafayette,  1885.  After 
some  years  of  bmik-making  and  newspaper 
work,  l)r.  Robinson  rciurnedto  the  pastorate; 
he  was  engaged  in  the  Thirteenth  Street 
Presbyterian  Church,  in  New  York  cily,  re- 
signing Ihe  Lharye  in  1893.  He  is  now  the 
pastor  of  the  New  York  Presbyterian  Church 
in  New  York  1  ity. 


„J^"-?« 


ord.  from  Ih' 


Picadine  forme. 
My  InbLr  Bilh  IdoIcii  iip. 

Jmus,  Io  th« : 
Help  me  Ihe  croM  In  beat. 
Thy  wandroiu  love  declare, 

Sonet  hmg  fm  Ihce. 
3  Give  me  a  bilhful  hean— 

Likenos  Io  Ihee. 
That  each  depaningday 


Thy  gifts  m  free- 
In  toy,  In  Kneflh.miRh  life. 


that  his  name  should  be  announced  as 
Rev.  S,  nr>-den  Phelps,  and  that  in  all  fur- 
ther use  of  the  piece  in  hj'mnals  of  the 
churches  the  third  line  of  the  second  stanza 
should  be  made  10  read.  "  L'pward  in  faith  I 
look."  and  the  fourth  line  of  the  last  verse 
should  also  be  made  to  read.  "  My  Lord,  for 
thee."  These  changes  have  been  suggested 
by  his  own  taste,  and  it  is  evidently  proper 
that  they  should  be  heeded.  But  they  cannot 
now  be  introduced  into  the  publicaiions  al- 
readi^  in  use.  for  they  would  destroy  the  uni- 
formity in  singing. 
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K«pu! 


Holvja 


[ions,  clearer  KkIiU, 
fach  the  promiF— •  ~ 
l  day  hv  da>- 


Rev.  William  W'alsham  How.  D.  D..  is 
the  author  of  this  piece.  One  wonders 
whether  the  composers  of  lyric  poetry  oo  At 
other  side  o(  the  ocean,  consciously  w 
unconsciously,  are  gliding  into  the  refniti 
in  their  forms  of  expression.  Here  we  haw 
a  text,"  Narrow  is  the  way  which  leadedi 
unto  life."  Matthew  7  :  14.  thrown  into  the 
last  line  of  each  of  these  stanzas.  The  miod 
loves  to  be  caught  with  the  recurrence  of  a 
sentiment  thus.  The  hjmn  is  very  popular 
wherever  it  is  known ;  it  was  first  published 
in  Morell  and  How's  Psalms  anil  ffymms, 
1854. 


Rev.  S.  Drj-den  Phelps.  T).  1 )..  was  bom  at 
Sufheld.  Conn..  May  [j,  1816.  t;raduated  at 
Brown  University  in  1844,  and  soon  after- 
ward entered  the  ministry-.  His  first  charge 
was  over  the  First  Haptisl  Church.  New 
Ha\'en.  Conn.,  where  he  remained  tuenty- 
cight  years.  In  1876  he  became  the  pastor  of 
the  Jefferson  Street  JIaptist  Church  in  I'rov- 
idence.  K.  I..and  also  the  editor  of  The  Chris- 
tian Seintary.  published  in  Hartford. 

This  hymn  was  written  in  1862.  and  was 
earliest  published  in  Tlu  W'althmnn  and 
Ri-flfctor.  It  has  had  a  <leser\-edly  wide  cir- 
culation in  many  lands,  being  really  one  of 
the  l>est  that  ever  fotmd  its  way  out  of  the 
Sunday- School  collections  into  the  more 
stately  senices  of  the  house  of  God.  It  is 
known  e\erj-wherc  now.  and  has  been  help- 
ful to  all  thechildrfn  of  the  kingdom,  having 
different  names,  but  om-  heart. 


KK,  thv  >-hl1cllV1I  KUx't*  Mill   k«p, 

(he  patliway  iiiujili  aiiil  in«1> 


tii^ri  my  Saviour  icaa  niv  song. 
Then  my  soul  was  iA\fi  with  love ; 
h*jsc  were  happy,  golden  iU>'b, 
*«tly  spent  m  piaycr  and  prabe. 

LiUlelhouithi  of  Satan's  power; 


Bid  my  dying  hope?^  re^'ive; 
Make  my  wounded  spiril  whole, 

Fat  away  the  temMer  drive: 
Speak  the  word  and  «cl  me  free. 

In  the  Olnty  Hymns,  l^^%  there  is  one 
poem  by  Rev.  John  Newton  beginning  widi 
the  hne,  "  Sa\iour.  shine,  and  cheer  my  souL" 
From  this  have  been  chosen  the  \'erses  which 
make  up  the  familiar  hymn  before  us.  Like 
most  of  the  heart-songs' of  this  beloved  singer 
in  the  church,  this  piece  records  a  season  of 
personal  experience. 
Q8S  Acknoaledgmmt.  ;>,  <!. 


Dark  as  midnight's  gimmv  ihravd : 
Btii,  when  fearlt  at  ihe  h%hl. 

t»u<  •oniRi,  and  nil  is  ligtil : 
Ivssfd  JMus !  hid  me  i>how 
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3  Oft  the  nights  of  sorrow  reign— 
Weeping,  sickness,  signing,  pain ; 
But  a  night  thine  anger  barns — 
Morning  comes,  and  ioy  returns  : 
God  of  comforts  !  bid  me  show 
To  thy  poor  how  much  I  owe. 

Robert  Murray  McCheyne  is  the  author 
liymn.  He  published  a  poem  entitled 
Debtor,"  in  the  Scottish  Christian 
May  20,  1837,  the  first  line  of  which 
A'hen  this  passing  world  is  done." 
his  the  verses  usually  sung  in  the 
in  churches  were  compiled, 
luthor  was  born  in  Edinburgh,  Scot- 
ay  21.  1 81 3,  and  educated  at  the  Uni- 
here.  In  July,  1835,  he  was  licensed  to 
and,  November  24,  1836,  he  was  or- 
is pastor  over  the  congregation  of  St. 
whurch,  Dundee.  In  1839  he  went  to 
e  as  one  of  a  deputation  from  the 
;rian  General  Assembly  on  a  "  Mission 
r)'  to  the  Jews." 

Delo\  ed  man  was  famous  without  sus- 

the  reach  of  his  reputation ;  for  he 

led  for  his  spirituality  and  heavenly- 

less  beyond  most  of  his  generation. 

those  who  knew  him  spoke  of  him 

ately  as  the  **  saintly  "  pastor  at  Dun- 

i  was  converted  early  by  the  death  of 

'   brother :   this  awakened  him  to  a 

his  ruin  as  a  sinner,  and  the  awful- 

lyinvj  when  one's  peace  had  not  been 

ith  (iod.     This  brother  found  at  the 

3eac  e  of  a  perfect  trust  in  the  Saviour ; 

months  of  this  sickness  he  suffered 

ig{)nic.->  of  penitence  and  remorse,  of 

md  fear.     The  piety  of  that  day  in 

.  was  of  a  low  type.     It  was  reported 

tudents  in  the  I^ivinity  Hall,  though 

i  Dr.  Chalmers  and  Dr.  Welsh  to  be 

chers.  that  they  *'  broke  the  Sabbath, 

and  played  cards."     But  the  young 

ne  kept  on  reading  Legh  Richmond's 

reminiscences  of  Henr\'  Martyn,  pray- 

i  and  subduing  self,  and  so  held  on 

towards  holiness.    His  biography  has 

owcr  for  good  f)vcr  the  whole  world. 

at  Dundee,  not  long  after  his  return 

Holy  Land.  March  25.  1843.  He  was 

t  with  labors  oft.     His   soul  was  so 

with  zeal  that  even  his  physical  frame 

turning  away  uikUt  the  flame  of  it. 

sdad  at  la^t  to  v:o;  he  cried  out  as  he 

ly  soul  is  cscajK-d  as  a  bird  out  of  the 

the  fowler ;  the  snare  is  broken,  and 

aped  !"■ 


Though  he  send,  for  plenty,  want, 
Though  the  harvest  store  be  scant. 
Yet  we  rest  upon  his  love. 
Seeking  better  things  above. 

a  What  our  Father  does  is  well ; 
Shall  the  willful  heart  rebel  ? 
If  a  blessing  he  withhold 
In  the  field,  or  in  the  fold, 
Is  it  not  himself  to  be 
All  our  store  eternally  ? 

%  What  our  Father  does  is  well : 
May  the  thought  within  us  dwell ; 
Though  nor  milk  nor  honey  flow 
In  our  barren  Canaan  now, 
God  can  save  us  in  our  need, 
God  can  bless  us,  God  can  feed. 

4  Therefore  unto  him  we  raise 
Hymns  of  gIor>',  songs  of  praise; 
To  the  Fatner,  and  the  Son, 
And  the  Spirit,  Three  in  One, 
Honor,  mitrht,  and  glor>-  be. 
Now,  and  through  eternity ! 

This  is  presented  to  us  as  a  translation  by 
Sir  Henry  Williams  Baker  in  Hymns,  An- 
cient ana  Modtrn,  1 86 1.  The  original  Ger- 
man piece,  "  Was  Gott  thut  das  ist  wohlge- 
than,"  was  composed  by  Benjamin  Schmoick 
and  published  in  his  Schmuck  und  Asche, 
1717,  and  subsequently  in  his  Freuden-Oel  in 
Traurigkeit,  Breslau,  1720.  It  was  entitled 
**  The  Contented  Heart  in  a  Scanty  Harvest." 
The  doxology  is  the  work  of  the  translator. 
Rev.  Benjamin  Schmoick  was  a  Silesian,  born 
December  21,  1672,  and  one  of  the  most 
popular  poets  of  Germany.  He  became  pas- 
tor in  Brauchitzchdorf,  and  died  on  the  anni- 
versary of  his  wedding,  Februar\'  12,  1737. 
He  wTOtc  many  excellent  hymns,  with  a  wide 
reach  of  subjects,  and  characterized  by  deep 
devotion  and  piety. 


"//  /' 


//.'• 


7s,  61. 


\Vh  \t  out  I-'atli.  r  (|o«s  is  well  ; 
Blc>.sctl  truth  111-.  (  li.I.lirii  icll  : 


''Give  us  thy  peacer  79, 61 

Lord  of  mercy  and  of  might, 

God  and  Father  of  us  alT, 
Lord  of  day,  and  Lord  of  night, 

Listen  to  our  solemn  call : 
Listen,  whilst  to  thee  we  raise 
Songs  of  prayer  and  songs  of  praise. 

a  Shed  within  our  hearts,  oh.  shed 
Thine  own  Spirit's  living  flame — 

Love  for  all  whom  thou  hast  made, 
Love  for  all  who  love  thv  name : 

Young  and  old  together  bfess, 

Clothe  our  souls  with  righteousness. 

3  Father,  give  to  us  thy  peace : 

May  our  life  on  earth  be  blest ; 
When  our  trials  here  shall  cease. 

May  we  enter  into  rest- 
Rest  within  our  home  above. 
Thee  to  praise,  and  thee  to  love. 

This  piece  appears  as  No.  1 199  in  the  Sup- 
plement to  the  Congregational  Hymn-Book, 
published  by  the  Congregational  Union  of 
jBngland  and  Wales,  1868.  It  has  there  no 
name  attached  to  it ;  onlv  the  reference  to 
James   1:17:   **  Ever)*  good   gift  and  every 
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perfect  gift  is  from  above,  and  cometh  down 
from  the  Father  of  lights."  From  this  source 
it  was  copied  for  Laudes  Domini,  in  1884, 
and  issued  as  anonymous.  Subsequently  we 
found  it  credited  to  Bishop  Heber,  and  with- 
out much  thought  added  his  name  in  the 
edition  of  1887.  But  Heber's  hymn,  com- 
mencing with  the  same  line,  is  far  different 
from  this  in  theme,  construction,  and  meter^ 
and  is  included  in  another  division  of  the 
book.  Who  wrote  the  one  now  before  us 
we  cannot  tell.  It  is  not  so  much  as  men- 
tioned in  the  Dictionary  of  Hymnology,  nor 
in  English  Hymns. 


''Where  is  the  blessedness:'  C.  M. 

Sweet  was  the  time  when  first  I  felt 
The  Saviour's  pardoning  blood 

Applied  to  cleanse  my  soul  from  guilt, 
And  bring  me  home  to  God. 

2  Soon  as  the  mom  the  light  revealed, 
His  praises  tuned  my  tongue; 

And^  when  the  evening  shade  prevailed, 
His  love  was  all  my  song. 

3  In  prayer,  my  love  drew  near  the  Lord, 
And  saw  his  glor^'  shine; 

And  when  I  read  his  holy  word, 
I  called  each  promise  mine. 

4  Now,  when  the  evening  shade  prevails. 
My  soul  in  darkness  mourns ; 

And  when  the  mom  the  light  reveals, 
No  light  to  me  returns. 

5  Rise,  Saviour  !  help  me  to  prevail, 
And  make  my  soul  thy  care ; 

1  know  thy  mercy  cannot  fail, 
Let  me  that  mercy  share. 

Once  more  we  are  let  into  the  heart  of 
Rev.  John  Newton's  deepest  experience. 
There  must  have  been  seasons  in  wnich  this 
man.  once  a  profligate,  felt  the  rush  over  him 
of  his  old  passions,  bearing  him  down  with 
an  overwhelming  power.  Paul  cried  out  un- 
der the  same  conflict  (Romans  7  :  22-24),  and 
longed  for  deliverance.  The  piece  is  found 
in  the  Oinrv  Hymns,  1 779 ;  it  is  No.  43  in 
Book  I.  There  it  has  eight  stanzas,  and  re- 
fers to  Job  29 :  2  :  "  Oh,  that  I  were  as  in 
months  past !  "  There  is  no  relief  from  the 
stress  save  in  the  importunate  prayer :  "  Rise, 
Saviour !  help  me  to  prevail." 

090  *'li'hat  houtly  dangets."'  CM. 

Ai.As!  what  htmrly  dangers  rise! 

What  snarfs  beset  mv  way  ! 
T<»  heaven,  oh.  let  me  lift  mine  e>es, 

And  hourly  watch  and  pray. 

2  How  oft  my  mournfulthoughts  complain 
.\iul  melt  in  flowing  tears! 

Mv  weak  resistance,  ah,  how  vain  ! 
How  strtmg  my  f(.>es  and  tears  ! 

3  0  gracious  G<m1  !  in  whom  I  live. 
My  feeble  efforts  aid  : 

Heln  me  t<i  watth.  aiiti  pray,  and  strive, 
TnouKh  trembling  and  afraid. 


4  Increase  my  faith,  increase  my  hope, 
When  foes  and  fears  prevail ; 

And  hear  my  Minting  spirit  up« 
Or  soon  my  stren^h  will  &1I. 

5  Oh,  keep  me  in  thy  heavenly  way, 
And  bid  the  tempter  fleet 

And  let  me  never,  never  stray 
From  happiness  and  thee. 

In  Miss  Anne  Steele's  book  of  Pcems^ 
published  in  1 760  under  the  name  of  "  Thco- 
dosia,"  this  piece  appeared  with  the  title 
"Watchfulness  and  Prayer."  It  was  in- 
spired by  Christ's  command.  "  Watch  and 
pray,  that  ye  enter  not  into  temptation."  and 
IS  a  petition  for  divine  help  in  tne  daily  war- 
fare against  sin.  An  old  picture  represents 
the  Christian  in  three  attitudes.  He  is 
represented  as  a  little  child,  and  upon  his  lips 
are  the  words,  **  I  learn,"  He  is  represented 
as  a  laborer,  with  spade  in  hand,  and  upoo 
his  lips  are  the  words,  *'  I  work."  He  is 
represented  as  a  soldier,  clad  in  armor,  and 
his  motto  is.  **  I  fight."  Such  a  life  is  to  be 
that  of  each  follower  of  Christ.  Sittii^  at 
the  feet  of  Jesus,  he  must  seek  divine  in- 
struction in  Holy  Scripture.  W^ith  all  dili- 
gence he  must  work  the  w*orks  of  him  that 
sent  him.  He  must  likewise  be  a  soldier, 
and  war  a  good  warfare. 

A  story  is  told  of  an  old  man  who  lived 
long  ago ;  forcible  was  the  way  in  which  he 
spoke  of  the  struggles  he  had  to  carry  on.  A 
friend  asked  him  the  cause  of  his  complaints, 
since  in  the  evening  he  so  often  complained 
of  great  weariness  and  pain.  **Alas,"  an- 
swered he,  **  I  have  every  aay  so  much  to  do ; 
I  have  two  falcons  to  tame,  two  hares  to 
keep  from  running  away,  two  hawks  U> 
manage,  a  serpent  to  confine,  a  lion  to  chain, 
and  a  sick  man  to  tend  and  wait  upon.** 
"  Why,  this  is  only  folly,"  said  the  friend  ;  "no 
man  has  all  these  things  to  do  at  once." 
••  Yet,  indeed,"  he  answered,  "  it  is  with  roc 
as  1  have  said.  The  two  falcons  are  my  two 
eyes,  which  I  must  diligently  p^tiard.  lest 
something  should  please  them  which  may  be 
hurtful  to  my  salvation ;  the  two  hares  are  my 
feet,  which  I  must  hold  back,  lest  they  should 
run  after  evil  objects  and  walk  in  the  ways  of 
sin  ;  the  two  hawks  are  my  two  hands,  whidi 
I  must  train  and  keep  to  work,  in  order  that 
I  may  be  able  to  provide  for  myself  and  for 
my  brethren  who  are  in  need ;  the  serpent  is 
my  tongue,  which  I  must  always  keep  m  with 
a  bridle,  lest  it  should  speak  anythin|^  un- 
seemly; the  lion  is  my  heart,  with  which  I 
have  to  maintain  a  continual  fight,  in  order 
that  vanity  and  pride  may  not  fill  it,  but  that 
the  grace  of  (lod  may  dwell  and  work  thm; 
the  sick  man  is  my  own  body,  which  is 
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needing  my  watchfulness  and  care.  All  this 
daily  wears  out  my  strength."  The  friend 
listened  with  wonder,  and  then  said  :  **  Dear 
brother,  if  all  men  labored  and  struggled 
after  this  manner,  the  times  would  be  better, 
and  more  according  to  the  will  of  God." 


I  ''Nearer  to  thee."  C.  M. 

Oh,  could  I  find,  from  day  to  day, 

A  nearness  to  my  God, 
Then  would  my  hours  glide  sweet  away 

While  leaning  on  his  word. 

2  Lord,  I  desire  with  thee  to  live 
Anew  from  dav  to  day, 

In  joys  the  world  can  never  give, 
Nor  ever  take  away. 

3  Blest  Jesus,  come  and  rule  my  heart, 
And  make  me  wholly  thine, 

That  I  may  never  more  depart, 
Nor  grieve  thy  love  divine. 

4  Thus,  till  my  last  expiring  breath, 
Thy  goodness  I  '11  aaore ; 

And  when  my  frame  dissolves  in  death, 
My  soul  shall  love  thee  more. 

The  authorship  of  this  hymn  was  traced  by 
S.  Dr>'den  Phelps,  of  Hartford,  Conn.,  to 
Benjamin  Cleveland,  of  whom  very  little  is 
known.  He  is  said  to  have  been  bom  in 
Windham,  Conn.,  in  1733,  but  moved  from 
Connecticut  to  Nova  Scotia  after  the  expul- 
sion of  the  Acadians,  and  died  there  at  Wolf- 
ville  in  181 1.  This  hymn  originally  had  six 
stanzas,  which  were  published  in  an  altered 
form  in  the  Hartford  Selection,  1799.  Mr. 
Cleveland  is  supposed  to  have  been  an 
American  Baptist,  and  a  small  book  of  his 
hymns  was  issued  in  1790  in  Norwich,  but 
this  seems  to  be  the  only  one  which  has  re- 
mained in  common  use. 

692  GodTs  plan  for  us.  C.  M.  61. 

Father,  I  know  that  all  my  life 

Is  |X)rtioned  out  for  me  ; 
The  changes  that  will  surely  come 

I  do  not  fear  to  see : 

1  ask  thee  for  a  present  mind, 
Intent  on  pleasing  thee. 

2  I  ask  thee  for  a  thoughtful  love. 
Through  constant  watching  wise. 

To  meet  the  glad  with  joyful  smiles, 

And  wipe  the  weepini^  eyes  ; 
A  heart  at  leisure  from  itself 

To  soothe  and  sympathize. 

3  I  would  not  have  the  restless  will 
That  hurries  to  and  fro, 

Seeking  for  some  great  thing  to  do. 

Or  secret  thing  tfj  knf>w  : 
I  would  be  treated  as  a  child. 

And  guided  where  I  go. 

4  I  ask  thee  for  the  daily  strength, 
To  none  that  ask  denied, 

A  mind  to  bk-nd  with  outward  life. 

While  keeping  at  thy  side  ; 
Content  to  fill  a  little  space, 

If  thou  be  glorifiefl. 

Familiar  as  this  hymn  is,  we  never  tire  of 
it.     It  is  such  a  rest  to  feel  that  the  planning 


of  one's  life  is  left  to  omnipotent  direction, 
and  that  with  God's  guidance  all  the  lions  in 
the  way  may  be  overcome.  Miss  Anna 
Laetitia  Waring,  the  author,  was  bom  at 
Neath,  Glamorganshire,  South  Wales,  in 
1820,  where,  according  to  the  only  informa- 
tion obtainable,  she  is  still  living.  She  has 
written  many  beautiful  songs,  which  are  in 
general  use  on  both  sides  of  the  sea,  and  it  is 
from  her  Hymns  and  Meditations,  1850,  that 
the  present  piece  is  taken.  There  it  has  eight 
stanzas  of  six  lines  each,  and  is  entitled  "  My 
times  are  in  thy  hand."  Though  critics  com- 
plain of  the  faultiness  of  the  rhythm,  yet  in 
Anglican  Hymnolqgy  it  has  been  deemed 
worthy  a  place  as  a  Third  Rank  hymn  of  the 
future. 


•  *  A  pierced  Hand. "  CM. 

When,  wounded  sore,  the  stricken  soul 

Lies  bleeding  and  unbound. 
One  only  hanoi  a  pierced  hand. 

Can  heal  the  sinner's  wound. 

2  When  sorrow  swells  the  laden  breast, 
And  tears  of  anguish  flow, 

One  only  heart,  a  oroken  heart, 
Can  feel  the  sinner's  woe. 

3  When  penitence  has  wept  in  vain 
Over  some  foul,  dark  spot. 

One  only  stream,  a  stream  of  blood, 
Can  wash  away  the  blot. 

4  'T  is  Jesus'  blood  that  washes  white, 
His  hand  that  brings  relief; 

His  heart  that  's  touched  with  all  our  J03rs, 
And  feeleth  for  our  grief. 

5  Lift  up  thy  bleeding  hand,  O  Lordl 
Unseal  that  cleansing  tide ; 

We  have  no  shelter  from  our  sin 
But  in  thy  wounded  side. 

We  welcome  here  another  of  the  Hymns, 
Descriptive  and  Devotional,  which  Mrs.  Ce- 
cil Frances  Alexander  published  in  1858.  It 
is  a  curious,  but  most  effective,  impression 
which  is  produced  upon  our  minds  by  the 
thought  tnat  the  hand  which  punishes  our 
transgressions,  and  inflicts  our  disciplines,  is 
the  very  hand  that  was  pierced  on  tnc  cross 
to  secure  our  pardon,  and  to  comfort  us  with 
sympathy  and  help.  Christ  is  the  only  Sa- 
viour. 


004  All  for  Jesus. 

Takr  my  life,  and  let  it  be 
Consecrated,  Lord,  to  thee. 
Take  my  hands,  and  let  them  move 
At  the  impulse  of  thy  love. 
Take  my  feet,  and  let  them  be 
Swift  and  beautiful  for  thee. 
Take  my  voice  and  let  me  sing 
Always,  only,  for  my  King. 

2  Take  my  lips,  and  let  them  be 
Filled  witn  messages  from  thee, 
Take  my  silver  and  my  gold. 
Not  a  mite  would  I  withhold  ; 
Take  my  moments  and  my  days, 
Let  them  flow  in  ceaseless  praise, 
Take  my  intellect,  and  use 
Kvcr>'  jKJwer  as  thou  shalt  choose. 
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?Take  my  will,  and  make  it  thine ; 
t  shall  be  no  longer  mine. 
Take  mv  heart,  it  is  thine  own  ! 
It  shall  Se  thy  royal  throne. 
Take  my  love ;  my  Lord,  I  pour 
At  thy  feet  its  treasure-store ; 
Take  myself,  and  I  will  be, 
Ever,  only,  all,  for  thee  I 

It  seems  as  if  the  whole  American  Church 
would  bid  a  joyous  welcome  to  this  well- 
known  and  deeply-sus:v(estive  **  Consecration 
hymn "  of  Miss  Frances  Ridley  Havergal, 
written  at  Areley  House,  February  4,  1874. 
It  is  a  wonder  that  it  has  not  found  its  way 
earlier  into  the  collections.  The  title  given 
to  it  here  in  .America  calls  to  mind  the  fact 
that  it  was  through  the  reading  of  a  volume 
entitled  All  for  Jesus,  this  small  book  which 
was  one  of  the  swaying  powers  of  her  whole 
life,  that  she  came  to  have  the  full  realization 
of  the  words  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and 
gave  her  all  in  surrender  to  him  :  "  He  that 
hath  my  commandments,  and  keepeth  them, 
he  it  is  that  loveth  me ;  and  he  that  loveth  me 
shall  be  loved  of  my  Father,  and  1  will  love 
him,  and  will  manifest  myself  to  him." 

This  piece  was  written  in  an  outburst  of 
joy  that  she  had  been  made  instrumental  in 
the  conversion  of  certain  dear  friends.  It  ap- 
pears in  her  Loyal  Responses,  \  878.  Her  own 
account  of  the  peculiar  circumstances  of  its 
composition  is  given  bv  her  sister  in  an  ex- 
tract from  one  of  her  fetters :  **  Perhaps  you 
will  be  interested  to  know  the  origin  of  the 
consecration  hymn.  *  Take  my  life.'  I  went 
for  a  little  visit  of  five  davs.  There  were  ten 
persons  in  the  house,  some  unconverted  and 
long  prayed  for.  some  converted,  but  not  re- 
joicing Christians.  He  gave  me  the  prayer, 
'Lord,  give  me  all  in  this  house.'  And  he 
hist  ///■///  Before  I  left  the  house  every  one 
had  got  a  blessing.  The  last  night  of  my 
visit  I  was  to<i  happy  to  sleep,  and  passed 
most  of  the  niy;ht  in  praise  and  renewal  of 
my  consecration ;  and  these  little  couplets 
formed  themselves,  and  chimed  in  my  heart 
one  after  another,  till  they  finished  with  *  ever 
— ofilv—  \\.\. — for  thee  I"  " 


A  hatd  hrart. 

Oh,  Ihis  M»ul.  how  <lark  an<l  hhnd  ! 
Oh.  this  fiKtlish.  wirthly  niin<l ! 
Oh,  this  ffDwanl.  sdhsh  will, 
Whiih  refuses  t«i  1h-  still  I 
Oh,  these  f\cr-n»aniinK  eyes, 
t'pwartl  that  tvfusr  l«i  rise  ! 
0(1,  these  waywanl  feel  t)f  mine, 
Found  ill  even*-  i»alh  but  thine  ! 

2  Oh,  this  stubborn,  prayerless  knee, 
I'ancis  so  sel<b»ni  clasped  l«»  thee, 
LoHKinii^s  of  the  stiul,  tliat  k*> 
Like  the  wild  wind,  to  and  fro  I 
To  .tnd  fro,  \\iihoui  an  aim. 
Turiiiiiwj  idly  wheiue  they  came, 
KriiiKini;  iii  no  io\  .  ii<i  bliss, 
Only  adding;  weariness  I 
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3  Giver  of  the  heavenly  peace  I 
Bid,  oh,  bid  these  tumults  cease; 
Minister  thv  holy  balm ; 
Fill  me  with  thy  Spirit's  calm  : 
Thou,  the  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way. 
Leave  me  not  m  sin  to  stay ; 
Bearer  of  the  sinner's  guilt, 
Lead  me,  lead  me,  as  Uiou  wilt. 

In  Rev.  Dr.  Horatius  Bonar's  Hvmns  tf 
Faith  and  Hope,  1864,  this  poem  is  found.  It 
is  the  lament  of  an  unsatished  soul  which  is 
conscious  of  its  own  sinfulness,  and  hears  the 
voice  of  (iod  remonstrating  with  it  in  the 
midst  of  worldly  pursuits.  You  sometimes 
enter  a  cabinet  of  curiosities  and  the  attend- 
ant proffers  you  a  large  beautiful  shell  He 
tells  you  that,  if  you  put  it  to  your  car.  yoa 
can  hear  the  moaning  of  the  ocean.  It  amuses 
you  to  make  the  trial;  sure  enough. you  scenr 
listening  to  a  roar  of  waves  upon  tnc  rocks. 
Your  curiosity,  however,  is  most  arrested  by 
the  fact  that  you  hear  the  sound  only  when 
you  grasp  the  shell  yourself.  Perhaps  a  child 
would  imagine  that  it  holds  in  its  recesses 
memories  of  the  beach  it  came  from.  But  yru 
inquire,  and  are  now  interested  to  be  informed 
that  the  noise  comes  not  out  of  any  peculiar- 
ity in  the  shell,  but  only  from  the  vibration  of 
your  own  fingers  around  on  the  outside  of  tlie 
hollow  convolutions,  as  the  tension  of  the 
muscles  grows  tremulous  under  the  pressure. 
So.  really,  what  you  hear  is  not  the  ocean  at 
all.  but  only  the  beat  and  pulse  of  your  own 
busy  life. 

Bear  away  with  you  a  profitable  thought 
from  this.  You  hold  up  God's  word  close  to 
your  ear ;  somebody  tells  you  it  is  full  of 
warning ;  you  perceive  the  aull  roar  of  retri- 
bution yourself;  you  grow  pettish  if  anocher 
man  presses  it  harder.  But  all  this  while  yc  u 
hear  the  moaning  of  a  solemn  adnK>nition 
more  clearly  if  you  are  alone.  For  what  yoii 
hear  is  ]\x?^.your  mun  heart  growing  prophetic 
of  evil  when  it  listens  to  the  voice  of  yrur 
own  life  telling  its  record  to  your  soul.  "1  he 
wicked  man  travaileth  with  pain  all  his  dap. 
and  the  number  of  years  is  nidden  to  the  op- 
pressor. A  dreadful  sound  is»in  his  ears :  m 
prosperity  the  destroyer  shall  come  upon  him." 


Life's  S^a. 

Jksi'S,  Saviour,  pilot  me 
Over  life's  tempestuous  sea ; 
I'nknown  waveH  before  me  roll, 
Hidinj?  nnrk  and  treachen»us  shoal ; 
Chart  and  compass  came  from  thee: 
Jesus,  Saviour,  pilot  me. 

3  As  a  mother  stills  her  child. 
Thou  canst  hush  the  ocean  wild ; 
Boisterous  waves  obey  thy  will 
When  thou  say'st  to  them  "  Be  atill  !'* 
Wondrous  Sovereign  of  the 
Jesus.  Saviour,  pilot  me. 
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3  When  at  last  I  near  the  shore, 
And  the  fearful  breakers  roar 
'Twixl  me  and  the  peaceful  rest, 
Then,  while  leaning  on  thy  breast, 
May  I  hear  thee  say  to  me, 
"  Fear  not,  I  will  pilot  thee!" 

le  author  of  this  hymn,  Rev.  Edward 
per,  D.  D.,  was  born  in  the  city  of  New 
:  in  1 81 8,  and  was  seventy  years  of  age 
1  he  died  on  April  23,  1888.  He  was  a 
uate  of  New  York  University,  1839.     A 

charge  at  Greenville,  N.  Y.,  commenced 
linistry,  after  his  theological  studies  were 
)leted   in   Union  Seminary  and   he  had 

licensed  to  preach  by  the  Third  Presby- 
of  New  York.  He  was  a  child  of  this 
opolis ;  after  a  second  pastorate  at  Sag 
K)r,  on  Long  Island,  eleven  years  long, 
turned  to  his  native  city  and  became  the 
;ssful  and  popular  minister  of  the  Church 
le  Sea  and  Land,  the  care  of  which  he 

through  sunshine  and  shadow,  faithfully 
he  rest  of  his  life.  In  1871  Lafayette 
ge  honored  him  with  the  degree  of 
or  of  Divinity.     He  had  for  some  years 

suffering  from  heart-disease,  and  his 
ise  was  very  sudden.      He  was   found 

in  his  study-chair;  he  had  evidently 
written  some  lines  on  **  Heaven."  and 
encil  still  lay  on  the  page  of  the  man- 

3t. 

composed  many  hymns,  and  some  day, 
ikely,  these  will  be  found  in  the  hymnals. 
le  was  ver)'  modest,  and  concealed  poems 
•e  merit  under  quaint  names.     He  wrote 

for  sailors,  of  which   class  he  had  al- 

large  numbers  in  his  congregation, 
piece  was  first  published  in  the  Sat/ors 
izi'ne  in   1 87 1.     It  found  its  way  by  its 

into  a  forgotten  collection,  and  was 
d  as  it  stood  anonymously  into  Spiritual 
r,  1878;  he  afterward  acknowledged  it. 

The  Litany.  8s,  7s,  4s. 

Jesis,  Lord  of  life  .iiid  Rlory, 

Bend  from  heaven  thy  Krarious  ear; 

While  our  wailing  souls  adore  thee, 
Friend  of  helpless  sinners,  hear: 

By  thy  mercy, 
Oh,  deli\er  us,  |^(Mjd  Lord. 

2  From  the  depths  of  nature's  blindness. 
From  the  hardening  p<»wer  of  sin, 

From  all  ma!i(  e  anrl  unkirxlness. 
From  the  pride  that  lurks  within, 

By  tliv  mer(  y. 
Oh,  deliver  us,  ^^(mkI  Lord. 

3  When  temptation  sorely  jiresses, 
In  the  dav  of  Satan's  jKjwer, 

In  our  times  of  deet)  distresses, 
In  ea(  \\  dark  and  tryinjj  hour 

Bv  I  li\    m«  Ti  \ . 
Oh.  d<-li\fr  ii"-    kjood  Lor^l. 

4  When  til'-  world  around  is  s\\\\\\r\^, 
In  the  titiH-  of  \^^';^lth  and  i-ase, 

Earthly  i"%^  our  [parts  heKuiliriK, 


In  the  day  of  health  and  peace. 

By  thy  mercy. 
Oh,  deliver  us,  good  Lord. 

5  In  the  solemn  hour  of  dying, 

In  the  awful  judgment-day. 
May  our  souls,  on  thee  relymg 

Find  thee  still  our  Hope  and  Stay : 
By  thy  mercy, 

Oh,  deliver  us,  good  Lord. 

"A  sweet  and  musical  litany,"  this  hvmn 
has  been  called ;  and  justly,  too.  Its  author, 
John  James  Cummins,  was  the  son  of  an 
Irish  merchant,  and  was  born  in  Cork,  Ire- 
land, May  5,  1795.  After  his  removal  to 
London  in  1834,  he  became  a  Director  of  the 
Union  Bank  of  Australia.  Besides  being  an 
earnest  student  of  Hebrew  and  theolog)-,  he 
wrote  a  number  of  poems,  which  he  pub- 
lished in  1839  under  the  title  Seals  of  the 
Covenant  Opened  in  the  Sacraments,  The 
piece  before  us  is  from  his  Hymns,  Medita- 
tions and  Other  Poems,  which  is  better 
knowTi,  perhaps,  as  Lyra  Evangelica,  1849. 
He  died  at  Wildecroft,  Buckland,  Surrey, 
November  23,  1867. 

098  A  look  from  Christ.  6s,  5s. 

In  the  hour  of  trial, 

Jesus,  plead  for  me  ; 
Lest  by  base  denial 

I  depart  from  thee; 
When  thou  see'st  me  waver, 

With  a  look  recall. 
Nor  for  fear  or  favor 

Suffer  me  to  fall. 

2  With  forbidden  pleasureft 
VVould  this  vain  world  charm  ; 

Or  its  sordid  treasures 

Spread  to  work  me  harm  ; 
Brine  to  my  remembrance 

Sad  Gethsemane, 
Or,^  in  darker  semblance. 

Cross-crowned  Calvary. 

3  Should  thy  mercv  send  me 
Sorrow,  toil,  ana  woe; 

Or  should  pain  attend  me 

On  mv  path  below ; 
Grant  that  I  may  ne\'er 

Fail  thy  hand  to  see ; 
Grant  that  I  may  e\'er 

Cast  my  care  on  thee. 

4  When  my  la.st  hour  comet h, 
Fraught  with  strife  and  pain. 

When  my  dust  retumeth 

To  the  dust  attain  ; 
On  thy  truth  rely-ing 

Through  that  mortal  strife, 
Jesus,  take  me,  dying. 

To  eternal  life. 

The  meager  item  of  information  which 
comes  to  us  in  the  Dictionary  of  Hymnology, 
concerning  this  poem,  gives  no  small  interest 
to  its  composition.  VVe  are  told  that  James 
Montgomery  composed  it,  and  on  his  original 
manuscript  the  date  is  written.  October  13, 
1834.  and  also  the  names  are  added  of 
twenty-two  persons  to  whom  he  sent  copies 
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in  his  ovm  handwriting.  Since  the  first  issue 
of  the  hymn  several  alterations  have  at  times 
been  proposed,  and  so  several  versions  of  it 
are  in  the  hymnals.  The  one  before  us  is  the 
best,  without  doubt.  It  is  changed  less  than 
some  of  the  rest,  and  the  changes  are  all  for 
the  better.  Mrs.  Frances  A.  Hutton  gave  for 
Prebendary  Henry  Nollaston  Hutton's  Su^ 
piement  and  Litanies  the  form  selected  /or 
Laiides  Domini ;  but  we  have  accepted  the 
"plead  for  "  from  Thring's  Collection  in  place 
of  the  ••  help  thou  "  which  Mrs.  Hutton  offered 
to  relieve  the  unscriptural  petition  of  Mont- 
gomer)',  **  Jesus,  pray  for  me." 


Earnest  Longings,  6s,  5s. 

PiRER  yet.  and  purer 

I  would  be  in  mind. 
Dearer  yet  and  dearer 

Every  duty  find : 
Moping  still  and  trusting 

(«od  without  a  fear, 
Patiently  believine 

He  will  make  all  clear. 

2  Calmer  yet  and  calmer 
Trial  bear  and  pain, 

Surer  yet  and  surer 

Peace  at  last  to  gain ; 
Suffering  still  and  doing, 

To  his  will  resigned, 
And  to  God  subduing 

Heart  and  will  andmind. 

3  Higher  yet  and  higher 
Out  of  clouds  and  night, 

Nearer  yet  and  nearer 

Rising  to  the  light- 
Oft  these  earnest  longings 

Swell  within  my  breast, 
Vet  their  inner  meaning 

Ne'er  can  be  exp«cj-.  ♦. 

The  authorship  of  this  poem  has  been 
ascribed  to  Goethe,  the  great  German  poet 
and  philosopher,  but  no  equivalent  for  the 
piece  is  to  be  found  among  his  works.  It  has 
become  endeared  to  many  from  its  simplicity 
and  sweetness  of  spirit,  united  with  earnest 
desire  for  growth  in  Christian  graces.  In  all 
processes  of  advancement  in  real  piety  there 
IS  something  to  be  taken  away  and  something 
to  l)e  attained.  Spiritual  egotism  must  be 
rooted  out  earliest,  for  only  with  self-renuncia- 
tion ran  the  divine  life  so  much  as  begin. 
True  grace  thrives  best  after  the  last  remnant 
of  our  conceit  is  gone.  Then  a  Christian 
actually  pities  and  prays  for  and  loves  his 
tormentors ;  like  the  woodman's  sandal-tree 
accepting  the  a.xc.  he  pours  forth  the  best 
(xlors  of  his  heart  even  on  the  sharp  edge  of 
the  accusation  which  wounds  him.  The  de- 
vout lUirkilt  has  left  behind  him  the  record 
in  his  private  journal  that  there  were  certain 
[HTsons  whom  he  knew  who.  for  the  injuries 
they  had  done  him,  first  found  place  in  his 
prayers.      Conrtict   makes    men    sober    and 


thoughtful ;  then  it  makes  them  gentle  ai 
kind ;  then  it  makes  them  forbearing  ai 
charitable. 

700  All  for  Jesus.  6ft, 

Saviour,  bles.sed  Saviour, 

Listen  while  we  sin^, 
Hearts  and  voices  raising 

Praises  to  our  King. 
All  we  have  we  offer, 

All  we  hope  to  be, 
Body,  soul,  and  spirit, 

All  we  yield  to  thee. 

2  Great  and  ever  greater 
Are  thy  mercies  here, 

True  and  everlasting 

Are  the  glories  there, 
Where  no  pain,  or  sorrow, 

Toil,  or  care  is  known. 
Where  the  angel-legions 

Circle  round  thy  throne. 

3  Dark  and  e\'er  darker 
Was  the  wintry  past ; 

Now  a  ray  of  gladness 

O'er  our  path  is  cast. 
Every  day  that  passeth. 

Every  hour  that  flies. 
Tells  of  love  unfeigned, 

Love  that  never  dies. 

4  Clearer  still  and  clearer 
Dawns  the  light  from  heaven, 

In  our  sadness  Drinking 

News  of  sin  forgiven. 
Life  has  lost  its  shadows, 

Pure  the  light  within  \ 
Thou  hast  shed  thy  radiance 

On  a  world  of  sin. 

This  processional  was  written  by  Re 
Godfrey  Thring  for  his  Hymns  Con^r^atim 
and  Others,  1866.  It  has  the  doiible  stana 
and  is  entitled  "  Pressing  Onwards."  Usual 
it  is  divided  in  our  American  collectkx 
sometimes  beginning  with  one  stanza,  som 
times  with  another. 
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"  Backward  never  looking .**  6a,: 

Nearer,  ever  nearer, 

Christ,  we  draw  to  thee. 
Deep  in  adoration 

Bending  low  the  knee: 
Thou  for  our  redemption 

Cam'st  on  earth  to  die; 
Thou,  that  we  might  follow. 

Hast  gone  up  on  high. 

2  Onward^  ever  onward, 

Wfoumcying  o'er  the  road 
om  by  saints  before  ua, 
Journeying  on  to  God; 
Leaving  all  behind  us 

May  we  hasten  on. 
Backward  never  looking 
Till  the  prize  is  won. 

3  Higher  then  and  higher 
Bear  the  ransomed  soul, 

Earthly  toils  forgotten. 

Saviour,  to  its  goal; 
Where  in  joys  unthou^ht  of 

Saints  with  anf^ls  sing, 
Ne\'er  weary  raising 

Praises  to  their  King. 

This  hymn  is  part  of  the  piece  from  whi( 
also  the  one  which  precedes  it  is  taken. 
was  written  by  Rev.  Godfrey  Thring. 
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'A  Clean  Heartr 
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Oh,  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God, 

A  heart  from  sin  set  free ; 
A  heart  that  always  feels  thy  blood 

So  freely  shed  for  me ! 

2  A  heart  resigTied,  submissive,  meek, 
My  dear  Redeemer's  throne ; 

Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak, 
Where  Jesus  reig:ns  alone! 

3  Oh  J  for  a  lowly,  contrite  heart, 
BehevinB;.  true,  and  clean  ! 

Which  neither  life  nor  death  can  part 
From  him  that  dwells  within. 

4  A  heart  in  every  thought  renewed, 
And  filled  with  love  (tivine; 

Perfect,  and  ri^ht,  and  pure,  and  good ; 
An  image,  Lord  I  of  thine. 

5  Thy  nature,  gracious  Lord,  impart ; 
Come  quickly  from  above  ; 

Write  thy  new  name  upon  my  heart — 
Thy  new,  best  name  of  Love. 

Rev.  Charles  Wesley  made  this  song  and 
prayer  by  entitling  it  with  a  petition  :  "  Make 
me  a  clean  Heart,  O  God."  Psalm  51 :  10.  It 
is  from  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems,  1742.  It 
is  strange  to  some  people  to  be  obliged  to 
find  the  best  Christians  striving  with  sin  even 
in  their  most  exalted  moments.  But  the 
nineteenth  Psalm  of  David  makes  the 
mystery  clear.  No  human  being  is  perfect; 
each  is  to  labor,  to  strive,  to  pray,  to  grow, 
and  by  and  by  he  will  be  with  Jesus  Christ, 
and  like  him.  too.  "  Who  can  understand 
his  errors }  cleanse  thou  me  from  secret 
faults.  Keep  back  thy  servant  also  from  pre- 
sumptuous sins ;  let  them  not  have  dominion 
over  me  :  then  shall  I  be  upright,  and  I  shall 
be  innocent  from  the  great  transgression. 
Let  the  words  of  my  mouth,  and  the  medita- 
tion of  my  heart,  be  acceptable  in  thy  sight, 
()  Lord,  my  strength,  and  my  redeemer." 

No  man  can  write  human  history  without 
admitting  and  reckoning  with  the  element  of 
human  depravity,  exposure,  and  curse.  The 
gospel  has  its  place  m  the  system  of  things 
as  appropriately  and  as  fixedly  as  a  star. 
Thus,  then,  does  such  a  matchless  poem  in 
the  Psalter  bear  us  up  the  heights  of  nature 
only  to  show  us  in  a  sudden  tempest  the 
fairer  heights  of  grace.  They  say  that  shepH 
hcrds  in  the  Tyrol  move  forward  up  the 
mountains  over  sunny  slopes  in  order  to  attain 
brilliant  pastures  for  their  flocks.  Hut  some- 
times there  falls  suddenly  over  them  a  great 
storm  of  sleet  and  snf)w.  Then  it  is  that  they 
it-ave  the  open  fields  and  seek  the  worn 
tracks  of  the  highway.  For  there  at  every 
turn  stands  the  emblem  of  crucifixion,  and 
the  drifts  never  overtop  the  shrines.  With 
one  glad  cry— "  The  cross!  the  cross  !"-- 
they  know  they  arc  safe  from  any  further  per- 
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ilous  straying,  and  are  close  to  a  refuge  se- 
cure and  serene. 

703  Thanks  for  Victory,  C.  M. 

Oh,  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing 

My  dear  Redeemer's  praise ! 
The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 

The  triumphs  of  his  grace ! 

3  My  gracious  Master  and  my  God  ! 

Assist  me  to  proclaim, 
To  spread,  through  all  the  earth  abroad. 

The  honors  of  thy  name. 

3  Jesus — the  name  that  calms  my  fears. 
That  bids  my  sorrows  cease ; 

'T  is  music  to  my  ravished  ears ; 
'T  is  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 

4  He  breaks  the  power  of  canceled  sin. 
He  sets  the  prisoner  free  : 

His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean  ; 
His  blood  availed  for  me. 

5  Let  us  obey,  we  then  shall  know. 
Shall  feel  our  sins  forgiven  ; 

Anticipate  our  heaven  below, 
And  own  that  love  is  heaven. 

This  particular  hymn  is  more  closely  con- 
nected with  Charles  Wesley's  personal  life 
than  any  other  he  ever  wrote.  The  piece 
consisted  of  eighteen  stanzas,  and  was  en- 
titled by  its  author,  "  For  the  anniversary  day 
of  one  s  conversion."  It  undoubtedly  re- 
counts his  own  indescribable  joy  on  receiving 
the  testimony  of  his  acceptance  with  God  as 
a  pardoned  sinner  saved  by  grace,  for  it  was 
composed  on  the  recurring  date  of  his  con- 
version. May  21,  1738,  and  was  published 
soon  after. 

For  all  these  vears  neither  Charles  nor 
John  Wesley  had  been  anything  more  in  re- 
ligious experience  than  mere  legalists,  striv- 
ing with  themselves  after  peace  by  obser\'ances 
and  zealous  endeavors  of  duty  in  their  hard 
field  among  the  savages  of  a  foreign  land. 
When  he  had  returned  to  England  Charles 
Wesley  found  himself  still  in  the  depths  of 
the  seventh  chapter  of  Romans,  without 
power  to  reach  the  eighth.  The  hand  of  (*od 
was  laid  upon  him  in  sickness ;  he  was  con- 
fined with  a  perilous  attack  of  pleurisy  to  his 
room  in  the  house  of  Thomas  Bray,  brazier,  in 
Little  Britain  ;  the  house  has  lately  been  iden- 
tified. The  event  has  been  described  with 
much  particularity  in  Wesley's  own  diar>' : 

The  Day  of  Pentecost — Sunday,  21s/ 
A  fay,  1738 — I  waked  in  hope  and  expecta- 
tion of  his  coming.  At  nine  my  brother  and 
some  friends  came  and  sang  a  hymn  to  the 
Holy  (ihost  (probably  that  written  by  his 
brother  Samuel).  My  comfort  and  hope  were 
hereby  increased.  In  about  half  an  hour  they 
went.  I  betook  myself  to  prayer,  the  sub- 
stance as  follows  :  "  O  Jesus,  thou  hast  said. 
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'  ]  will  come  unto  you  ;'  thou  hast  said,  '  I 
will  send  the  Comtoner  unto  you ;'  thou  hast 
said,  ■  My  Father  anJ  1  will  come  unto  you, 
and  make  our  abode  with  you.'  Thou  art 
(iod.  who  canst  not  lie ;  I  wholly  rely  upon 
thy  most  trae  promise :  accomplish  it  in  thy 
time  and  manner."  Having  Mid  this.  1  was 
composing  myself  to  sleep  in  quietness  and 
peace,  when  1  heard  one  come  in  and  say, 
■  In  the  name  of  Jesus  of  Nazareth,  arise,  and 
believe,  and  thou  shalt  be  healed  of  all  thine 
infirmities."  The  words  struck  me  to  the 
heart.  1  lay  musing  and  trembling.  With  a 
strange  palpitation  of  heart  I  said,  yet  feared 
to  say.  '■  I  believe,  1  believe '." 

It  is  not  to  be  understood  that  the  poet 
ever  claimed  that  a  divine  or  even  supernat- 
ural word  was  sent  to  him  from  heaven  on 
this  oci^asion.  For  he  learned  soon  afterward 
that  what  he  had  heard  was  the  counsel  of  a 
pious  lady  near  him  at  the  time.  She  de- 
clared that  it  was  the  prompting  of  the  Holy 
(^hust  in  her  heart  which  made  her  say  it :  it 
certainly  was  blessed  to  Wesley's  immediate 
deliverance  from  spiritual  gloom.  He  says 
that,  looking  into  the  Scriptures,  he  read  this 
verse  :  "  And  now.  Lord,  what  is  my  hope  ? 
truly  my  hope  is  even  in  thee."  Further  on 
he  read ;  "  He  hath  put  a  new  song  in  my 
mouth,  even  praise  unto  our  (>od  ;"  and  then 
he  adds,  ■■  1  now  found  m>-self  at  peace  with 
God.  and  rejoiced  in  hope  o(  loving  Christ." 
From  this  time  on  this  eminently  gifted 
Christian  seemed  full  of  grace  and  life,  of  love 
and  song. 

704  Marlyt-Failk.  C.  M. 
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Count  Nicholas  l.iidwig  von  Ziniendorf.  the 
author  of  the  original  poem  from  which  this 
hymn  is  translatc'd,  was  identified  for  many 
vtarswith  the  Moravian  brotherhood,  of  which 
he  became  bishop  in  1737.  He  was  a  volu- 
minous writer,  having  composed  more  than 
two  thousand  hymns,  mam  of  uhich  attained 
a  wide  popularitv  in  ICurripe.  and  are  known 
in  i:nglish  by  Jcihn  Wesley's  versions.     The 


one  quoted  here  was  written  after  the  edia  d 
1727  by  which.  Zmzendorf  was  lorbiddcD  to 


rdiBio 


meeting 


Dresden,  aitd 


breathes  a  spirit  of  Chnstian  heroism  and  en- 
durance The  translation  appeared  in  the 
SuppUnienI  of  i8og  to  the  Morafian  /fymit- 
Book 

Hymns  ha\e  sometimes  been  curiously  used 
in  stirring  times,  especially  about  the  Refor- 
mation period.  More  than  once  the  Romisb 
preachers  have  been  compelled  to  abandon 
the  pulpit  by  the  vigorous  singing  of  one  of 
Luther  s.  They  have  also  played  their  pan 
in  battle.  Ai  the  famous  battle  of  Lcutnen, 
one  of  Heermann's  hymns  was  raised  by  a 
regiment  before  going  into  the  fight,  and  one 
after  another  took  it  up.  until  all  the  columns 
were  singing  it  as  they  advanced.  "  Shall  1 
silence  them  ?  "  the  general  a^ed.  as  he  rode 
up  to  stern,  heroic  King  Fritz.  "  No ;  with 
such  soldiers  God  will  ^\t  me  the  victory;" 
and  leaping  down  among  the  ranks  and  cry- 
ing. "  Now,  children,  in  God's  name,"  he  fed 
them  into  battle.  When  the  battle  was  won, 
the  field  was  strewn  with  dead  and  wounded 
It  was  night  and  the  soldiers  were  weary. 
Then  one  began  to  sing  a  hymn  of  thanks- 
giving, the  bands  joined  in,  and  presently  it 
rose  from  the  army  in  a  full  and  mighty  chorus 
that  reached  and  greatly  moved  the  king,  who 
turned  round,  exclaiming :  "  What  a  poller 
there  is  in  faith  in  God  !" 
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3  'T  is  God's  all-aiiimatinfi:  voice 
That  calls  thee  from  011  ni^h, 

'T  is  his  own  hand  presents  the  prize 
To  thine  aspiring  e>'e. 

4  Blest  Saviour,  introduced  by  thee 
Have  I  my  race  bej^un ; 

And,  crowned  with  victor>',  at  thy  feet 

1  '11  lay  my  honors  down. 

rhaps  no  composition  of  Dr.  Philip  Dodd- 
is  more  familiar  over  Christendom  than 
It  is  No.  296  in  his  Hymns,  1755,  and 
:itled  in  his  simple  way,  "  Pressing  on  in 
hristian  Race."  The  sermon  he  preached, 
hich  he  designed  this  matchless  challenge 
ging  like  a  trumpeter's  note  to  start  the 
tes — was  founded  upon  Philippians  3:12- 

*  Not  as  though  I  had  already  attained, 
r  were  already  perfect :  but  I  follow  after. 
It  I  may  apprehend  that  for  which  also  I 
pprehended  of  Christ  Jesus.  Brethren,  I 
t  not  myself  to  have  apprehended :  but 
one  thing  I  do,  forgetting  those  things 
h  are  behind,  and  reaching  forth  unto 
5  things  which  are  before,  I  press  toward 
nark  for  the  prize  of  the  high  calling  of 
in  Christ  Jesus." 

The  Warfare.  C.  M. 

Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross, 

A  follower  of  the  Lamb? 
And  shall  I  fear  to  own  his  cause. 

Or  blush  to  speak  his  name  ? 

2  Must  I  be  carried  to  the  skies 
On  flower>'  beds  of  ease  ? 

While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize, 
And  sailed  through  bloody  seas  ? 

3  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  &ce  ? 
Must  I  not  stem  the  flood  ? 

Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace. 
To  help  me  on  to  God  ? 

4  Sure  I  must  fight,  if  I  would  reign; 
Increase  my  courage.  Lord  I 

I  Ml  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain, 
Supported  by  thy  word. 

5  Thy  saints,  in  all  this  glorious  war, 
Shall  conquer,  though  they  die; 

The>'  view  the  triumph  from  afiir, 
And  seize  it  with  their  e>'e. 

6  When  that  illustrious  day  shall  rise. 
And  all  thine  armies  shine 

In  robes  of  viclor\-  through  the  skies, 
The  glory  shall  be  thine. 

r.  Isaac  Watts  wrote  this,  1709,  to  follow 
icourse  on  I.  Corinthians  16: 13.  It  may 
)und  in  any  edition  <jf  his  .S>r////7«j,  thougn 
not  included  in  Wxsllvmns,  It  is  certainly 
•opriate  to  that  text ;  but  wc  should  put  it 

•  another  verse  in  the  same  epistle:  I. 
nihians  9 :  26. 27.  dA  gives  us  trial  tests. 
)uts  life  up  before  us  as  an  antagonist  face 
ice.  Out  of  the  buffrtin'^  of  a  serious  con- 
we  are  expected  la  grow  strong.  When 
1  thought  of  this  it  brought  the  old  athletic 


games  to  mind.  He  took  his  fibres  of  speech 
From  them.  One  word  of  his  is  pugilistic ;  if 
a  speaker  used  it  in  the  pulpit  now,  you  would 
call  it  slang.  He  said  :  •*  I  keep  my  body  un- 
der." In  the  Greek  that  is :  "I  strike  my  body 
under  the  eye  to  knock  it  down  !*'  He  con- 
ceives himself  as  pitted  in  the  arena  against 
himself,  against  the  world,  against  the  devil ; 
he  strikes  out,  with  all  his  vi^or  of  soul  and 
spirit ;  he  means  to  force  the  hght,  and  to  win 
in  it. 

Now  it  is  admitted  that  this  is  not  the  sort 
of  existence  to  take  everj'body's  fancy,  but  it 
is  the  greatest  kind  of  discipline  for  one's 
manhood  or  womanhood,  (^od  gives  us  a 
time  in  which  to  become  true  men  and  true 
women,  out  from  whom  he  can  choose 
guardsmen  and  ladies  of  honor  for  his  throne 
when  the  kingdom  comes  we  pray  for.  Men 
should  be  ^ways  young;  women'  should 
never  grow  old.  Everybody  should  keep 
sunshiny  and  happy-hearted,  and  work  up  to 
the  very  edge  of  life.  It  may  be  proper  for 
feminine  sorrows  to  be  assuag[ed  by  tears. 
Old  Tacitus,  in  his  vigorous  Latin,  once  said : 
"It  is  honest  for  women  to  weep,  but  for 
men — to  remember."  Let  us  have  done  with 
sighing  for  doves'  pinions ;  let  us  mount  up 
with  wings  as  eagles ;  let  us  run,  and  not  be 
weary;  fet  us  walk,  and  not  faint;  and  so 
renew  our  strength  evermore. 

707  "  /  •»»  Not  Ashamedr  C  M. 

1  'M  not  ashamed  to  own  my  Lord, 
Or  to  defend  his  cause : 

Maintain  the  honor  of  his  word, 
The  glory  of  his  cross. 

2  Jesus,  my  God  I— I  know  his  name— 
His  name  is  all  my  trust ; 

Nor  will  be  put  my  soul  to  shame. 
Nor  let  my  hope  be  lost. 

3  Firm  as  his  throne  his  promise  staods, 
And  he  can  well  secure 

What  I  've  committed  to  his  hands. 
Till  the  decisive  hour. 

4  Then  will  he  own  my  worthless  name 
Before  his  Father's  face, 

And  in  the  new  Jerusalem 
Appoint  my  soul  a  place. 

Another  of  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  soldier  songs. 
It  stands  as  No.  103  of  Book  I.  in  his  Hymns, 
and  was  written  to  follow  a  sermon  on  II. 
Timothy  1:12.  He  gave  to  it  the  title,  "  Not 
ashamed  of  the  (}ospel."  It  will  not  do  to 
try  to  be  Christian  out  of  sight.  There  is  in 
the  Bible  a  connection  between  logic  and  life. 
The  Scriptures  do  not  come  before  men  as  a 
mere  collection  of  histories  and  poems,  a 
mere  code  of  morals,  or  a  treasure-house  of 
didactic  pro\'erbs.  The\'  are  the  chart  of  a 
system,  the  documents  on  which  is  based  a 
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relii^ous  faith.  Ours  is  just  what  infidels 
snecringly  call  it,  a  **  book  religion."  Chilling- 
worth  was  right  when  he  uttered  that  memor- 
able exclamation,  "  The  Bible,  the  Bible,  the 
reli^on  of  Protestants  I"  There  is  no  dis- 
position on  our  part  to  evade  the  issue.  If 
the  Bible  fails,  our  scheme  of  faith  is  a  cheat 
and  a  sham.  Hence  the  reception  of  the 
Scriptures  as  a  revelation  from  (iod  involves 
immediate  acquiescence  in  their  claims. 
Logic  bears  on  life.  This  is  clearly  under- 
stood by  all  candid  inquirers.  Cicxl's  Word 
offers  itself,  not  as  a  pleasant  and  curious 
book  to  read,  but  in  the  place  of  ever>'thing 
else  as  a  rule  of  daily  conduct.  It  soberly 
proposes  to  the  entire  human  race  that  they 
all  adopt  Christianity  as  the  established  reli- 
gion among  the  nations.  It  deliberately  says 
that  every  man  ought  to  be  a  member  of 
some  church,  have  family  prayers  daily,  and 
put  his  children  under  some  sort  of  constant 
teaching. 

Christianity  does  not  believe  in  the  give- 
and-take  system  among  the  religions  of  men. 
It  assumes  that  it  stands  on  higher  ground 
than  any  other.  It  would  seriously  decline  to 
attend  a  union  council  which  issued  a  pros- 
pectus for  combining  the  excellences  of  all 
systems  into  a  new  form  of  faith.  It  says  to 
tfie  Jew  that  he  must  admit  Jesus  of  Nazareth 
to  be  the  Messiah,  no  matter  if  it  does  seem 
to  him  a  "stumbling-block."  It  bids  the 
Greek  relinquish  his  worship  in  the  temple  of 
Saturn  and  be  a  follower  of  Christ  the  Lord, 
no  matter  if  it  does  seem  to  him  **  foolish- 
ness." So  it  strikes  right  and  left.  It  stands 
steadily  now  where  it  stood  many  hundred 
years  ago,  in  that  sublime  moment  of  tempta- 
tion, when  for  the  sake  even  of  the  patronage 
of  the  Roman  Kmpire  it  would  not  consent 
that  a  statue  of  Jesus  should  he  placed  among 
the  statues  of  emperors  who  claimed  also  to 
be  jLi^ods.  No  compromise  is  proposed  or 
accepted. 

Readily,  therefore,  may  it  be  seen  that  the 
real  battle  here  is  not  so  much  an  intellectual 
conflict,  as  a  wilful  recoil  of  the  heart  and 
conscience  of  men.  Nobody  can  well  dispute 
a  demonstration  in  geometr)- ;  but  you  may 
be  sure  he  will  resist  the  pn^ess  the  longest, 
and  will  tight  it  most  fiercely,  whose  farm  will 
l>e  diminished  by  the  cut  of  the  relentless 
triangles.  He  hates  the  j)roposition  in  pro- 
portion as  he  dreads  the  application  of  it. 
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2  Though  in  a  foreign  land, 
We  are  not  lar  from  home ; 

And  nearer  lo  our  house  above 
VVe  ever>'  moment  come. 

3  His  grace  will  to  the  end 
Stronger  and  brighter  shine : 

Nor  present  things,  nor  thin^  to  come. 
Shall  quench  the  spark  divine. 

4  When  we  in  darkness  walk. 
Nor  feel  the  heavenly  flame, 

Then  is  the  time  to  trust  our  God, 
And  rest  upon  his  name. 

5  Soon  shall  our  doubts  and  fears 
Subside  at  his  control  • 

His  loving-kindness  shall  break  through 
The  midnight  of  the  soul. 

6  Blest  is  the  man,  O  God, 
Who  slays  himself  on  thee  • 

Wiio  waits'  for  thy  salvation,  l.ord, 
Shall  Ihy  salvation  sec. 

This  is  instantly  recognized  as  one  of  the 
most  familiar  and  valuable  of  all  the  hymns 
whieh    Rev.  Augustus   Toplady   left  as  hb 
legacy  to  the   Christian   Churches.      By  its 
author  it  was  entitled,  **  Weak  Believers  En- 
couraged."     It    was    first    printed    in    the 
Gospel  Mai!:a2i9tc  for  Februar>-,  1772.     The 
verses  we  use  constitute  only  a  small  portion 
of  the  poem ;  for  it  has  eight  double  stanzas 
in  all.    Perhaps  no  lyric  in  our  language  has 
a  finer  history  than  this,  when  one  thinks  of 
the  souls  it  has  cheered  on  their  way  upward 
It  reminds  us  of  one  of  John  Bunyan  s  pas- 
sages of   help.     In   the  Pilgrim's  Progress 
Mr.  Despondency  and  Miss  Much  Afraid,  his 
daughter  (could  there  be  imagined  a  more 
pathetic  little  picture  than  that  of  those  two 
creatures  I ),  had   arrived  at  the  edge  of  the 
river.     And  then  the  old  man  took  occasion 
to  say  gently  for   the  benefit  of  those   who 
might  come'along  afterward  :  **  My  will  and 
my  daughter's  is.  that  our    desponds    and 
slavish  fears  be  by  no  means  ever  recei\*cd, 
from  the  day  of  our  departure,  for  ever,  for  1 
know   that   after    my  death  they  will  offer 
themselves  to  others.     For  to  be   plain  with 
you,  they  are  ghosts  which  we  entertained 
when  we  first  began  to  be  pilgrims,  and  could 
never  shake  them  off  after,  and  they  will  walk 
about,     and     seek    entertainment     of     the 
pilgrims ;  but  for   our  sakes,  shut  the   door 
upon  them." 

709  "Bro/  Good  Couragrr  S.  -M 

GivK  to  the  winds  thy  fears; 

HotK\  and  be  undismayed; 
(f(Kl  hears  thy  sighs  and  counts  thy  tcmn; 

(uxl  shall  lid  up  thy  heed. 

2  Through  waves,  and  clouds,  mnd  stonns. 

He  genllv  clears  thy  u-ay : 
Wail  thou  his  time  :  so  smul  this  night 

S<H»n  end  in  joyous  day. 
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3  What  though  thou  rulest  not ! 
Yet  heaven,  and  earth,  and  hell 

Proclaim,  God  silteth  on  the  throne, 
And  ruleth  all  things  well. 

4  Far,  far  above  thy  thought 
His  couiisel  shall  appear, 

When  fully  he  the  work  has  wrought, 
That  caused  thy  needless  fear. 

:v.  Paul  Gerhardt's  hymn,  ^'Befiehl  du 

•    Wei^cy    rtrst    printed    in    1656,  and 

ded   upon  the  verse  of   David's  Psalm, 

mmit  thy  way  unto  the  Lord  ;  trust  also 

im  ;  and  he  shall  bring  it  to  pass,"  has 

the  source  for  the  compilation  of  sev- 

of  our   best   hymns.     In   the  Efrii>orth 

rrs  the  sixteen  stanzas  of  John  Wesley's 

ilation  of  the  whole  poem  may  be  found. 

n  this  version  have  been   chosen  in  the 

;nt  hymn  the  verses  most  appropriate  for 

Because  of  the  enthusiastic  regard  in 

h  the  name  of   Rev.  John  Wesley,  the 

ilator,  is  held  in  the   Methodist  Church 

;  has  always  been  a  great  love  in  that 

'  of  Christians  for  this  particular  piece  of 

ivork.      And  romances  without  number 

grown  up  around  its  history,  detailing  in 

Gerhardt's   career    most  singular   inci- 

s   concerning    its    composition,    and    in 

ley's   career    incidents    equally  singular 

erning   its   use.      Many   of    these   have 

shown  to  be  mere  tales  without  authen- 

icts  to  give  them  credit.     Gerhardt  wrote 

hymns.      In   appearance   he  is   said   to 

been  of   medium   height,  of   peculiarly 

rful    bearing,  quiet,   courageous,  gentle, 

firm.     (See  page   157.)     There  is  a  por- 

of  him  still  in  the  church  at  Liibben.  and 

ars  this  singular  inscription,  *'  Thcologus 

ribo  Sat  anas  I'tTsatus  "   ("a  theologian 

d  in  the  sieve  of  Satan"),  the  allusion,  of 

se,  being  to  the  words  of  our  Lord  to 

)n  Peter  in  Luke  22  :  31,  32. 

"H>igh  yot  Thy  Lifer  S.  M. 

My  soul,  wei^jh  not  thy  life 

Against  thy  heavenly  crown  ; 
Nor  suffer  Satan's  deadliest  strife 

To  beat  thy  c  ouraKe  down. 

2  With  prayer  and  rr>  ing  strong, 
Hold  on  ihe  fearful  fight. 

And  let  I  he  breaking  day  prolong 
The  wrestling  of  tne  night. 

3  The  battle  sootj  will  yield, 
Iflhou  thy  part  fulfilf ; 

For  strong  as  is  the  hostile  shield. 
Thy  sword  is  stronger  still. 

4  Thine  armor  is  divine, 
Thy  feet  u  ilh  victory  shod  : 

Antl  on  thy  head  »^hall  quickly  shine 
The  diadem  ofliod. 

is  from  his  friend.  Prof.  R.  P.  Dunn,  of 
vn  rniversily.  that  the  decisive  statc- 
t  as  to  Rev.  I.eonard  Swain's  authorship 


of  this  hymn  comes.  It  appeared  anony- 
mously in  The  Sabbath  Hymn-Book,  1858. 
Dr.  Swain  was  born  at  Concord,  N.  H.,  Feb- 
ruary 26,  1 82 1,  and  received  his  education  at 
Dartmouth  and  Andover.  He  entered  upon 
the  pastorate  of  a  Congregational  church  at 
Nashua,  N.  H.,  in  1847,  and  five  years  later 
was  called  to  be  the  minister  of  the  Central 
Church  of  Providence,  R.  L  His  death  took 
place  July  14,  1869. 

The  thought  which  the  poem  voices  is  the 
potency  of  the  gospel  armor ;  there  are  weap- 
ons in  it  for  attack  as  well  as  for  defence,  for 
forceful  endeavor  as  well  as  for  secure  pro- 
tection. Indeed,  old  veterans  in  warfare  are 
accustomed  to  say,  **  The  best  defence  is  a 
swift  attack."  So  the  exhortation  to  the  sol- 
dier of  Christ  is  to  **  fight  the  good  fight  of 
faith ;  lay  hold  on  eternal  life." 

7  I  I  Psalm  25.  S,  M. 

Mine  e>'es  and  my  desire 
Are  ever  to  the  Lord  ; 

1  love  to  plead  his  promises, 
And  rest  upon  his  word. 

2  Lord,  turn  to  thee  my  soul ; 
Bring  thy  salvation  near: 

When  will  thy  hand  release  my  feet 
From  sin's'destructivc  snare? 

3  When  shall  the  sovereign  grace 
Of  my  forgiving  God 

Restore  me  from  those  dangerous  wa>'S 
My  wandering  feet  have  trod  ? 

4  Oh,  keep  my  soul  from  death, 
Nor  put  my  hope  to  shame ! 

For  I  have  placed  my  only  trust 

In  my  Redeemer's  name. 

• 

5  With  humble  faith  I  wait 
To  see  thy  face  again  ; 

Of  Israel  it  shall  ne  er  be  said. 
He  sought  the  Lord  in  vain. 

Says  George  Eliot :  **  It  is  only  by  a  wide 
comparison  made  among  common  facts  that 
even  the  wisest  full-grown  man  can  distin- 
guish well-rolled  barrels  from  more  supernal 
thunder."  Our  times  are  crowded  with  excit- 
ing disclosures.  We  have  many  mock-heroes 
and  as  many  mock-heroines,  together  with  a 
few  pseudo-martyrs.  That  grows  out  of  a 
practice  of  self-seeking  followed  by  an  experi- 
ence of  self-pity.  This  small  piece  of  sug- 
gestive poetr\',  if  sung  frequently  with  the 
spirit  and  understanding  also,  would  cure 
much  of  such  affectation.  Dr.  Isaac  Watts 
published  it  as  his  rendering  of  Psalm  25. 
Third  Part.  S.  M.  He  entitled  it,  "  Distress 
of  Soul :  or.  Backsliding  and  Desertion."  It 
counsels  that  a  genuine  believer  needs  nothing 
more  than  to  have  clean  purposes — his  eyes 
and  desires  ever  to  the  Lord — then  he  is  to 
plead  the  divine  promises,  and  positively  de- 
pend upon  the  Word.    All  great  leaders  in 
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the  faith  have  been  Scripture-grounded  Chris- 
tians. This  is  what  so  interests  us  in  the  pri- 
vate Bibles  of  experienced  and  old  veterans  of 
the  cross.  Marked  and  worn,  bearing  tokens 
of  use,  they  fall  into  our  hands ;  how  rever- 
ently we  look  upon  them  !  Anybody  would 
touch  Whitefield's  Bible  gently,  and  turn  over 
its  pages  with  tenderness.  Then  there  is  the 
old  family  Bible,  and  our  mother's  Bible.  All 
these  make  us  think  of  those  days  when  Scan- 
dinavian heroes  hung  up  their  historic  swords 
as  symbols  of  prowess  among  the  statues  of 
the  demi-gods  in  the  halls  of  the  Walhalla. 

7  1 2  Psalm  60.  S.  M. 

Arise,  ye  saints,  arise ! 

The  Lord  our  Leader  is  • 
The  foe  before  his  banner  flies, 

And  victor>'  is  his. 

2  We  follow  thee,  our  Guide, 
Our  Saviour  and  our  King ! 

We  follow  thee,  through  grace  supplied 
From  heaven's  eternal  spring. 

3  We  soon  shall  see  the  day 
W'hen  all  our  toils  shall  cease  ; 

When  we  shall  cast  our  arms  away, 
And  dwell  in  endless  peace. 

4  This  hoi>e  supports  us  here; 
It  makes  our  burdens  light ; 

'T  will  ser\'e  our  drooping  hearts  to  cheer, 
T'll  faith  shall  end  in  sight. 

5  Till,  of  the  prize  possessed, 
We  hear  ofwar  no  more; 

And  ever  with  our  Leader  rest. 
On  yonder  peaceful  shore. 

Rev.  Thomas  Kelly  published  this  among 
his  Hytttns  on  I  'arious  Passages  of  Scripture^ 
third  edition,  1809.  The  text  associated  with 
it  gives  the  keynote  of  its  sentiment :  "  He 
teacheth  my  hands  to  war,  so  that  a  bow  of 
steel  is  broken  by  mine  arms."  The  martial 
spirit  of  a  true  and  dauntless  faith  is  invoked  ; 
the  hymn  rings  like  a  clarion.  It  is  always 
wise  to  rememlx*r  that  the  soldiers  in  the 
Bible  appear  well  in  a  number  of  instances. 
It  is  suggestive  to  look  up  the  word  '*  Centu- 
rion '*  in  the  Concordance. 


Rev.  Henry  Francis  Lyte's  poetry  has  been 
characterized  for  "  its  sadness,  tenderness,  and 
beauty."  In  his  versions  of  the  Psalms^  1834, 
he  becomes  more  individual  and  natural  when- 
ever he  approaches  one  which  is  pensive, 
pleading,  wistful  in  its  sentiment.  In  this 
rendering  of  Psalm  31  it  is  easy  to  recognize 
the  author  of  **  Abide  with  me,"  and  "  Jesus. 
I  my  cross  have  taken." 
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Fear  Not. 


lit. 


713  Psa/m  1,1. 

Mv  spirit  <m  lliy  care, 
Blesl  Saviour,  I  rc'ciine  ; 

Thf)U  will  not  leave  nic  to  despair, 
Fijr  iliou  art  love  divine. 

2  In  ihee  I  place  my  trust ; 
On  thfe  I  lalnilv  rest : 

I  know  thcv  k<»<m1.  I  know  thee  just, 
.And  count  thy  choice  the  best. 

3  WhatfV-r  events  bclide. 
Thy  will  they  all  perform  ; 

Safe  in  thy  breast  my  head  I  hide. 
Nor  fear  the  coming  storm. 

4  Let  goml  or  ill  befall. 

It  nmst  he  gmnl  for  me, 
Srcure  f>f  having  thee  in  all. 
Of  having  all  in  thee. 


S.  M. 


How  FIRM  a  foundation,  ye  saints  of  the  L^rd  ! 
Is  laid  for  your  faith  in  his  excellent  word  ! 
What  more  can  he  say  than  to  you  he  hath  said — 
To  you,  who  for  refuge  to  Jesus  have  fled  ? 

2  "  Fear  not,  I  am  with  thee,  oh,  be  not  dismayed. 
For  I  am  thy  God,  I  will  still  give  thee  aid  ; 

I  Ml  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and  cause  thee  to  stand. 
Upheld  by  my  gracious,  omnipotent  hand. 

3  "  When  through  the  deep  waters  I  call  thee  to  go. 
The  rivers  of  sorrow  shall  not  overflow  ; 

For  I  will  be  with  thee  thv  trouble  to  bless. 
And  sanctify  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress. 

4  "  When  through  fiery  trials  thy  pathway  shall  lie, 
My  grace,  all-sumcient,  shall  be  thy  suppf>- ; 

The  flame  shall  not  hurt  thee ;  I  only  uesis:n 
Thy  dross  to  consume,  and  thy  gold  to  refine. 

«  "  Ev'n  down  to  old  age  all  my  people  shall  prove 
My  sovereign,  eternal,  unchangeable  love ; 
And  then,  when  gray  hairs  shall  their  temples  adorn. 
Like  lamDS  they  shall  still  in  my  bosom  be  borne. 

6  "  The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  leaned  for  repose, 
I  will  not — I  will  not  desert  to  his  foes  ; 
That  soul — though  all  hell  should  endeavor  to  shake, 
I  '11  never — no  never — no  never  forsake!" 

This  was   earliest  given  to  the  Christian 

churches  in    Rippon's   Selection  of   Hymns 

from  the  Best  Authors,  published   in   1787. 

There  appeared  only  the  letter  *'  K "  to 

fix  the  authorship.  In  later  editions  of  this 
book  the  sign  was  changed  to  **  Kirkham ;" 
but  now  most  compilers  have  agreed  in 
crediting  the  piece  to  George  Keith,  a  pub- 
lisher and  bookseller  in  London.  He  was 
the  son-in-law  of  Dr.  Rippon,  and  as  ckrk 
led  the  singing  in  his  congregation  many 
years.  The  editor  of  the  Dictionary  of 
Hymnology,  1892,  thinks  that  the  author  of 
the  composition  was  an  unknown  poet  by  the 
name  of  "  Keen." 

I  need  to  call  your  attention  only  to  one 
peculiarity  noticeable  here — that  in  the  last 
line  of  the  closing  stanza.  A  very  singular 
repetitious  grouping  of  words  reminds  us 
that  a  similar  style  of  e.xpression,  so  scholars 
inform  us,  is  found  in  the  passage  of  Scrip- 
ture ( Hebrews  13:5)  upon  which  the  h>Tiin 
is  in  some  measure  constructed ;  there  are  in 
the  (ireek  text  five  negatives  grouped  in  a 
single  sentence.  In  our  language  the  rule 
says  "  two  negatives  are  equal  to  an  affirma- 
tive." Not  so  here ;  each  adds  its  meaning 
with  all  the  intensity  of  a  cumulative  force. 
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*•  I  will  never  leave  thee  nor  forsake  thee," 
as  in  the  common  version,  is  strengthened 
much  in  the  New  Revision,  so  that  it  stands : 
"  I  will  in  no  wise  fail  thee,  neither  will  I  in 
any  wise  forsake  thee."  Once  in  the  Oratory 
at  evening  devotion,  in  Princeton  Seminary, 
the  elder  Dr.  Hodge,  then  venerable  with 
years  and  piety,  paused  as  he  read  this  hymn, 
preparatory'  to  the  singing,  and  in  the  depth 
of  his  emotion  was  obliged  to  close  his  de- 
livery of  the  final  lines  with  a  mere  gesture  of 
pathetic  and  adoring  wonder  at  the  matchless 
grace  of  God  in  Christ :  **  I  '11  never — no 
never — no  never — forsake  !"" 

715  '*  Looking  unto  Jesus  y  lis. 

0  KYKs  that  are  wean-,  and  hearts  that  are  sore  ! 
L<Mik  off  unto  ^esus.  now  sorrow  no  more! 

The  lixht  of  his  countenance  shinelh  so  bri^^ht, 
That  here,  as  in  heaven,  there  need  be  no  night. 

a  While  looking  to  Jesus,  my  heart  cannot  fear; 

1  tremble  no  more  when  I  see  Jesus  near; 

I  know  that  his  presence  my  safeguard  will  be, 
For,  "  Why  are  you  troubled  ?"  he  saith  unto  me. 

3  Still  looking  to  Jesus,  oh,  may  I  be  found, 
when  Jordan's  dark  waters  encompass  me  round  : 
They  bear  me  away  in  his  presence  to  be  : 

I  see  him  still  nearer  whom  always  I  see. 

4  Then,  then  shall  I  know  the  full  beauty  and  grace, 
Of  Jesus,  my  Lord,  when  I  stand  face  to  face  ; 
Shall  know  how  his  love  went  before  me  each  day. 
And  wonder  that  ever  my  eyes  turned  away. 

Rev.  John  Nelson  Darby,  the  founder  of 
the  organization  called  *'  Plymouth  Brethren," 
may  have  written  this  hymn.  It  is  admitted 
that  he  contributed  five  pieces  to  a  collection 
once  published  in  London ;  a  generous  infer- 
ence makes  it  out  from  some  exceedingly 
slender  particulars  that  this  was  one  of  them, 
and  it  so  appears  credited  in  a  few  responsi- 
ble hymnals.  He  was  born  in  London,  No- 
vember 18,  1800;  graduated  at  Trinity  Col- 
lege, Dublin.  1 81 9;  took  orders  in  the  Church 
of  England,  and  became  a  curate  in  Wicklow 
until  1827.  These  facts  are  clear  to  every 
one.  At  that  period  of  his  history  things  be- 
come confused  in  some  particulars.  He  left 
the  Episcopal  communion,  gathered  together 
some  adherents,  and  shortly  afterward  went 
to  reside  ir»  Plymouth  about  1830.  The 
Christian  Witness  was  started  there,  and  the 
sect  took  its  now  familiar  name  from  the  cen- 
tral locality.  .Mr.  Darby  journeyed  into 
Switzerland,  propagating  his  opinions,  and 
also  visited  the  United  States  and  Canada 
five  times  between  1859  and  1873.  He  died 
in  Bournemouth,  on  the  Isle  of  Wight,  April 
29.  1882.  The  organization  he  started  still 
exists  :  some  excellent  men  and  gifted  scholars 
have  been  connected  with  it ;  their  views  are 
extreme  and  different  in  many  points  from 
those  of  other  denominations  and  sects ;  but 


they  seem  spiritually  minded  and  devout,  and 
much  of  their  literature  is  to  edification. 
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Psalm  23. 


lis. 


Thk  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  no  want  shall  I  know ; 

I  feed  in  grevn  pastures,  safe-folded  I  rest  ; 
He  leadeth  my  soul  where  the  still  waters  flow, 

Restores  me  when    wandering,    redeems    when 
oppressed. 

2  Through  the  valley  and  shadow  of  death  though 

I  stray, 
Since  thou  art  my  Guardian,  no  evil  I  fear; 
Thy  rod  shall  defend  me,  thy  staflfbe  my  slay  ; 
No  harm  can  befall,  with  my  Comforter  near, 

3  In  the  midst  of  affliction  my  table  is  spread ; 
With  blessings  unmeasured  my  cup  runneth  o'er; 

With  perfume  and  oil  thou  anointest  my  head  ; 
Oh,  what  shall  I  ask  of  thy  providence  more? 

4  Let  goodness  and  mercv,  my  bountiful  Go<l  ! 
Still  follow  my  steps  till  I  meet  thee  above; 

I  seek,  by  the  path  which  m^  forefathers  trod 
Through  the  land  oi  thefr  sojourn,  thy  kingdom 
of  love. 

This  most  musical  rendering  of  Psalm  23 
is  by  James  Montgomer>' ;  it  was  first  pub- 
lished in  his  Songs  of  Zion,  1822. 
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Faint,  yet  put  suing  y 


IIS. 


Thoitgh  faint,  yet  pursuing,  we  go  on  our  way  ! 
The  Lord  is  our  Leader,  his  word  is  our  stay ; 
Though  suflfering,  and  sorrow,  and  trial  be  near, 
The  Lord  is  our  Refuge,  and  whom  can  we  fear? 

2  He  raiseth  the  fallen,  he  cheerelhthe  faint ; 
Thew^eak,  and  oppressed — he  will  hear  their  complaint ; 
The  way  may  be  weary,  and  thorny  the  road. 
But  how  can  we  falter? — our  help  is  in  God  ! 

S  And  to  his  green  pastures  our  footsteps  he  leads ; 

His  flock  in  the  desert  how  kindly  he  feeds  ! 

The  lambs  in  his  bosom  he  tenderly  bears. 

And  brings  back  the  wanderers  all  safe  from  the  snares. 

4  Though  clouds  may  surround  us,  our  God   is  our 

light  ; 
Though  storms  ra|?^e  around  us,  our  God  is  our  might ; 
So,  faint  vet  pursumg,  still  onward  we  come; 
The  Lord  is  our  Leader,  and  heaven  is  our  home ! 

Once  or  twice,  when  I  have  been  in  the 
East,  I  have  seen  a  line  of  men  with  staves 
picking  their  path  along  through  the  streets. 
They  were  all  totally  blind,  and  each  placed 
his  hand,  with  a  sort  of  gentle  and  pathetic 
trust,  upon  the  shoulder  of  the  one  that  pre- 
ceded him  in  the  series.  Occasionally  a  new 
recruit  came  on  behind,  and  attached  himself 
to  the  train — just  as  I  did  when  1  took  up  the 
name  of  *•  J.  N.  Darby," and  joined  the  un- 
ending procession  of  compilers  in  adding  it 
to  the  hvmn,  now  before  *'  our  eves  that  are 
weary,  and  hearts  that  are  sore,"  as  the  au- 
thor to  whom  its  composition  ought  to  be 
credited.  It  is  interesting  to  see  that  the 
string  of  blind  compilers  is  still  keeping  step 
and  direction  unaltered.  But  the  fact  is.  Mr. 
Darby  told  Mr.   Miller  that  he  never  wrote 
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that  hymn.    And  nobody  knows  who  did  as 
yet. 

718  Our  Mast rr.  P.M. 

Art  thou  weary,  art  thou  languid, 
Art  thou  sore' distressed  ? 
"  Come  to  me,"  sailh  One,  "  and  coming, 
Be  at  rest." 

2  Hath  he  marks  to  lead  me  to  him, 
If  he  be  my  Guide? — 

"In  his  feet  and  hands  are  wound-prints, 
And  his  side." 

3  Is  there  diadem,  as  Monarch, 
That  his  brow  adorns? — 

"  Yea,  a  crown,  in  very  surety ; 
But  of  thorns." 

4  If  I  find  him,  if  I  follow. 
What  his  guerdon  here? — 

"  Many  a  sorrow,  many  a  labor. 
Many  a  tear." 

5  If  I  still  hold  closely  to  him. 
What  hath  he  at  last  ?— 

"  Sorrow  vanquished,  labor  ended, 
Jordan  passed." 

6  If  I  ask  him  to  receive  me, 
Will  he  say  me  nay? — 

"  Not  till  earth,  and  not  till  heaven 
Pass  away." 

7  Finding,  following,  keeping,  struggling, 
Is  he  sure  to  bless  ? — 

"Saints,  apostles,  prophets,  martyrs, 
Answer,  Yes." 


Two  characteristics  of  Dr.  John  Mason 
Neale  are  shown  here  at  once.  One  is  his 
profound  scholarship  in  other  languages,  and 
his  skillfulness  in  the  use  of  his  own ;  the 
other  is  his  odd  introduction  into  his  work  of 
some  esoteric  or  mystic  high  church  formulas 
of  speech  which  render  a  new  ecclesiastical 
dictionary  quite  a  comfort.  He  calls  this 
piece,  "  Idiomela,  in  the  Week  of  the  First 
Oblique  Tone."  It  comes  from  his  Hymns 
of  tJie  Eastern  Church,  1862,  and  is  a  render- 
ing of  one  written  by  St.  Stephen  the  Sabaite, 
a  monk  taking  his  name  from  the  monastery 
situated  far  down  in  the  Kedron  X'alley  near 
Bethlehem,  and  overlooking  the  Dead  Sea. 
This  man  was  placed  by  his  uncle  in  this 
solitar>'  region  when  he  was  only  ten  years 
old.  and  remained  there  more  than  a  half- 
century.  He  was  born  in  725,  and  died  in 
794.  His  life  was  spent  in  the  useless  dron- 
ing of  cloister  rituals,  and  in  the  useful  com- 
position of  some  excellent  hymns. 

Dr.  Neale  felt  many  misgivings,  even  after 
his  fine  successes  in  fitting  Latin  hymns  for  72Q 
British  hymnals.  As  he  entered  upon  a  fresh 
study,  and  the  reproduction  from  the  ( ireek, 
he  experienced  the  difficulty  of  dealing  with 
new  and  oftentimes  awkward  meters  and 
idioms  foreign  to  the  Knglish  tongue.  But 
his  best  work  is  to  be  looked  for  here.  Rev. 
Gerard  Moultrie  has  related  a  very  interesting 


incident  in  illustration  of  his  aptness  in  trans- 
lation. Dr.  Neale  *'  was  invited  by  Mr.  Kcblc 
and  the  Bishop  of  Salisbury  to  assist  them 
with  their  new  hymnal,  and  for  this  purpose 
he  paid  a  visit  to  Hursley  Parsonage."  On 
one  occasion  Mr.  Keble,  "  having  to  go  to  an- 
other room  to  find  some  papers,  was  detained 
a  short  time.  On  his  return  Dr.  Neale  saki. 
*  Why,  Keble,  I  thought  you  told  me  that  the 
Christian  Year  was  entirely  original.'  *  Yes,' 
he  answered,  *  it  certainly  is.'  •  Then  how 
comes  this  Y  and  Dr.  Neale  placed  before  him 
the  Latin  of  one  of  Keble 's  hymns.  KeWc 
professed  himself  utterly  confounded.  He 
protested  that  he  had  never  seen  this  *  origi- 
nal,' no,  not  in  all  his  life.  After  a  few  min- 
utes Neale  relieved  him  by  owning  that  be 
had  just  turned  it  into  Latin  in  his  absence." 

719  Watch  and  pray.  7s,  5s. 

Christian,  seek  not  yet  repose. 
Cast  thy  dreams  of  ease  away  ; 
Thou  art  in  the  midst  of  foes: 
Watch  and  pray. 

2  Princif^lities  and  powers, 
Musterinj^  their  unseen  array, 

Walt  for  thy  un^arded  hours: 
Watch  and  pray. 

3  Gird  thy  heavenly  armor  on, 
Wear  it  e\'er  night  and  day ; 

Ambushed  lies  the  evil  one : 
Watch  and  pray. 

4  Hear  the  victors  who  o'ercame; 
Still  they  mark  each  warrior's  way; 

All  with  warning  voice  exclaim, 
W'atch  and  pray. 

5  Hear,  above  all,  hear  thy  Lord ; 
Him  thou  lovest  to  obey; 

Hide  within  thy  heart  his  word 
Watch  and  pray. 

6  Watch,  as  if  ou  that  alone 
Hung  the  issue  of  the  day : 

Pray  that  help  may  be  sent  down ; 
Watch  and  pray. 

In  1839  there  was  issued  in  London  a  little 
volume  called  Morninir  and  Evenifi^  Hymns 
for  a  Week,  by  the  late  Charlotte  Elliott.  This 
was  the  one  set  for  Wednesday  morning.  It 
was  founded  upon  the  words  of  Jesus  Christ : 
*•  Watch  and  pray,  that  ye  enter  not  into  temp- 
tation." Matthew  26: 41.  The  Christian  stands 
between  Christ  and  Satan  :  he  must  watch  the 
one,  and  pray  to  the  other.  Piety  and  pru- 
dence go  hand  in  hand. 


Christian  Pilgrims. 

Thh  people  of  the  Lord 
Are  on  their  way  to  heaven ; 

There  they  obtain  their  great  rem'ard  ; 
The  prize  will  there  be  given. 

2  'T  is  conflict  here  below ; 

'T  is  triumph  there,  and  peace: 
On  earth  we  wrestle  with  tne  foe; 

In  heaven  our  conflicts 


S.  M. 
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3  'T  is  eloom  and  darkness  here ; 
'T  is  light  and  joy  above ; 

There  allis  pure,  and  all  is  dear ; 
There  all  is  peace  and  love. 

4  There  rest  shall  follow  toil, 
And  ease  succeed  to  care : 

The  victors  there  divide  the  spoil ; 
They  sing  and  triumph  there. 

5  Then  let  us  joyful  sing: 
The  conflict  is  not  long: 

We  hope  in  hc*aven  to  praise  our  King 
In  one  €rternal  song. 

eluded  ifi  the  fifth  edition  of  Rev.  Thomas 
,''s  Hytuns  on  Various  Passages  of 
bture,  1820.  It  is  entitled,  "Life  a 
image."  It  might  serve  well  to  close  a 
on  on  Zechariah  14  : 6,  7  :  '*  And  it  shall 
;  to  pass  in  that  day.  that  the  light  shall 
t)e  clear,  nor  dark  :  but  it  shall  be  one 
A'hich  shall  be  known  to  the  Lord,  not 
nor  night :  but  it  shall  come  to  pass, 
at  evening  time  it  shall  be  light."  *'  That 
means  now,  this  latter  day,  the  day  of 
[ospel  dispensation.  A  day  of  haze,  no 
ness,  all  confusion,  a  mixed  season; 
lot  reinless  and  reckless,  as  if  a  blind  or 
iened  fate  were  ruling  it ;  it  has  a  unity 
urpose  all  through  it :  it  is  "  one  day, ' 
it  is  **  known  to  the  Lord ;"  and  when  it 
s  to  its  end  and  seems  the  darkest,  then 
evening  time  it  shall  be  light." 

'Jehovah  Jirehr  S.  M. 

1  STAND  on  Zion's  mount, 

And  view  my  starr>-  crown  ; 
No  power  on  earth  my  hope  can  shake, 
Nor  hell  can  thrust  me  down. 

2  The  lofty  hills  and  towers, 
That  lift  their  heads  on  high, 

Shall  all  be  leveled  low  in  dust — 
Their  ver>-  names  shall  die. 

3  The  vaulle<l  heavens  shall  fall, 
Built  by  Jehovah's  hands; 

But  firmer  than  the  heavens,  the  Rock 
Of  my  salvation  stands  ! 

le  author  of  this  hymn,  Rev.  Joseph 
n,  was  born  in  Birmingham,  England, 
61,  and  as  a  young  man  was  apprenticed 
1  engraver.  He  early  showed  talent  for 
'>%  but  his  gift  was  used  at  first  in 
ng  lyrics  which  would  please  the  gay 
lanions  with  whom  he  associated  on  his 
)val  to  London.  A  sudden  change  came 
him.  and  with  his  conversion  to  a  better 
he  devoted  all  his  talent  to  sacred  pur- 
s.  He  was  baptized  in  1783,  decided  to 
•  the  ministry,  and  in  1791  took  charge  of 
ptist  congregation  in  Walworth,  London, 
pastorate  was  brief,  but  full  of  earnest 
very  successful  work.  The  strain  proved 
€vere  for  his  feeble  constitution,  and  he 
in  his  thirty-fifth  year,  April  16.  1796. 
poem,  published  in  his  Wahvorth  Hymns, 
,  was  probably  written  about  the  time  of 


his  entering  the  ministry,  when  his  soul  was 
so  filled  with  joy  and  trust  that  he  composed 
many  similar  verses,  and  was  in  the  habit  of 
singing  them  to  himself. 

722  "Goeth  forth  weeping r  S.  M. 

Thb  har\'est  dawn  is  near, 

The  year  delays  not  long: 
And  he  who  sows  with  many  a  tear 

Shall  reap  with  many  a  song. 

2  Sad  to  his  toil  he  goes, 
His  seed  with  weeping  leaves  ; 

But  he  shall  come,  at  twilight's  close, 
And  bring  his  golden  sheaves. 

Rev.  George  Burgess,  D.  D.,  was  bom  at 
Providence,  R.  I.,  October  31,  1809.  He  was 
educated  at  Brown  University,  where  for 
some  time  after  his  graduation  he  was  a 
tutor ;  from  there  he  went  abroad  to  continue 
his  studies  at  Gottingen,  Bonn,  and  Berlin. 
Returning  home,  he  became  a  Protestant 
Episcopal  minister,  and  held  the  rectorship 
of  Christ  Church,  Hartford,  Conn.,  for  thirteen 
years.  In  1847  he  was  consecrated  Bishop 
of  the  diocese  of  Maine.  Taking  up  his 
residence  in  Gardiner  in  that  State,  he 
officiated  also  as  rector  of  Christ  Church. 
He  died  at  sea  near  Hayti,  April  23,  1866,  and 
was  buried  at  Gardiner.  The  hymn  here 
quoted  is  taken  from  his  Book  of  Psalms^ 
and  is  a  poetical  version  of  Psalm  126.  It 
was  published  in  1839,  and  is  in  general  use 
all  over  the  country. 

723  "  Watchr  s.  M. 

Mv  soul,  be  on  thv  guard. 

Ten  thousand  foes  arise ; 
And  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard 

To  draw  thee  from  the  skies. 

2  Oh,  watch,  and  fij^ht,  and  pray  ! 
The  battle  ne'er  give  o'er; 

Renew  it  boldly  every  day. 
And  help  divine  implore. 

3  Ne'er  think  the  victory  won. 
Nor  lay  thine  armor  down ; 

Thine  arduous  work  will  not  be  done 
Till  thou  obtain  thy  crown. 

4  Fight  on,  my  soul,  till  death 
Shall  bring  thee  to  thy  C.od  ! 

He  '11  take  tnee.  at  thv  parting  breath, 
I'p  to  his  blest  abode. 

Says  old  John  Bunyan's  Pilgrim :  **  My 
marks  and  scars  I  carry  with  me  to  be  a  wit- 
ness for  me  that  I  have  fought  his  battles, 
who  now  w^ill  be  my  re  warder."  And  again : 
**  Thy  travel  hither  has  been  with  difficulty, 
but  that  will  make  thy  rest  the  sweeter." 
Rev.  George  Heath,  who  wrote  the  ringing 
hymn  before  us,  was  an  English  Unitarian 
clergyman.  He  studied  at  Exeter,  and  was 
in  1770  in  charge  of  a  Presbyterian  church  at 
Honiton.  in  Devonshire.  For  cause  he  was 
dismissed  from  this  charge ;  and  perhaps  it 
was  because  of  the  difficulty  he  himself  ex* 
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perienced  in  traveling  over  this  earthly  road 
to  the  Better  Land  that  he  wrote  the  piece 
we  quote  as  a  rallying  cry  for  his  fellows.  He 
died  in  1822. 

The  volume  from  which  it  was  taken  is 
entitled  Hymns  and  Poetic  Essays  Sacred  to 
the  Public  and  Private  Worship  of  the 
Deity,  1781. 

724  ''Jehovah  Nissi."  6s,  5s.  D. 

Brightly  gleams  our  banner, 

Pointing  to  the  sky. 
Waving  wanderers  onward 

To  their  home  on  high. 
Journeying  o'er  the  desert, 

(Gladly  thus  we  pray. 
And  with  hearts  united. 

Take  our  heavenwara  way. 

Ref. — Brightly  gleams  our  banner, 
Pointing  to  the  sky, 
Waving  wanderers  onward 
To  their  home  on  high. 

2  Jesus,  Lord  and  Master, 

At  thy  sacred  feet,  ^ 

Here  with  hearts  rejoicing 

See  thy  children  meet ; 
Often  have  wc  left  thee, 

Often  gone  astray ; 
Keep  us,  mighty  Saviour, 

In  the  narrow  way. — Ref. 

3  All  our  days  direct  us 
In  the  way  we  gjo  ; 

Lead  us  on  victorious 

Over  cver>'  foe : 
Bid  thine  angels  shield  us 

When  the  storm-clouds  lower. 
Pardon  thou  and  save  us 

In  the  last  dread  hour. — Ref. 

The  author  of  this  well-known  h)Tnn,  Rev. 
Thomas  Joseph  Potter,  was  bom  at  Scar- 
borough, England,  in  1827.  He  became  a 
Roman  Catholic  when  twenty  years  old,  and 
subsequently  took  holy  orders.  Vox  a  num- 
ber of  years  he  was  professor  of  Pulpit  Elo- 
quence and  English  Literature  in  the  Foreign 
Missionar>^  College  of  All  Hallows,  Dubhn, 
in  which  city  he  died  in  1873.  His  published 
works  consist  of  treatises  on  preaching,  to- 
gether with  several  tales,  and  a  volume  of 
Lej^ends,  Lyrics  and  Hymns,  1862.  The 
piece  quoted  is  to  be  found  in  the  People* s 
Hymnal,  1867. 
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'•  Fij^hl  Ihf  Good  Fi^^hl. 

Onward,  Chri?nian  soldiers, 

Marching  as  to  war. 
With  the  cross  ofjesus 

Going  on  heforf. 
Christ,  the  royal  Master, 
Le-ads  against  the  foe: 
Forward  into  battle, 
Sec,  his  haiuiers  go. 

Cho.— Onward,  Christian  soldiers, 
Marching  as  to  war. 
With  the  cross  ofjesus 
(ioing  on  before. 

2  Like  a  mighty  army 

Mf»ves  the  Church  of  Cod  ; 
Brothers,  we  are  treading 

Where  the  saints  have  trod  ; 


6s,  5s.  D. 


We  are  not  divided. 

All  one  body  we. 
One  in  hope  and  aoctrine, 

One  in  charity. — Cho. 

3  Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish. 
Kingdoms  rise  and  wane, 

But  the  Church  ofjesus 

Constant  will  remain ; 
Gates  of  hell  can  never 

'Gainst  that  Church  pre\-ail; 
We  have  Christ's  own  promise. 

And  that  cannot  fail.— Cho. 

4  Onward,  then,  ye  people, 
Join  our  hapi)>'  throng; 

Blend  with  oufs  your  voices 

In  the  triumph-song; 
Glory,  laud,  and  honor, 

Unto  Christ,  the  King; 
This  through  countless  ages, 

Men  and  angels  sing.— Cho. 


This  admirable  processional  is  an  original 
composition  of  Rev.  Sabine  Baring-Gould, 
and  was  first  published  in  the  English  Epis- 
copal Church  Times,  1865.  It  has  been 
taken  up  all  over  the  world,  and  with  either 
Haydn's  or  Sullivan's  music  set  to  it,  it  con- 
stitutes the  best  marching  hymn  for  children 
or  adults  known  to  this  generation.  It  meets 
the  American  ideal,  mechanically  speaking,  in 
that  it  is  simple,  rhythmical,  lyric,  and  has  a 
refrain  at  the  end  of  each  stanza.  That  has 
given  to  it  an  extensive  popularity  and  use. 
The  singing  of  great  masses  of  children  may 
be  hated,  as  it  once  was  in  the  temple  at  Jeru- 
salem, by  those  that  hate  Christ ;  but  it  has 
prodigious  power,  and  if  it  were  stopped  the 
very  stones  "would  immediately  cry  out." 
Luke  19:37-40. 

726  "  ^"  "  artf."  8s,  4S. 

Through  the  love  of  God  our  Saviour, 

All  will  be  well ; 
Free  and  changeless  is  his  favor ; 

All,  all  is  well. 
Precious  is  the  blood  that  healed  us ; 
Perfect  is  the  grace  that  sealed  us ; 
Strong  the  hand  stretched  out  to  shield  us; 

AJl  must  be  well. 

2  Though  we  pass  through  tribulation. 

All  will  be  well ; 
Ours  is  such  a  full  salvation ; 

All.  all  is  well. 
Happv  still  in  God  confiding. 
Fruitful,  if  in  Christ  abiding. 
Holy,  through  the  Spirit's  guiding, 

All  must  be  well. 

3  We  expect  a  bright  to-morrow ; 

All  will  be  well; 
P'aith  can  sing  through  da>'S  of  sorrow, 

All,  all  is  well. 
On  our  Father's  love  relying, 
Jesus  ever>'  need  supplying. 
Or  in  living,  or  in  dying. 

All  must  be  well. 

This  comes  from  Mrs.  Mary  Bowly  Peters* 
Hymns  intended  to  help  the  Communicn  of 
Saints,  1S47.  She  entitled  it. "  Security  in 
Christ."     It  breathes  the  spirit  of    perfect 
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trust  and  therefore  of  joyous  contentedness 
with  the  lot  God  sends. 


727  Matthfw  6  :  25-34.  7s,  6s.  D. 

Sometimes  a  light  surprises 

The  Christian  while  he  sings  : 
It  is  the  Lord  who  rises 

With  healing  in  his  win^; 
When  comforts  arc  declining, 

He  grants  the  soul  again 
A  season  of  clear  shining 

To  cheer  it  after  rain. 

2  In  holy  contemplation, 
We  sweetly  then  pursue 

The  theme  of  God's  salvation, 

And  find  it  ever  new. 
Set  free  from  present  sorrow, 

We  cheerfully  can  say, 
Let  the  unknown  to-morrow 

Bring  with  it  what  it  may. 

3  It  can  bring  with  it  nothing 
But  he  will  bring  us  through ; 

Who  gives  the  lilies  clothing. 

Will  clothe  his  people  too : 
Beneath  the  spreading  heavens, 

No  creature  but  is  fed  ; 
And  he  who  feeds  the  ravens. 

Will  give  his  children  bread. 

4  Though  vine  nor  fig-tree  neither 
Their  wonted  fruit  should  b^r. 

Though  all  the  fields  should  wither. 
Nor  flocks,  nor  herds  be  there ; 

Yet  God  the  same  abiding. 
His  praise  shall  tune  my  voice, 

For  while  in  him  confiding, 
I  cannot  but  rejoice. 

We  find  this  in  the  Olney  Hymns,  ijy^,  as 
one  of  the  contributions  of  William  Cowper. 
It  has  in  the  original  copy  two  notes  by  the 
hand  of  the  author.  One  refers  to  Matthew 
6  :  34  as  giving  an  explanation  of  the  phrase 
*'  Let  the  unknown  to-morrow."  The  other  re- 
fers to  Habakkuk  3:17,  18:  "Although  the 
fig  tree  shall  not  blossom,  neither  shall  fruit 
be  in  the  vines;  the  labor  of  the  olive  shall 
fail,  and  the  tields  shall  yield  no  meat ;  the 
Hock  shall  be  cut  off  from  the  fold,  and  there 
shall  be  no  herd  in  the  stalls :  yet  I  will  re- 
joice in  the  Lord,  I  will  joy  in  the  God  of  my 
salvation." 


Prrffct  pracr. 

In  heavenly  love  abiding. 

No  change  my  heart  shall  fear, 
And  safe  is  such  confiding, 

For  nothing  changes  here  : 
The  storm  may  roar  without  me. 

My  heart  may  low  be  laid, 
But  GcmI  is  round  ah<iut  me, 

And  can  I  be  dismayed  ? 

2  Wherever  he  may  guide  me, 

No  want  shall  turn  me  back  ; 
My  Shepherd  is  beside  me. 

And  nothing  can  I  lack  : 
His  wisdom  ever  waketh, 

His  sight  is  never  dim  : 
He  knows  the  way  he  taketh. 

And  I  will  walk  with  him. 


7s,  6s.  D. 


3  Green  pastures  are  before  me, 

Which  yel  I  have  not  seen ; 
Bright  skies  will  soon  be  o'er  me, 

Where  darkest  clouds  have  been : 
My  hope  I  cannot  measure ; 

My  path  to  life  is  free ; 
My  Saviour  has  my  treasure, 

And  he  will  walk  with  me. 

Miss  Anna  La^titia  Waring  published  this 
in  her  Hymns  and  Meditations  by  A.  L.  W., 
1850.  It  was  a  small  book  containing  nine- 
teen poems  only,  but  all  of  rare  excellence. 
This  bears  the  title,  "  Safety  in  God."  It  fol- 
lows so  closely  the  spirit  and  phraseolog)'  of 
Psalm  23  that  one  might  readily  think  the 
author  intended  it  as  a  version  of  that  old 
song  of  David.  There  is  a  ring  and  a  swing 
of  rhythmic  melody  in  this  composition  that 
makes  it  one  of  the  most  charming  in  our 
language.  The  closing  verse  is  fairly  jubi- 
lant with  confident  hope  and  unfaltering  trust. 

729  "  Having  done  all,  stand.''  7s,  6s.  D. 

Stand  up !— stand  up  for  Jesus ! 

Ye  solaiers  of  the  cross ; 
Lift  high  his  royal  banner, 

It  must  not  suffer  loss : 
From  victory-  unto  victor>' 

His  army  shall  he  lead. 
Till  ever\'  foe  is  vanquished. 

And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 

2  Stand  up ! — stand  up  for  Jesus ! 
The  trumpet  call  obey  : 

Forth  to  the  mighty  conflict. 

In  this  his  glorious  day  : 
"  Ye  that  are  men,  now  ser\'e  him," 

Against  unnumbered  foes; 
Lei  courage  rise  with  danger. 

And  strength  to  strength  oppose. 

3  Stand  up!— stand  up  for  Jesus  ! 
Stand  in  his  strengtn  alone; 

The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you — 
Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own  : 

Put  on  the  gospel  armor. 
And,  watching  unto  prayer, 

Where  duty  calls,  or  danger. 
Be  never  wanting  there. 

4  Stand  up  !— stand  up  for  Jesus  ! 
The  strife  will  not  be  long  ; 

This  day.  the  noise  of  battle. 
The  next,  the  victor's  song  ; 

To  him  that  overcometh 
A  crown  of  life  shall  be: 

He  with  the  King  of  glor\ 
Shall  reign  eternally  ! 

This  hymn  is  well  known  as  the  composi- 
tion of  Rev.  George  Duftield,  D.  D.,  the  sec- 
ond of  the  name.  It  seems  unnecessar)*  to 
speak  of  the  '*  Junior  "  or  the  "  Senior."  now 
that  both  are  before  the  throne  of  God  and 
earthly  discriminations  are  forgotten.  The 
account  of  the  piece  itself  is  given  in  a  leaflet 
printed  by  the  author. 

"  *  Stand  up  for  Jesus'  was  the  dying  mes- 
sage of  the  Rev.  Dudley  A.T>'ng.  to  the  Young 
Men's  Christian  Association,  and  the  ministers 
associated  with  them  in  the  Noon-day  Prayer 
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Meeting,  during  the  great  revival  of  1858, 
usually  known  as '  The  Work  of  God  in 
Philadelphia.' 

"  A  very  dear  personal  friend,  I  knew  young 
Tyng  as  one  of  the  noblest,  bravest,  manliest 
men  I  ever  met ;  not  inferior  in  eloquence  to 
his  honored  father,  and  the'  acknowledged 
leader  of  a  campaign  for  Christ  that  has  be- 
come historical.  The  Sabbath  before  his 
death  he  preached  in  the  immense  edifice 
known  as  Jaynes'  Hall,  one  of  the  most  suc- 
cessful sermons  of  modem  times.  Of  the 
five  thousand  men  there  assembled,  at  least 
one  thousand,  it  was  believed,  were  *  the 
slain  of  the  Lord.'  His  text  was  E.xodus 
10:  II,  and  hence  the  allusion  in  the  third 
verse  of  the  hvmn. 

•'  The  following  Wednesday,  leaving  his 
study  for  a  moment,  he  went  to  the  barn 
floor,  where  a  mule  was  at  work  on  a  horse- 
power, shelling  com.  Patting  him  on  the 
neck,  the  sleeve  of  his  silk  study  gown  caught 
in  the  cogs  of  the  wheel,  and  his  arm  was 
torn  out  by  the  roots!  His  death  occurred 
in  a  few  hours.  Never  was  there  greater 
lamentation  over  a  young  man  than  over  him. 
and  when  Genesis  50 :  26  was  announced  as  the 
text  for  his  funeral  sermon,  the  place  at  once 
became  a  Bochim,  and  continued  so  for  many 
minutes. 

"  The  following  Sunday  the  author  of  the 
hymn  preached  from  Ephesians  6 :  14,  and  the 
above  verses  were  written  simply  as  the  con- 
cluding exhortation.  The  Superintendent  of 
the  Sabbath-School  had  a  fly-leaf  printed  for 
the  children — a  stray  copy  found  its  way  into 
a  Baptist  newspaper — and  from  that  paper  it 
has  gone  in  English,  and  in  German  and 
Latin  translations,  all  over  the  world.  The 
first  time  the  author  heard  it  sung,  outside  of 
his  own  denomination,  was  in  1864,  as  the 
favorite  song  of  the  Christian  soldiers  in  the 
Army  of  the  James." 

730  " Peace,  he  stxU:'  Ss,  3s. 

FiKKi"!-:  r.iKed  the  tempCNt  o'er  the  deep, 
Watch  (lid  thine  anxious  ser\ants  keep. 
But  lliou  wast  wrapiK-'d  in  x;uilelcss  sleep, 
Calm  and  still. 

2  "  Save,  Lonl.  we  i)erish,'*   was  their  cry, 
"  Oil.  s,ive  us  in  our  a^ony  !  " 
Thy  word  above  the  storm  rose  hijjh, 
"Teace,  be  still." 

S  The  wild  win<ls  hushetl ;  the  angry  deep 
S.ink.  like  a  little  child,  to  sleep; 
The  sullen  billows  cwised  to  leap, 
At  thy  will. 

4  So,  when  our  life  is  rloude<l  o'er, 
Anil  sioim-wituls  drift  us  from  the  shore, 
Sav.  Ie*it  we  sink  to  rise  no  more, 
"  Peace,  be  still." 


This  was  first  published  in  R.  R.  Chope's 
Hymnal,  1862.  It  was  written  by  Rev.  God- 
frey Thring,  Prebendary  of  Wells  Cathedral 
and  was  entitled  '*  Stilling  the  Sea."  As  a 
narrative  poem,  descriptive  and  picturesque. 
it  has  proved  itself  a  popular  and  spirited 
success.      The    Scripture   passage  is  Mark 

73 1  The  glorious  City,  te,  5$. 

Forward  !  he  our  watchword. 

Steps  and  voices  joined  ; 
Seek  the  thines  before  us. 

Not  a  look  behind  ; 
Burns  the  fierv*  pillar 

At  our  army's  head  ; 
Who  shall  dream  of  shrinking. 
By  our  Captain  led  ? 
Forward  through  the  desert, 
Throueh  the  toil  and  fight . 
Jordan  flows  before  us. 
Zion  beams  with  light  1 

2  ForAvard,  when  in  childhood 
Buds  the  infant  mind  ; 

All  through  youth  and  manhood. 

Not  a  thought  behind  : 
Si)eed  through  realms  of  nature. 

Climb  the  steps  of  grace; 
Faint  not.  till  in  glory 
Gleams  our  Father's  face. 
Forward,  all  the  life-time, 

Climb  from  height  to  hei|^ : 
Till  the  head  be  hoary. 
Till  the  e\'e  be  light. 

3  Fon%-ard,  flock  of  Icsus, 
Salt  of  all  the  earth; 

Till  each  yearning  purpose 
Spring  to  glorious  birth : 
Sick,  they  ask  for  healing, 

Blind,  thev  grope  for  day ; 
Pour  upon  the  nations 
Wisdom's  loving  ray. 
ForNvard.  out  of  error. 

Leave  behind  the  night ; 
ForNvard  through  the  darknesi^ 
For\%-ard  into  light ! 

4  Glories  upon  glories 
Hath  our  God  prepared, 

By  the  souls  that  love  him 

One  day  to  be  shared  ; 
Eve  hath'not  beheld  them, 

tar  hath  never  heard ; 
Nor  of  these  hath  uttered 
Thought  or  si>eech  a  word : 
P'orward,  marching  eastward 
Where  the  heaven  is  bright. 
Till  the  vail  be  lifted, 
Till  our  faith  be  sight ' 

Rev.  Henr\'  Alford,  D.  D.,  is  best  knov^'n 
by  his  latest  title.  Dean  Alford,  of  Canterbury 
Cathedral,  in  England.  His  Greek  Testament 
wii/t  JVo/es  is.  or  ought  to  be,  in  the  librar)' 
of  every  American  expositor.  This  splendid 
work  alone  would  be  enough  to  fix  the  fame 
of  its  author  as  a  devout  and  scholarly  di\*inf. 
Fie  has  almost  always  been  in  literature ;  at  one 
time  he  was  the  editor  of  the  Contetnporary 
Rr<'inv,  w riting  voluminously  in  its  pages.  He 
was  bom  in  London,  October  7,  1810.  There 
must  have  been  an  unusual  piety  and  deit)- 
tion  of  spirit  in  this  young  student's  charao 
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thusiasm,  and  shining  u-ich  the  radiance  of 
the  "  fiery  pillar  "  o(  inc  "  Light  "  of  which  it 
sings.  The  text  affixed  to  it  is  Exodus  14:15: 
"  .Speak  unto  the  children  of  Israel,  that  they 
go  forward." 


?M 


in  his  sixteenth  year  he  WTOte  this 
^ication  of  his  life  to  his  Maker  upon 
leaf  of  his  Hible :  "  I  do  this  day.  in 
sence  of  (lod  and  my  own  soul,  renew 
enant  with  Cod,  and  solemnly  deter- 
;ncefonh  to  iiecimie  his,  and  to  do  his 
s  far  as  in  me  hes."  His  education 
ceiled  at  Trinity  College,  in  Cam- 
where,  after  his  graduation.  1832, 
.me  a  Keliow  in  iS^.  Kor  four  years, 
B53  to  1857.  he  was  the  preacher  at 
ChajK'l  in  l.dTidon,  and  was  known 
for  his  tasti',  his  piety,  his  attainments 
ling,  and  hi>  cIcHiuence  in  speech.  A 
tion  of  thf  disrc)urses  he  delivered 
that  |HTi"ci  was  sulist-quently  made, 
relinquished  (he  iharije  of  the  pulpit 
■T  ici  .sii,-,Tcii  Dean  Lyall  at  Canter- 
|8;7  ;  thi-R-  he  renwini-d  until  his 
13.  i»7i. 
n  to  be  sung 
iihial  Choirs  of 
iiion;-  this  was 
U'signed  as  a  pro- 
rucled  with  eight 
led   by  a  brilliant 
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leniiig  rivi 

I  unlold : 

,  onwBtd  Ihilhei, 

^SpiiifK  niiRhl: 

^"'Li'^h'l'''* 


1  InloGud'sliiKhtMnpte 
Onwanl  as  «e  pim, 

Arefa.and  vault,  and  nniiiE, 

Ligfala  of  varied  Imic: 
Softened  «i>rilK  anil  hcilv, ' 

Where  thr'lrilw*as«mhle 
Ruund  Hie  Ihrane  of  I.iKht. 

'  o'l'^E^'ais'lnolsirnr: ' 
Wheie  the  Godhead  d»cll«h, 
Temple  Ihere-SMO-re: 
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To  the  Son 
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hTreiiiOne. 

Be  h  mm  1 

EmlleHs  II 

i-rSss 

u«.\n 

Korn-i 

■SSSSS: 

I  .\lfi.rrl   w 
■  Tenth  Fr 


-   this  hvr 
:il  .if  1 


This  is  the  secon<l  half  of  the  previous  hymn. 
No  better  proof  of  Dean  Alford's  power  and 
gift  as  a  true  -  I'oct  of  the  Church  ■"  can  be  " 
adduced  than  the  fact  that  so  long  a  lyric  sus- 
tains its  wonderful  loftiness  and  force  clear 
through  to  the  end,  and  adds  a  doxology  fit  to 
be  sung  to  the  sound  of  silier  trumpets  in  the 
temple  of  God, 
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2  If  the  way  be  drear, 
If  the  foe  be  near, 

Let  not  faithless  fears  o'crtake  us, 
Let  not  faith  and  hope  forsake  us : 

Through  adversity 

Lies  our  way  to  thee. 

3  When  the  heart  must  know 
Pain  for  others'  woe, 

When  oppressctl  by  new  temptations, 
Lord,  increase  our  perfect  patience: 

Show  us  that  bright  shore 

Where  we  weep  no  more. 

4  Thus  our  path  shall  be 
Daily  traced  by  thee; 

Heavenly  Leader,  still  direct  us. 
Still  support,  console,  protect  us. 

Till  we  safely  stand 

In  our  Father's  land. 

Rev.  Arthur  Tozer  Russell  translated  this 
hymn  from  the  German  of  Zinzendorf,  the 
verse  there  begin ninvj  ""Jcsui^th'  voran."  He 
wrote  it  March  20,  1846,  and  it  was  published 
in  his  Psalms  andHymus,  1 85 1 .  Count  Zinzen- 
dorf, the  champion  of  the  Moravians,  was  an 
enthusiast  in  Christian  service,  and  gifted  in 
many  ways.  He  had  a  singular  faculty  for  ex- 
temporizing hymns.  He  composed  in  all  some 
two  thousand,  and  not  a  few  of  them  were 
improvised.  Speaking  of  his  ministrations  in 
Berlin,  he  said  :  "  After  the  discourse,  I  gen- 
erally announce  another  hymn  appropriate  to 
the  subject.  When  I  cannot  find  one  I  com- 
pose one ;  I  say  in  the  Saviour's  name  what 
comes  into  my  heart;  I  am,  as  ever,  a  poor 
sinner,  a  captive  of  eternal  love,  running  by 
the  side  of  the  triumphal  chariot,  and  have  no 
desire  to  be  anything  else  as  long  as  I  live." 


"  still  Lead  On 


>> 


5S,  8s,  5S. 


jF.srs,  still  lead  on. 

Till  our  rest  be  won  ; 
And  althout;h  the  way  be  cheerless : 
We  will  follow,  calm  and  fearless  ; 

Guide  us  by  thv  hand 

To  our  Fatherland. 

2  If  the  w.iv  be  drear. 

If  the  foe  be  near. 
Let  not  faithless  fi-ars  o'ertake  us, 
Let  not  faith  and  hoi>e  forsake  us; 

For,  tlirouijh  many  a  foe. 

To  our  home  we  ><:o. 

T,  When  we  seek  relief 

From  a  lonj,j-fclt  j^rief, 
When  ti'inptations  come,  alluring, 
Makf  us  patient  and  endurinK; 

Show  us  that  bright  shore 

Where  we  weep  no  more. 

4  Jesus,  still  lead  on. 

rill  «)ur  rest  Ik'  won  ; 
Heavenly  Leader,  still  direct  us, 
Still  suppr)rt,  console,  protect  us, 

Till  we  safely  stand 

In  our  Fatherland. 

Translated  from  the  same  poem  as  above, 
by  Miss  Jane  Borthwick,  and  given  to  the 


public  in  Hymns  from  the  Land  of  Luther ^ 
First  Series,  1854.  It  was  earliest  published 
in  the  Scottish  Free  Church  Magazine^  1846. 


I  'igot  in  attack.  6s,  fyi. 

Christian,  dost  thou  see  them 

On  the  holy  ground. 
How  the  powers  of  evil 

Rage  thy  steps  around  ? 
Christian,  up  and  smite  them. 

Counting  gain  but  loss; 
Smite  them  by  the  merit 

Of  the  holy  Cross. 

2  Christian,  dost  thou  feel  them, 
How  they  work  within, 

Strivin)^,  tempting,  luring, 

Goading  on  to  sin  ? 
Christian,  never  tremble; 

Never  yield  to  fear : 
Smite  them  by  the  virtue 

Of  unceasing  prayer. 

3  Christian,  dost  thou  hear  them. 
How  they  speak  thee  fair? 

"Always  fast  and  vigil? 

Always  watch  ana  prayer?" 
Christian,  answer  boldly': 

"  While  I  breathe.  I  pray  :" 
Peace  shall  follow  battle. 

Night  shall  end  in  day. 

4  *•  Well  I  know  thy  trouble. 

0  my  servant  true; 
Thou  art  very  weary — 

1  was  wear>'  too : 

But  that  toil  shall  make  thee 
Some  day  all  mine  own ; 

And  the  end  of  sorrow- 
Shall  be  near  my  throne." 


This  beautiful  poem  is  one  of  Dr.  Neale's 
translations  from  the  Greek,  and  appeared 
first  in  his  Hymns  of  the  Eastern  Churchy 
1862.  It  grew  so  rapidly  in  popular  favor 
that  it  has  since  been  included  m  hymnals  of 
every  denomination.  The  original  is  sup- 
posed to  have  been  composed  by  St.  Andrew 
of  Jerusalem,  who  was  bom  at  Damascus  in 
660,  became  Archbishop  of  Crete,  and  died 
near  Mitylene  in  732.  The  hymn  is  one  of 
the  most  vivid  and  dramatic  presentations  of 
our  position  as  Christians  in  the  midst  of  an 
array  of  evil  forces  ever  on  the  watch  to 
overcome  our  resistance.  A  vigilance  that 
never  relaxes  is  our  only  safeguard ;  and  as 
long  as  life  lasts,  it  is  bound  to  be  a  struggle. 
The  freshest  of  fishes  are  sometimes  caught 
in  the  saltest  of  seas.  It  is  quite  possible  for 
even  a  truly  regenerate  man  to  live  in  the 
world,  and  yet  never  so  much  as  be  tainted 
by  its  spirit.  He  may  even  vex  his  righteous 
soul  with  the  iniquity  he  meets.  But  if  at 
the  end  of  some  lengthened  years  he  has  no 
more  to  show  for  his  piety  than  Lot  had 
when  he  forsook  Sodom,  we  should  be  at 
liberty  to  draw  the  conclusion  that  his  reli- 
gion was  of  a  tame  sort  and  well  broken  in, 
so  as  to  have  been  easily  held  in  hand. 
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$  Ephrsians  6  :  14.  L.  M. 

Stand  up,  my  soul,  shake  off  thy  fears 

And  ifird  the  gospel  armor  on  ; 
March  to  the  gates  of  endless  joy, 

Where  Jesu.N,  thy  great  Captain's  gone. 

2  Hell  and  thv  sins  resist  thy  course, 
But  hell  and  sin  are  vanquished  foes; 

Thy  Saviour  nailed  them  to  the  cross, 
And  sung  the  triumph  when  he  rose. 

3  Then  let  my  soul  march  boldly  on— 
Press  forward  to  the  heavenly  gate; 

There  peace  and  joy  eternal  reign, 
And  glittering  robes  for  conquerors  wait. 

4  There  shall  I  wear  a  starn-  crown, 
And  triumph  in  almighty  grace, 

While  all  the  armies  of  the  skies 
Join  in  my  glorious  Leader's  praise. 

n  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  Hymns  and  Spirt ttial 
\i^s,  1707,  this  poem  oritjinally  appeared 
h  si.x  stanzas  of  four  lines  each,  bearing 
title.  "  The  Christian  Warfare."  It  was 
;gested  by  the  thirteenth  and  fourteenth 
ses  of  the  sixth  chapter  of  Ephesians,  in 
ich  the  believer  is  represented  as  arming 
iself  with  the  panoply  of  God  for  the  fight 
h  the  powers  of  darkness.  It  is  always 
t  to  spend  a  little  time  in  making  ready 
ore  one  goes  out  into  unusual  exposure  of 
at  spiritual  enterprise.  An  hour  in  study 
i  prayer  is  not  wasted.  Most  elderly  peo- 
will  remember  the  kindling  of  heroic 
lor  they  had  in  their  early  days  when  they 
itemplated  Christian  in  the  few  illustra- 
is  of  Pili^rims  Proi^ress  as  he  emerged 
m  the  Palace  Heautiful.  He  had  been 
)wn  into  the  armory  at  the  beginning  of 
visit,  and  seen  all  the  rare  weapons  of  an- 
aity.  from  Shamgar's  ox-goad  to  Jael's 
1.  But  when  he  was  to  go  on  his  journey 
lin  the  three  di.screet  damsels  clad  him 
h  "all  manner  of  furniture  which  their 
rd  had  provided  for  pilgrims."  Few  read- 
will  ever  forget  how  different  the  brave 
.n  looked  in  the  pictures  after  that.  He 
i  stniggled  up  the  Hill  Difficulty  in  flowing 
)cs  which,  to  our  critical  eyes,  seemed 
-minate.  But  now  he  appeared  in  the 
id  wearing  the  conspicuous  head-piece  of  a 
rrior,  almost  as  ncrre  as  Greaihcart  him- 
f  in  pursuit  of  th*:  j^iants.  Down  into  the 
lley  of  Hum:!iat.on  h*:  Aalkrd  'y>urager/u*Iy 
his  historic  rV^'r.t  a  :th  \\fft\\y*m.  fic  was 
idy ;  he  was  irjs'.f u! ;  in  th*^  erid  he  was 
torious. 


Iiauik  t,'.     ■£'- 
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L«t  r\*r%  •♦.—  -. 
Awake   airvt  - .-  ' 
Ar*d  '^i.*  i     '..^- 

2  Tro^     T   •»  *  »r  •< 
And  ny/^.i    .^-^  - 

But  fh»*n  i-^y 
\Vbr>  i»r^.:x  ■  •.,.  ii 


3  The  mijjhty  IkmI.  whf»*c  nmtchlt^M  |H»wri 
Is  ever  new  nnti  ever  yimnu. 

And  firm  eniiures,  while  cndU^t  yewi^ 
Their  everkuiting  cirvle*  r\in. 

4  From  thee,  the  oversowing  Apriug, 
Our  st>uls  shall  diink  n  IteKh  suppK  ; 

While  such  as  trust  their  native  iitien|{th 
Shall  melt  away,  iind  ditmp.  timl  die. 

5  SwiA  as  an  eagle  cuts  the  nil. 
We  '11  mount  luoft  to  thine  nlMule; 

On  win^  of  love  ournouls  nhull  llv. 
Nor  tire  amid  the  hejivenly  nuul. 

This  will  be  found  in  Dr.  Isaac  Watts* 
Hymns,  No.  48  of  Book  I.  'i'hc  lillr  afVi.xrd 
to  it  is,  '*  The  Christian  Race."  and  it  in 
almost  a  picturcs(iuc  paraphrase  of  Iniilah 
40:28-31. 

"  Lead  mf  on."  V,  M. 

Travki.in(.  to  the  hettet  land, 
O'er  the  deserl'N  ncok  hing  hand, 
Father!  let  me  gruNp  thv  Fuind  ; 
Lead  me  on,  lead  me  on  I 

2  When  at  Marah,  parched  with  hc«l, 
I  the  Mparkling  fountain  greet, 
Make  the  hitter  water  iiweet  ; 

Lead  me  on ! 

3  When  the  wildernenH  in  drrnr, 
Show  me  Klim'M  {*alm«giovc  near, 
And  her  wellM,  an  cryHtal  clear  ; 

Lead  me  on  I 

4  Through  the  water,  through  the  Are, 
Never  let  me  fall  or  tire, 
Every  hte|>  hriuKK  Canaan  uinUtrr  : 

I^ead  me  <jci  ! 


5  Bid  mc  fttand  rm  NeU#'»  hriicht, 
&aze  I 

i«i. ^ 

L«ad  me  tm ! 


fZze  upon  the  lami  of  liKht, 
Then,  trani*pf»rte*I  with  thr  •ight, 


6  When  1  «tand  rm  Jordan'*  brink, 
Never  let  me  fear  w  shrink  ; 
Hold  me.  Father,  lest  1  ftink  : 

I.ead  me  on ! 

7  When  the  vic1or>  i%  wtm, 
And  eternal  life  t»esr«n, 

L'p  to  K^»0  ^«»''  "»•■  "*•  ■ 
l^cad  me  *fn.  lead  m«r  tm  ! 

This  queer,  but  spirited,  little  hymn  wa* 
found  in  Sihfcr  IV/ntfj,  1870.  a  volufiir  tfi  y^tttki 
music  and  sonj;^  for  children,  c/mifx/ncil  mu\ 
edited  b>'  Judjje  Charlef>  Cn/zat  C-'ortvertMS,  (A 
Erie.  N.  Y.  From  thi?».  f'ir  tJie  shVr.  tA  th^ 
tunc,  it  was  taken  for  Spiritual  S^m/(t,  iHjH, 
and  thence  br/mc  f^.  in  the  yr*fi^r«:%^  lA  fftm- 
pilation  and  the  «.ur.-?val  ^A  t^Kr  rilled,  mtn 
Laud^M  Dottiini.  But  wAt^As  (im\A  rvrr  ftr*4 
outwhowrrjte  the  y^'/rtU.  Tfiey  have  t^imm 
mMilar  as  (a^t  as  ihe>'  ^<ave  tj«wome  kwr/nn. 
They  present  a  trie  Oir»cian  ythinm'% 
Projjjess  undcT  the  tielPMiMajned  fi%itr€  fA 
Israel's  joumty  Irfxn  the  Red  Sea  t/i  the 
Jordan. 
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2  The  birds,  without  barn  or  store-house,  are  fed ; 
From  them  let  us  learn  to  trust  for  our  bread  : 
His  saints  what  is  fitting  shall  ne'er  be  denied, 

So  long  as  't  is  written,  "  The  Lord  will  provide." 

3  When  life  sinks  apace,  and  death  is  in  view, 
The  word  of  his  grace  shall  comfort  us  through : 
Not  fearing  or  doubting,  with  Christ  on  our  side, 
We  hope  to  die  shouting,  "  The  Lord  will  provide." 

In  the  0/ney  Hymns  of  Rev.  John  Newton, 
1779,  this  hymn  is  found  as  No.  7  in  Book  I. 
It  was  composed  in  Februar)',  1775,  and 
app>eared  in  the  Gospel  Magazine,  January, 
1777,  with  eight  stanzas;  out  of  these  it  was 
easy  to  select  the  verses  now  in  popular  use. 
It  IS  founded  upon  the  familiar  passage  in 
Genesis  22 :  14,  "Jehovah-jireh,  the  Lord  will 
provide,"  which  it  uses  as  a  sort  of  refrain.  A 
weaver  once  lived  in  the  little  German  town 
of  Wupperthal:  a  poor  man  in  outer  cir- 
cumstances, but  rich  toward  God.  He  was 
remarkable  in  the  neighborhood  as  one  who 
trusted  in  the  Lord  at  all  limes;  and  this 
used  to  be  his  motto  whenever  his  faith  was 
challenged :  **  The  Lord  will  provide."  He 
said  it  undauntedly,  even  when  it  looked  as 
if  the  Lord  had  forsaken  him.  Such  a  time 
it  was  when,  in  a  season  of  scarcity,  work 
ran  short,  many  hands  were  discharged,  and 
the  master  by  whom  our  weaver  was  employed 
gave  him  his  dismissal.  After  much  fruit- 
less entreaty  that  he  might  be  kept  on,  he 
said  at  last!  **  Well,  the  Lord  will  provide," 
and  so  returned  home.  His  wife,  when  she 
heard  the  sad  news,  bewailed  it  terribly ;  but 
her  husband  strove  to  cheer  her  with  his 
accustomed  assurance.  *'  The  Lord  will  pro- 
vide," he  said;  and.  even  although  as  the 
days  went  on  poverty  pinched  them  sorely, 
nothing  could  shake  his  firm  reliance  on  him 
in  whom  he  trusted.  At  last  came  the  day 
when  not  a  penny  was  left — ho  bread,  no  fuel 
in  the  house ;  only  starvation  stared  them  in 
the  face.  Sadly  his  wife  tidied  and  swept 
the  little  room  on  the  ground  Hoor  in  which 
they  lived.  The  window  was  open,  and  pos- 
sibly the  words  were  heard  outside  with 
which  the  weaver  strove  to  keep  up  their 
courage  :  '*  The  Lord  will  provide."  Presently 
a  street-boy  looked  saucily  in  and  threw  a 
dead  raven  at  the  feet  of  the  pious  man. 
**  There,  saint  I  there  is  something  to  help 
you  I  *'  he  cried.  The  weaver  picked  up  the 
dead  raven,  and.  stroking  its  feathers  down, 
said,  compassionately:  "  I\)()r  creature!  thou 
must  have  died  of  hunger."  When,  how- 
c.er,  he  felt  its  crop  to  see  whether  it  was 
empty,  he  noticed  something  hard,  and  wish- 
ing to  know  what  bad  caused  the  bird's 
death,  he  began  to  examine  it.  What  was 
his  surprise  when  on  opening   the   gullet   a 


gold  necklace  fell  into  his  hand !  The  wife 
looked  at  it  confounded;  the  weaver  ex- 
claimed, •*  The  Lord  will  provide,"  and  in 
haste  took  the  chain  to  the  nearest  goldsmith, 
told  him  how  he  had  found  it,  and  reccixtd 
with  gladness  eight  shillings,  which  the  gold- 
smith offered  to  lend  him  for  his  present  need. 
The  goldsmith  soon  cleaned  tne  necklace, 
and  recognized  it  as  one  he  had  seen  before. 
"  Shall  I  tell  you  the  owner  .^"  he  asked. 
"  Yes,"  was  the  joyful  answer ;  **  for  I  would 
gladly  give  it  back  to  him."  Hut  what  cause 
had  he  to  admire  the  wonderful  ways  of  God 
when  the  goldsmith  pronounced  the  name  of 
his  master  at  the  factory' !  Quickly  he  look 
the  necklace  and  went  with  it  to  his  former 
employer.  In  his  family,  too,  there  was  much 
joy,  for  suspicion  was  removed  from  a  ser- 
vant who  had  been  causelessly  suspected 
The  merchant  was  ashamed  and  touched; 
so  he  said :  '*  I  will  no  longer  leave  without 
work  so  faithful  a  workman,  whom  the  Lord 
so  evidently  stands  by  and  helps."  Thus 
through  a  dead  raven  it  was  made  manifest 
that  the  old  joyous  cry  of  confidence  was 
true :  "  The  Lord  will  provide  ! "  There  in 
that  village  the  people  still  tell  the  story.  The>' 
do  not  insist  that  the  Lord  sends  a  rax^n 
always  for  human  need,  and  puts  a  necklace 
in  its  crop;  but  they  simply  repeat  the 
weaver's  words  with  an  equal  faith :  "  The 
Lord  will  provide;"  and  then  they  H'ait  to 
see  how  he  will  come  to  their  help. 

740  "  Come  homer  7s.  D. 

Brkthrbn,  while  we  sojourn  here, 
Fig:ht  we  must,  but  should  not  fear. 
Foes  we  have,  nut  we  've  a  Friend, 
One  that  loves  us  to  the  end  : 
Forward,  then,  with  couraee  go ; 
Long  we  shall  not  dwell  below  ; 
Soon  the  joyful  news  will  come, 
"Child,  your  Father  calls— come  home!** 

2  In  the  way  a  thousand  snares 
Lie,  to  take  us  unawares; 
Satan,  with  malicious  art. 
Watches  each  unguarded  part : 
But,  from  Satan's  malice  free, 
Saints  shall  soon  victorious  be ; 
Soon  the  joyful  news  will  come, 
"Child,  your  Father  calls— come  home!" 

3  But  of  all  the  foes  we  meet. 
None  so  oft  mislead  our  feet, 
None  betray  us  into  sin. 

Like  the  foes  that  dwell  within  ; 
Vet  let  nothing  spoil  our  peace, 
Christ  shall  also  conquer  these ; 
Soon  the  joyful  news  will  come, 
••  Child,  your  Father  calls— come  homel'* 

This  hymn  is  one  of  the  most  widely  known 
compositions  of  Rev.  Joseph  Swain.  It  orig- 
inallv  appeared  in  1792  in  Walworth  Hymns, 
a  collection  of  nearly  two  hundred  of  1^  own 
poems.  It  is  peculiar  in  its  recognition  of 
Satan  as  a  personal  antagonist.    Next  to  that 
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:orded  picture  in  the  opening  of  the  book 
Job,  perhaps  the  most  graphic  which  we 
d  in  the  Scriptures  is  that  of  the  prophet 
chariah :  "And  he  showed  nu  Josnua  the 
jh  priest  standing  before  the  angel  of  the 
)rd,  and  Satan  standing  at  his  right  hand  to 
sist  him.  And  the  Lord  said  unto  Satan, 
le  Lord  rebuke  thee,  O  Satan ;  even  the 
)rd  that  hath  chosen  Jerusalem  rebuke  thee : 
not  this  a  brand  plucked  out  of  the  fire  ?" 
St  as  in  a  court-martial,  two  men  appear  in 
der  to  manage  a  suit  after  quick  arrest  of 
me  derelict  subaltern,  so  here  a  poor  ac- 
sed  being  seems  to  be  put  on  trial.  A 
^rine  advocate — even  Jesus  Christ  the  right- 
us,  the  true  historic  An^el  of  the  Lord — 
3ors  to  defend  him ;  while  another,  the  ac- 
ser  of  his  brethren,  is  allowed  to  hinder 
id  interrupt,  springing  technicalities  in  the 
ly  of  process,  WTesting  the  evidence,  plead- 
^  false  issues,  suborning  witnesses,  tam- 
ring  with  testimony,  mutilating  records, 
sturbing  the  tribunal  with  vociferous  objec- 
)ns,  until  the  presiding  judge  will  bear  it  no 
nger,  but  in  true  commiseration  for  the 
Iprit  bursts  out,  *'  The  Lord  rebuke  thee,  O 
itan  I" 


1 1  Thr  Morning  Star.  P.  M. 

The  jfloomy  night  will  soon  be  past, 

The  morning  will  appear. 
The  rays  of  blessed  light  at  last 
Each  eye  will  cheer. 

2  Thou  bright  and  morning  Star,  thy  light 
Will  to  our  jov  be  seen  ; 

Thou,  Lord,  will  meet  our  longing  sight ; 
No  cloud  between. 

3  Thy  love  sustains  us  on  our  way 
While  pilgrims  here  below  ; 

Thou  dost,  O  Saviour,  day  by  day, 
Thy  grace  bestow. 

4  But  oh  !  the  more  we  leam  of  thee 
And  thy  rich  mercy  prove, 

The  more  we  long  thy  face  to  see, 

And  know  thy  love. 

I 

5  Then  shine,  thou  bright  and  morning  Star, 
Dispel  the  drear>'  gloom  ; 

Oh,  take  from  sin  and  grief  afar 
Thy  people  home. 


Rev.  Samuel  Pndeaux  Tregelles,  LL.  D., 
inerally  identified  with  the  Plymouth  Breth- 
n,  composed  for  their  Psalms,  Hymns  and 
i)ir it ual  Songs,  1842.  this  and  a  few  others 
'  like  merit.  It  was  entitled,  "  Heaven  an- 
:ipated."  It  cannot  be  considered  any 
onder  that  this  good  man,  paralyzed,  hin- 
*red,  humiliated  with  helplessness,  should 
'ay  for  a  land  the  inhabitant  whereof 
lould  never   say,   "  I  am  sick,"   where    the 


"  longing  sight "  of  the  Lord  would  be  with 
*'  no  cloud  between." 

742  **  The  Everlasting  Arms.''  7s. 

Everlasting  arms  of  love 
Are  beneath,  around,  above ; 
He  who  left  his  throne  of  light, 
And  unnumbered  angels  bright— 

2  He  who  on  the  accursed  tree 
Gave  his  priJcious  life  for  me — 
He  it  is  that  bears  me  on, 

His  the  arm  I  lean  upon. 

3  All  things  hasten  to  decay, 
Earth  and  sea  will  pass  away  : 
Soon  will  vonder  circling  sun 
Cease  his  blazing  course  to  run. 

4  Scenes  will  vary,  friends  grow  strange, 
But  the  Changeless  cannot  change: 
Gladly  will  I  journey  on. 

With  his  arm  to  lean  upon. 

In  1853  Rev.  John  Ross  Macduff,  D.  D., 
published  thirty-one  hymns,  of  which  this  is 
perhaps  the  best,  in  a  small  volume  called 
Altar  Stones,  He  entitled  it,  **  Support  in 
Christ."  The  text  which  is  suggested  is 
Deuteronomy  33  :  27  :  "  The  eternal  God  is 
thy  refuge,  and  underneath  are  the  everlast- 
ing arms."  It  is  the  fashion  in  our  time  to 
try  to  break  the  confidence  of  the  common 
people  in  the  book  of  Deuteronomy,  as  not 
navmg  been  written  by  Moses.  It  would  be 
a  pity  to  lose  such  a  verse  as  this.  When 
the  Lord  Jesus  was  wishing  to  overthrow 
Satan  in  the  great  temptation,  he  took  three 
texts  of  Scripture  only  for  the  attack,  and 
every  one  of  them  was  from  Deuteronomy, 
and  every  one  did  service  effectively.  Saints 
ought  to  love  a  book  that  the  devil  hates  and 
fears  so  much. 

743  Isaiah  55  :  8-10.  78. 

Childrbn  of  the  heavenly  King, 
As  ye  journey,  sweetly  sing; 
Sing  your  Saviour's  worthy  praise, 
Glorious  in  his  works  and  ways. 

2  Ye  are  traveling  home  to  God 
In  the  vray  the  fathers  trod ; 
They  are  happy  now,  and  ye 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 

X  Shout,  ye  little  flock,  and  blest! 
You  on  Jesus'  throne  shall  rest  ; 
There  your  seat  is  now  prepared  : 
There  your  kingdom  and  reward. 

4  Fear  not,  brethren ;  joyful  stand 
On  the  borders  of  your  land  ; 
Jesus  Christ,  vour  Father's  Son, 
Bids  you  undismayed  go  on. 

5  Lord,  submissive  make  us  go, 
Gladly  leaving  all  below : 
Onlv  thou  our  Leader  be, 

And  we  still  will  follow  thee. 

This  is  probably  considered  the  best  of 
Rev.  John  Cennick*s  hymns.  The  majority 
of  the  singing-books  in  Christendom  for  the 
last  hundred  years  have  contained  it.    It  ap- 
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peared  in  1742  in  his  Sacred  Hymns  for  the 
Children  of  God  in  the  Days  of  their  Pit- 
grimage.  There  it  had  twelve  stanzas,  and 
was  entitled,  **  Encouragement  to  Praise." 
What  a  history  a  good  hymn  has !  Think  of 
doing  somethmg  that  will  cheer  God's  dear 
children,  as  this  praise-song  has,  for  a  hun- 
dred and  fifty  years  already  J 

744  Redeeming  Love.  7s. 

Now  bej^n  the  heavenly  theme, 
Sing  aloud  in  Jesus'  name; 
Ycj  who  Jesus'  kindness  prove, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  love. 

2  Ye,  who  see  the  Father's  grace 
Beaming  in  the  Saviour's  face, 
As  to  Canaan  on  ye  move, 
Praise  and  bless  redeeming  love. 

3  Mourning  souls,  dry  up  your  tears ; 
Banish  all  your  guilty  fears; 

See  your  guilt  and  curse  remove, 
Canceled  Dy  redeeming  love. 

4  Welcome,  all  by  sin  opprest,    " 
Welcome  to  his  sacred  rest ; 
Nothing  brought  him  from  above, 
Nothing  but  redeeming  love. 

5  Hither,  then,  your  music  bring. 
Strike  aloud  each  joyful  string; 
Mortals,  join  the  host  above, 
Join  to  praise  redeeming  love. 

Much  doubt  is  expressed  by  hymnologists 
as  to  the  Rev.  John  Langford's  right  to  be 
credited  with  the  authorship  of  this  hymn. 
It  appeared  in  1776,  in  a  volume  of  Hymns 
and  spiritual  Songs,  published  by  him.  In 
the  preface  to  the  second  edition  he  says  that 
all  his  own  compositions  were  marked  with  an 
asterisk  ;  this  piece  is  not  so  marked,  and  the 
fact  is  that  the  piece  had  been  published  thir- 
teen years  before,  1763,  in  the  Appendix  to 
Madan's  Psalms  and  Hymns,  without  a 
name.  Of  Mr.  Langford's  personal  history 
we  know  only  that  he  was  at  first  connected 
with  the  Methodists,  but  afterward  joined  a 
Baptist  Church  in  Eagle  Street,  London.  He 
preached  in  a  London  chapel  in  1765,  but  was 
not  regularly  ordained  until  1766.  Twelve 
years  were  spent  in  this  pastorate;  then  he 
went  to  Rose  Lane,  Ratcliff,  and  finally  to 
Bunhill  Row.  Here,  however,  he  was  not 
successful.  He  wasted  the  fortune  which  he 
had  inherited,  and  died  in  poverty  and  dis- 
tress about  the  year  1 790. 


3  When  I  tread  the  verge  oTJordaii, 
Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside ; 

Death  of  death  I  and  hell's  Destroctioii ! 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side ; 

Songs  of  praises 
I  will  ever  give  to  thee. 

Rev.  William  Williams  was  called 
day  "  the  sweet  singer  of  Whales."  H 
bom  at  Cefn-y-Coed,  in  the  parish  of 
fair-y-bryn,  near  Llandovery,  in  17 17 
preached,  although  he  never  went  b 
deacon's  orders  m  the  Established  CI 
he  had  a  curacy  in  1740  at  Llanddewi-i^ 
wesyn,  but  before  long  he  became  idc 
with  what  was  called  the  Calvinistic  Met 
Connection.  For  more  than  a  generati 
made  his  voice  heard  as  a  singer  and  pn 
wherever  the  uncouth  but  tenderly-cnc 
words  of  his  native  tongue  were  familia 
was  famous  as  a  revivalist,  and  marvc 
popular  all  through  North  and  South  ^ 
He  died  at  Pantycelyn,  January  11,  179 

Of  this  poem  now  before  us  it  need; 
to  be  said  that  William  Williams  wrot 
Welsh,  and  it  was  published  in  his  Ai 
1745.  The  earliest  translation  of  it  into 
lish  was  made  by  Rev.  Peter  Williai 
Carmarthen,  1771,  and  published  i: 
Hymns  on  Various  Subjects,  Then 
William  Williams  accepted  a  portion 
other  version,  added  a  new^  stanza  to  wl 
took,  and  printed  the  whole  on  a  leaflet 
this  heading :  **  A  Favorite  Hymn  su 
Lady  Huntingdon's  Young  ColU 
Printed  by  the  desire  of  many  Cht 
friends.  Lord,  give  it  thyblcssmg!" 
it  was  adopted  into  the  Lady  Hunti 
Collection,  2Lbo\xt  1772. 

One  line  in  the  third  stanza,  *'  De 
death,  and  hell's  Destruction,"  has  cai 
great  deal  of  worry  first  and  last.  S 
seemed  not  to  understand  it.  Jesus  CI 
the  ••  Death  of  death,"  and  the  Dcstruci 
hell ;  he  is  here  personified  and  adoring 
dressed  by  the  soul  which  wishes 
landed  out  of  reach  of  death  and  he 
"  on  Canaan's  side  "  of  Jordan.  The  I 
can  Methodist  Hymnal  has  cut  out  th< 
cation  bodily,  and  substituted  the  tan: 
'*  Bear  me  through  the  swelling  current 


745  Guidance. 

GriDK  me,  O  thou  great  Jehovah, 
Pilgrim  through  this  barren  land  ; 

1  am  weak,  but  thou  art  mighty; 

Hold  me  with  thy  powerful  hand; 

Bread  of  heaven, 
Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more. 

2  Open  thou  the  crystal  fountain 
Whence  the  healmg  streams  do  flow ; 

Let  the  fier>',  cloudy  pillar 
Lead  me  all  my  journey  through : 

Strong  Deliverer, 
Be  thou  stillmy  Strength  and  Shield. 
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Lead  us,  heavenly  Father,  lead  us 
O'er  the  world's  tempestuous  mm  ; 

Guard  us,  guide  us,  keep  us.  feed  us, 
For  we  have  no  help  but  tnee; 

Yet  possessing    Every  blessini^. 
If  our  God  our  Father  be. 

2  Saviour,  breathe  forpveneas  o'er  us 
All  our  weakness  thou  dost  know ; 

Thou  didst  tread  this  earth  before  us; 
Thou  didst  fed>its  keenest  woe; 

Lone  and  dreary,    Faint  and  weary. 
Through  the  desert  thou  didst  go. 
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3  Spirit  of  our  God,  descending, 
Fill  our  hearts  with  heavenlv  joy  ; 

Love  with  even.-  passion  blending, 
Pleasure  that  can  never  cloy  ; 

Thus  provided.     Pardoned,  guided, 
Nothing  can  our  peace  destroy. 

very  beautiful  hymn  by  James  Edmes- 
invoking  the  Holy  Trinity,  with  an  ex- 
te  felicity  of  address  to  each  one  of  the 
:  Persons  in  the  Godhead  in  turn.  It  ap- 
;d  in  his  Sacred  Lyrics,  1821.  There 
ave  the  account  of  its  composition ;  the 
3r  gives  it  the  title  :  *'  Hymn,  written  for 
!hildren  of  the  London  Orphan  Asylum." 
s  had  a  wide  circulation ;  and  has  been 
ered  into  many  languages ;  and  the 
d  is  carefully  made  of  it  also,  as  if  the 
al  honor  had  to  be  noted,  that  it  had 
translated  into  one  dead  one,  namely, 
-at  in,  ''Due  nos.  Gen  it  or  Ccsiestis.*' 


The  Pillar  Guide r 


8s,  78,  4S. 


Saviour,  through  the  desert  lead  us, 

Without  thee  we  cannot  go  ; 
Thou  from  cruel  chains  hast  freed  us, 

Thou  hast  laid  the  tyrant  low  : 
Let  thy  presence 

Cheer  us  all  our  journey  through. 

2  When  we  hall,  no  track  discovering, 
Fearful  lest  we  go  astray. 

O'er  our  path  the  pillar  hovering, 
Fire  bv  night,  and  cloud  by  day, 

Shan  direct  us: 
Thus  we  shall  not  miss  our  way. 

3  When  our  foes  in  arms  assemble, 
Ready  to  obstruct  our  way. 

Suddenly  their  hearts  shall  tremble, 
Thou  wilt  strike  them  with  dismay; 

And  thy  people, 
Led  by  thee,  shall  win  the  day. 

v.  Thomas  Kelly  again :  in  his  Psalms 
Hymns,  1802,  we  find  this  excellent  song 
tie  House  of  our  Pilgrimage.     It  is  en- 
"  Divine   Guidance   Desired,"  and  the 
)r  has  added  a  reference  to  Psalm  78 :  53 : 
1  he  led  them  on  safely,  so  that  they 
d  not;  but  the  sea  overwhelmed  their 
ies."   The  picturesque  suggestion,  there- 
is  of  Israel  at  the  moment  when  the  pil- 
fire  and  cloud  was  turned  to  face  their 
**  And   it  came   to  pass,  that  in  the 
ing  watch  the  Lord  looked  into  the  host 
;  Egyptians  through  the  pillar  of  fire  and 
e  cloud,  and  troubled  the  host  of  the 
tians."     What  wonder  that  they  were 
istemation  when  the  glance  of  Jehovah's 
presence    came    flashing    across    the 
of  waters ! 


"  Christian  Martyrs.'* 

Let  the  church  new  anthems  raise; 

Wake  the  song  of  gladness  ; 
God  himself  to  joy  and  praise 

Turns  the  martyrs'  sadness  : 


P.M. 


Bright  the  day  that  won  their  crown. 
Opened  heaven's  bright  portal, 

As  thev'  laid  the  mortaldown 
To  put  on  the  immortal. 

2  Never  flinched  they  from  the  flame, 
From  the  torture  never ; 

Vain  the  foeman's  sharpest  aim, 

Satan's  best  endeavor : 
For  by  foith  the^-  saw  the  land 

Decked  in  all  its  glory. 
Where  triumphant  now  they  stand 

With  the  victor's  slor>'. 

3  Up  and  follow,  Christian  men  I 
Press  through  toil  and  sorrow ; 

Spurn  the  night  of  fear,  and  then, 

Oh,  the  glorious  morrow  ! 
Who  will  venture  on  the  strife? 

Blest  who  first  begin  it ; 
Who  will  grasp  the  Land  of  Life? 

Warriors,  up  and  win  it  I 

This  is  another  of  Rev.  Dr.  John  Mason 
Neale's  fine  translations  from  the  Greek,  first 
published  in  his  Hymns  of  the  Eastern 
Church,  1862.  The  original  is  the  work  of 
St.  Joseph  the  H)Tnnographer.  He  was  a 
slave  in  Crete  for  many  years,  having  been 
captured  by  pirates ;  but  on  regaining  liberty 
he  returned  to  Constantinople  and  established 
there  a  monastery,  which  quickly  became 
famous  through  his  eloquence  as  an  orator. 
A  dispute  as  to  matters  of  worship  led  to  his 
banishment,  but  he  was  recalled  by  the  Em- 
press Theodora  and  raised  to  a  position  of 
freat  influence.  Friendship  for  his  superior, 
hotius.  Patriarch  of  Constantinople,  wno  fell 
into  disfavor,  led  to  a  second  exile,  in  which 
he  died,  A.  D.  883.  The  poem  given  here 
was  written  in  celebration  of  two  saints, 
Timothy  and  his  wife,  Maura,  whose  martyr- 
dom was  commemorated  by  the  Church  of 
Constantinople.  The  woras  are  full  of  a 
spirit  so  heroic  that  the  dreaded  foe,  death,  is 
robbed  of  half  his  terrors.  We  are  reminded 
by  St.  Paul  that  this  is  "  the  last  enemy  that 
shall  be  destroyed."  Perhaps  no  writer  of 
our  time  has  better  expressed  unfaltering 
bravery  and  confidence  in  the  face  of  death 
than  Robert  Browning  in  his  "  Prospicc," 
which  has  been  pronounced  one  of  the  grand- 
est of  contemporary  poems : 

*•  I  was  ever  a  fighter,  so— one  fight  more. 

The  best  and  the  last  I 
I  would  hate  that  death  bandaged  my  eyes,  and 
forbore. 

And  bade  me  creep  past. 
No !  let  me  taste  the  whole  of  it,  finre  like  my  peers. 

The  heroes  of  old, 
Bear  the  brunt,  in  a  minute  pay  rlad  life's  arrears 

Of  pain,  darkness  and  cold. 
For  sudden  the  worst  turns  the  best  to  the  brave : 

The  black  minute  's  at  end, 
And  the  efements*  rare,  the  fiend  voices  that  rave. 

Shall  dwindle,  shall  blend. 
Shall  change,  shall   become  first  a   peace  out  of 
paiuj 

Then  a  light,  then  thy  breast. 
O  thou  soul  of  my  soul !  I  shall  clasp  thee  again. 

And  with  God  be  the  rest  V^ 
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749  "  Looking  unto  Jesus.''  8s,  7s,  7s. 

Look  to  Jesus!  till,  reviving. 

Faith  and  love  thy  life-springs  swell, 
Strength  for  all  good  things  deriving; 

fesus  hath  done  all  things  well. 
Work,  while  it  is  called  to-day, 
Works  which  shall  not  fade  away. 

2  Look  to  Tesus,  prayerful  waking 
Where  thy  feet  on  roses  tread  ; 

Follow,  worldly  pomp  forsaking. 

With  thy  cross,  where  he  hath  led. 
Baffled  shall  the  tempter  flee, 
And  (rod's  angels  come  to  thee. 

3  Look  to  Jesus^  when,  dark  lowering, 
Perils  thy  honzon  dim : 

Once  from  him  a  band  fell  cowering; 

Calm  in  tempests,  look  on  him ; 
Wind  and  billow,  fire  and  flood — 
Forward  I  brave  by  trusting  God. 

4  Look  to  Jesus  still  to  shield  thee. 
When  no  longer  thou  may'st  live ; 

In  that  last  need,  he  will  yield  thee 
Peace  the  world  can  never  give ; 
He  who  finished  all  for  thee 
Takes  thee,  then,  with  him  to  be. 

A  very  spirited  translation  of  a  Swedish 
hymn,  made  by  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Charles,  the 
author  of  many  books,  among  which  perhaps 
the  best  known  is  the  Schanberg-Cotta  Family, 
This  lady  was  bom  at  Tavistock,  in  Devonshire, 
Englancl,  January  2, 1828.  She  was  the  daugh- 
ter of  John  Rundle,  who  was  at  one  time  a 
Member  of  Parliament,  and  Deputy- Lieuten- 
ant for  the  County  of  Devon.  Her  husband 
w^as  Andrew  Paton  Charles,  to  whom  she  was 
married,  March  20,  1851 ;  he  died  June  4, 
1868.  The  literary  life  of  Mrs.  Charles  began 
in  1850  with  a  translation  of  Neander's  Z/]^^/ 
in  Dark  Places  ;  Memorials  of  Christian  Life 
in  the  Middle  Ages.  She  is  now  living  at 
Hampstead.  near  London.  She  has  been  more 
known  as  the  writer  of  historical  novels  of 
the  highest  class  than  by  her  contributions  to 
hymnals. 

A  Swedish  bishop,  Franz  Michael  Franzen, 
was  the  author  of  the  original  of  this  fine  lyric. 
He  was  bom  at  Uleaborg,  in  Finland,  in  1772, 
and  studied  at  the  University  of  Abo,  where 
he  afterward  became  Librarian  and  Professor 
of  Literary  History.  After  his  ordination  he 
was  successively  minister  at  Kumla,  Orebro, 
Sweden,  and  Santa  Clara,  in  Stockholm.  He 
became  Hishop  of  Hernosand  in  1841,  in  which 
place  he  died  in  1847.  He  wrote  many  poems, 
and  commenced  an  epic,  Gustavus  Adolphus 
in  Germany,  which  he  never  finished.  The 
English  rendering  of  the  h)TTin  before  us  is 
found  in  Christian  Life  in  Song,  1858.  The 
Swedish  piece  commences,  "' fesum  haf  i 
standigt  minne.'* 

750  "  7>i></,  Precious,  Sure."  Isa.  2S  :  16.     8s,  7s,  7s. 

Throigh  the  yesterday  <»f  ages, 
ffsus.  thou  hast  been  the  same  • 

Through  our  own  life's  checkered  pages, 
Still  the  one  dear  changeless  name ; 


Well  may  we  in  thee  confide. 
Faithful  Saviour,  proved  ana  tried. 

2  Joyfully  we  stand  and  witness 
Thou  art  still  to-day  the  same ; 

In  thy  perfect,  glorious  fitness, 

Meetmg  every  need  and  claim ; 
Chiefest  often  thousand  thou  I 
Saviour,  O  most  precious,  now  ! 

3  Gazing  down  the  for  for  ever, 
Brighter  glows  the  one  sweet  nsme, 

Steaotast  radiance  paling  never, 

Jesus,  Jesus !  still  the  same ; 
Evermore  thou  shalt  endure. 
Our  own  Saviour,  strong  and  pure. 

Miss  Frances  Ridley  Havergal  continued  to 
work  while  she  lived,  and  to  write  as  long  al- 
most as  she  breathed.  She  composed  this 
hymn  at  Leamington  in  Warwickshire,  Eng- 
land. November,  1876.  It  was  publislMd  tw) 
years  later,  in  her  Lcyal  Responses,  1878.  She 
entitled  it,  "Jesus  always  the  same."  The 
writer  of  this  annotation  was  once,  when  in 
serious  weakness  and  ill  health,  at  this  same 
"  Hydro,"  as  they  call  Sanitariums  in  Epg- 
lana.  He  sat  down  in  hft&  listlessness  00  a 
certain  occasion  to  thrum  away  a  tedious  boor 
on  the  piano  in  the  common  drawing-roooi. 
After  a  while  some  one  of  the  guests  said 
very  quietly,  "  That  was  one  of  Fannie  Haver- 
gal s  pieces ;  she  often  played  and  sun^  for  us 
when  she  stayed  here.'  It  will  be  a  smgular 
experience  for  any  man  on  that  day  when  he 
suddenly  finds  himself  unconsciously  on  the 
seat  where  that  wonderful  creature  of  God 
used  to  sit  to  compose  her  music  and  to  sing 
her  hymns ! 
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*' Christ,  our  Head:'  te.  Tt,  7s. 

Risk,  ye  children  of  salvatior, 
All  who  cleave  to  Christ  the  Head : 

Wake,  arise  1  O  mighty  nation, 
Ere  the  foe  on  Zion  tread — 

He  draws  nigh,  and  would  defy 

All  the  hosts  of  God  most  high. 

2  Saints  and  heroes  long  before  us 
Firmly  on  this  grouna  have  stood : 

See  their  banners  waving  o'er  us — 

"  Conquerors  through  the  Savioar's  blood !" 
Ground  we  hold,  whereon  of  old 
Fought  the  faithful  and  the  bold. 

3  When  his  servants  stand  before  him. 
Each  receiving^  his  reward ; 

When  his  saints  in  light  adore  him, 

Givine  glory  to  the  Lord — 
Victorv' I  our  song  shall  be. 
Like  the  thunder  of  the  sea  1 


This  hymn  was  taken  for  iMudes  Domim 
from  the  London  Temple  Hyrmm^Boak^  1867. 
Who  made  the  English  version  it  is  not  easy 
to  say.  It  is  said  to  have  appeared  first  in 
Mrs.  Sevan's  Songs  of  Eternal  Life^  185& 
But  it  is  not  announced  that  the  compikr  of 
that  collection  was  the  author  of  it.  It  will 
have  to  satisfy  us  for  a  while  to  say  that  it  is 
a  rendering  from  ''Auf!  ihr  Christen^  CkHtti 
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dery   and   that   this   German   lyric   was 

ipv)sed  by  Rev.  Justus  Falckner,  the  first 

heran      clergyman     ever     ordained     in 

lerica. 

le  was  born  in  Langenreinsdorf.  Saxony, 

/ember  22,  1672,  and  began  his  theologi- 

studies  at  the  Universitv  of  Halle  in  1693 ; 

after  his  graduation,  feeling  that  the  re- 
nsibility  of  the  ministerial  calling  was 
ater  than  he  cared  to  undertake,  he  ac- 
ted a  power  of  attorney  for  the  sale  of 
:ain  of  the  lands  of  William  Penn,  in 
msylvania.  and  came  to  America.  In 
I  he  sold  a  large  tract  of  this  property  to 
lumber  of  Swedes  for  the  purpose  of 
nding  a  colony,  and  by  his  intercourse 
h  the  leaders  of  this  little  body  of  emi- 
nts.  who  were  men  of  deep  piety,  he  was 
to  reconsider  his  views  on  the  subject  of 

ministry',  and  so  was  ordained  in  the 
edish  Church  of  Wicacoa,  Philadelphia, 
vember  .  24,  1 703.  He  had  charge  suc- 
sively  of  the  Dutch  settlement  near  New 
nnover.  and  of  the  Lutheran  congregations 
New  York  and  Albany.  He  proved  a 
lous  and  etlicient  laborer  in  the  Master's 
eyard,  and  was   called    to  his  rest  about 

year  1723. 


/.  Samuel  \:  lo. 


8s,  7S,  7S. 


Master,  speak  !  thy  senant  heareth, 
Longine  for  thy  j^racious  word, 

LoHRing  for  thy  voice  that  cheereth  ; 
Master.  let  it  now  be  heard. 

1  am  listening,  Lord,  for  thee; 
What  hast  thou  lo  say  to  me? 

2  Often  through  my  heart  is  pealing 
Many  another  voice  than  thine  ; 

Many  an  unwille<l  echo  stealing 

From  the  walls  of  this  thy  shrine- 
Let  thy  longed-for  accents  fall  ; 
Master,  speak  !  and  silence  all. 

3  Master,  speak  !  I  do  not  doubt  thee, 
Though  so  tearfully  I  plead  ; 

Saviour,  Shepherd  !  oh,  without  thee 

Life  would  be  a  blank  indeed. 
But  I  long  for  fuller  light, 
Deej)er  love  and  clearer  sight. 

4  Si>eak  to  me  by  name,  O  Master, 
Let  me  know  it  is  to  me; 

Speak,  that  1  may  f«>lU»w  faster, 

With  a  step  more  firm  and  free. 
Where  the  Shepherd  leads  the  flock, 
Iti  the  sha«Jovv  of  the  r<Kk  ! 

The  first  line  of  this  hymn  marks  it  as  the 
1   utterance   of   Frances    Ridley  Havert^ars 

:  *'  Master,  speak  !  thy  servant  heareth." 
e  entitled  it,  "  Fellowship  with  and  Assi.st- 
:e  from  Christ  desired."      It  was  written 

Sunday  evening  May  19.  1867,  at  W'eston- 
)er-Mare.  It  may  he  fr>und  in  her  Minis- 
'  of  Soni^,  1869.  Nf)  detmite  mention  of*  a 
:t  is  made,  but  the  [Kx-m  evidently  repro- 
ces  the  seene.  aiul   ppsents  the  conversa- 


tion between  Samuel  and  Eli,  as  recorded  in 
I.  Samuel  3:1-10.  It  is  one  of  the  most 
dramatic  passages  in  the  Old  Testament,  and 
this  poem  voices  the  sentiment  as  it  makes 
appeal  to  a  genuine  Christian's  heart. 


''Jesus  onlyr  8s,  7s,  7s. 

"Jesus  only  I"    In  the  shadow 

Of  the  cloud  so  chill  and  dim, 
We  are  clinging,  loving,  trusting, 

He  with  us,  and  we  with  him  : 
All  unseen,  though  ever  nigh, 
"Jesus  only !" — all  our  cry. 

2  "  lesus  only  I"  in  the  glory, 
VVhcn  the  shadows  all  are  flown, 

Seeing  him  in  all  his  beauty, 
Satisfied  with  him  alone; 

May  we  join  his  ransomed  throng, 

"Jesus  only!" — all  our  song! 

This  was  written  by  Miss  Frances  Ridley 
Havergal  at  Pyrmont  Villa.  December  4,  1870. 
She  entitled  it,  "  Jesus  All  in  All,"  and  pub- 
lished it  in  Under  the  Surface,  1 874. 
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"  He  knou'eth  our  framed 


8s,  7s,  7S. 


Yes,  he  knows  the  way  is  dreary, 
Knows  the  weakness  of  our  frame, 

Knows  that  hand  and  heart  are  weary, 
He  in  all   points  (elt  the  same. 

He  is  near  to  help  and  bless  ; 

Be  not  weary,  onward  press. 

2  Look  to  him,  who  once  was  willing 
All  his  glor>'  to  resign. 

That,  for  thee  the  law  fulfilling, 

All  his  merit  might  be  thine. 
Strive  to  follow,  cfey  \.\  da) . 
Where  his  footsteps  mark  the  way. 

3  Look  to  him,  the  Lord  of  Glory, 
Tasting  death  to  win  thv  Iffe  : 

Gazing  on  that  wondrous  story. 
Canst  thou  falter  in  the  strife? 
Is  it  not  new  life  to  know 
That  the  Lord  hath  loved  thee  so? 

4  Look  to  him,  and  faith  shall  brighten, 
Hope  shall  soar,  and  love  shall  t  urn, 

Peace  once  more  thy  heart  shall  lighten ; 

Rise,  he  caileth  thee,  return  ! 
Be  not  weary  on  thy  way  ; 
Jesus  is  thy  strength  and  stay. 

Another  of  Miss  Frances  Ridley  Havcr^al's 
priceless  hymns.  She  wrote  it  in  r  867.  entitled 
it,  **  Encouragement."  and  published  it  in  her 
Ministry  of  Sonj^'-.  1 869.  The  Scripture  ref- 
erence is  to  Psalm  103:  13.  14.  and  is  very 
suggestive :  "  Like  as  a  father  pitieth  his  chil- 
dren, so  the  Lord  pitieth  them  that  fear  him. 
For  he  knoweth  our  frame ;  he  remembereth 
that  we  are  dust." 


799  JVone  dui  Jesus. 

Nose  hut  Christ :   his  merit  hides  me. 

He  was  foultless — I  am  fair  : 
None  but  Christ,  his  wisdom  gtiides  me. 

He  was  outcast— I  'm  his  care. 

2  None  but  Christ  :  hi>  Spirit  seals  me, 
(fives  me  freedom  with  c«»ntrol ; 

Nofie  but  Christ,  his  bruising  heals  me. 
And  his  sorrow  soothes  my  soul. 


8s,  7s- 
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NonebDt  Chilst.  his  love connialiu  me, 

In  1876  Mrs.  Anne  Ross  Cousin,  daughter 
of  Mr.  David  Ross  Cundell  of  Lcith.  and 
widow  of  Kev.  William  Cousin,  an  honored 
minister  of  the  Free  Church  of  Scotland,  set- 
tled at  Melrose,  published  a  volume  called 
ImmaHuers  Land  and  Oiker  Pieces,  by  A.  R. 
C.  This  contains  a  hundred  and  seven 
poems,  most  o(  which  would  perhaps  be  con- 
sidered unequal  10  the  exigencies  of  public 
worship,  but  all  of  which  are  spiritual  and 
good  for  private  devotion.  The  hymn  before 
us  is  included  in  this  collection.  It  is  a  sim- 
ple-hearted outspoken  utterance  of  her  soul's 
affection  for  her  Lord. 

Painters  assure  us  that  among  the  most 
painful  experiences  they  are  called  to  endure 
IS  that  of  meeting  and  conversing  with  a  so- 
called  critic  who  seems  utterly  unable  to  com- 
prehend the  force,  meaning,  or  beauty  of  their 
pictures,  through  lack  of  artistic  or  imagina- 
tive perception.  Such  have  no  "  mind's  eye. 
Horatio."  They  are  deficient  in  a  true  sym- 
pathy with  the  subject,  and  so  fail  altogether 
in  liveliness. 

Now,  we  are  sure  we  have  obsen-ed  a  like 
dullness,  and  recorded  a  like  poverty  of  re- 
sults, in  many  a  case  while  we  have  been  con- 
sidering the  growth  of  Christians  in  the  com- 
munion and  companionship  of  Christ.  They 
do  not  appear  able  to  see  him  as  he  is  re\'ealed 
in  the  Scriptures  for  their  admiration.  Hence 
it  has  to  be  urged  with  much  painstaking, 
that,  since  he  is  proffered  to  us  as  our  only 
model,  there  needs  to  be  a  persistent  endeavor 
to  ascertain  by  actual  inquiry  the  secret  of  his 
illustrious  life.  For  the  very  earliest  condition 
of  any  success  in  a  work  of  imitation  must  be 
the  keen  and  delicate — that  is.  as  we  ought  to 
term  it,  an  artistic— appreciation  of  the  pat- 
tern offered.  Out  of  this  would  come  swiftly 
a  full  glow  of  passionate  love  and  enthusiasm. 
750  '■/«-.  oWv."  85.7s. 

Jfsi-soillv.  «li™ilK".i.rninK 


hilltnm 

iinjIHI  ' 


]>.  thi- Icimli  a 

3j.-sHft.ni1y.w1iiii.a<l<>tii>E. 
Saints  Iht'lr  i-pma!.  \<rion  liim  bring : 

This  hymn  was  written  by  the  Kev,  IMias 
Nasoii,  and  «;is  sung  with  great   power  and 


pathos  at  his  funeral.  The  author  was  a  miik 
ister  connected  with  the  Congregationalisl 
Church  in  New  England,  known  and  belcx?td 
for  many  vigorous  and  useful  years.  He 
bom  at  VVrentbam.  Mass.,  April  21,  181 1 
says  himself :  "  In  looking  over  the  gii 
logical  papers  in  our  old  ^mily  Bible,  I  dis- 
cover that  1  was  introduced  into  this  brigtit 
and  beautiful  world  at  two  o'clock  in  the  after- 
noon of  the  first  Sunday  after  Easter."  He 
prepared  for  college,  1 828,  at  Wrentham  Acad- 
emy, and.  1 829.  at  the  school  in  Marlborough. 
and  vs'as  admitted  to  the  freshntan  class  in 
Brown  University.  1831.  Teaching  in 
district  schools,  like  many  of  the  best  id 
New  England,  and  in  other  ways  carryii? 
himself  along  through  the  costly  years  of  study 
as  they  were  in  those  days,  he  was  graduUed 
In  due  course  in  1835.  Then  he  commenc«i 
teaching  at  the  South.  He  was  married  in 
Georgia  to  Miss  Myra  Anne  Bigelow.  He 
made  public  profession  of  religion  in  1S39, 
and  shortly  began  study  in  preparation  (or  the 
ministt)-.  In  [849  he  was  licensed  to  pre 
and  he  says  he  did  it  "  with  fear  and  tr 

But  he  continued  his  profession  of  teachiif. 
becoming  the  principal  of  the  High  School  tn 
Milford.  Mass.  Ultimately  he  was  ordainedas 
pastor  of  the  Congregatiofial  church  in  Natkk. 
Mass..  May  5.  i8$2.  Six  years  after  be  accept- 
ed a  call  from  the  Mystic  Church,  in  Medftnd. 
Mass.,  "  a  church  that  receii'cs  its  name,  oM 
from  its  doctrines,  but  from  the  river  that 
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flows  through  the  town."  From  this  he  re- 
signed in  i860,  and  in  the  spring  of  186 1  was 
a^ain  settled  in  Exeter,  New  Hampshire. 

When  he  left  this,  his  last,  charge  in  1865, 
he  purchased  a  farm  in  North  Billerica,  Mass., 
and  took  up  his  abode  there.  He  named  that 
beautiful  homestead  "  Brightside  "  most  ap- 
propriately, and  there  passed  the  remaining 
twenty  years  of  his  life.  He  was  often  preach- 
ing, sometimes  assuming  steady  oversight  of 
small  churches  for  a  while,  lecturing  and  writ- 
ing, editing  books,  and  setting  out  trees,  and 
in  1874  for  a  recess  spending' fourteen  months 
in  Europe.  He  celebrated  his  Golden  Wed- 
ding, November  29,  1886.  By  this  time  he 
was  well  known  as  a  hymnofogist;  in  1857 
he  had  published  his  Congregational  Hymn 
Book,  really  one  of  the  best  and  tastefullest 
ever  issued  in  New  England ;  and  in  1 863  he 
was  associated  with  Dr.  Kirk  in  preparing  the 
Songs  for  Social  and  Public  Worship.  In  this 
latter  volume  the  piece  now  before  us  ap- 
peared. It  was  written  at  Natick  somewhere 
about  1856,  and  was  first  given  to  the  public 
in  the  Wellspring  of  Boston,  with  the  au- 
thor's own  music  attached  to  it.  Mr.  Nason 
died  at  "  Brightside,"  his  home  in  North  Bil- 
lerica, June  17,  1887.  Over  the  pulpit,  appro- 
priately wreathed  with  smilax,  evergreen,  and 
daisies,  was  a  tablet  with  these  words  in 
white  letters :  "  Blessed  are  the  dead  who  die 
in  the  Lord." 

757  *' With  you  always."  8s,  7s. 

Always  with  us,  always  with  us — 
Words  of  cheer  and  words  of  love ; 

Thus  the  risen  Saviour  whispers, 
From  his  dwelling-place  aoove. 

2  With  us  when  we  toil  in  sadness, 
Sowing  much  and  reaping  none ; 

Telling  us  that  in  the  future 
Golden  harvests  shall  be  won. 

3  With  us  when  the  storm  is  sweeping 
O'er  our  pathway  dark  and  drear; 

Waking  hope  within  our  bosoms, 
Stilling  every  anxious  fear. 

4  With  us  in  the  lonely  valley, 
When  we  cross  the  chilling  stream — 

Lighting  up  the  steps  to  glory 
with  salvation's  radiant  beam. 

**  Lo,  I  am  with  you  alway,  even  unto  the 
end  of  the  world,"  Matthew  28:20,  is  the 
text  upon  which  the  hymn  before  us  is  based. 
Its  author  is  Rev.  Edwin  Henr\'  Nevin,  D.  D., 
who,  according  to  our  present  information,  is 
residing  in  Philadelphia,  Pa.  He  was  born  in 
Shippensburg,  Pa.,  May  9,  18 14,  and  received 
his  education  at  Jefferson  College  and  at 
Princeton  Seminary.  In  1842  he  became 
President  of  Franklin  College,  and  subse- 
quently had  charge  of  a  number  of  Presby- 
terian churches.     From   1857  to  1868,  how- 


ever, he  was  minister  to  two  Congregational 
churches.  For  six  years  thereafter  he  was 
obliged  to  relinquish  all  pastoral  work  on  ac- 
count of  ill-health  ;  then  he  received  a  call  to 
Lancaster,  Pa.,  and  went  there  as  minister  of 
the  Reformed  Church.  Advancing  years 
have  compelled  his  retirement  from  active 
life.  As  to  his  poems,  he  says :  *'  *  Always 
with  us'  was  written  in  1857.  My  hymns 
were  written  chiefly  on  Sabbath  evenings, 
after  I  had  been  preaching  through  the  day, 
and  was  somewhat  wearied  with  my  labors. 
The  exercise  seemed  to  be  a  means  of  grace 
to  my  soul." 

758  ^  Living  Christ.  8s,  7s. 

Now  I  KNOW  the  great  Redeemer. 

Know  he  lives  and  spreads  his  fame ; 
Lives — and  all  the  heavens  adore  him  ; 

Lives — and  earth  resounds  his  name. 

3  My  Redeemer  lives  within  me. 

Lives— and  heavenly  life  conveys ; 
Lives — and  glor>'  now  surrounds  me ; 

Lives — and  I  his  name  shall  praise. 

3  Pardon,  peace,  and  full  salvation 
From  mv  living  Saviour  flow  ; 

Light,  and  life,  and  consolation — 
All  the  good  I  e'er  can  know. 

4  Soon  shall  I  behold  my  Saviour ; 
He  who  lives  and  reigns  above, 

Lives — and  I  shall  live  for  ever, 
Live  and  sing  redeeming  love! 

Four  hundred  and  fifty-two  hymns  are  ac- 
credited to  Rev.  Richard  Bumham,  the  au- 
thor of  the  piece  before  us.  He  was  boni  in 
Guildford,  Surrey,  England,  in  1749,  and  for 
many  years  had  charge  of  two  Baptist 
churches  in  London :  the  first  in  Little  Chapel 
Street  and  the  second  in  Grafton  Street,  Soho. 
Here  he  sf>ent  the  greater  part  of  his  life, 
laboring  earnestly  in  the  cause  of  Christ,  and 
writing  most  of  his  poems,  which  were  sung 
by  his  own  congregations.  Indeed  his  New 
Hymns  on  Divers  Subjects,  1783,  was  dedi- 
cated to  his  f>eople.  He  died  October  30. 
1810,  and  was  buried  in  Tottenham  Court 
Chapel,  London.  The  hymn  we  quote  ap- 
peared in  1794  with  the  title, "  The  Advocate." 

It  is  to  be  feared  that  many  readers  take 
the  Gospels  altogether  in  fragments;  their 
investigations  are  disconnected  and  material- 
istic. An  hour  of  chance  perusal,  a  few 
verses  here  and  there  in  one  book  to-day,  and 
far  away  in  another  book  to-morrow,  will 
never  give  any  one  a  balanced  and  complete 
knowledge  of  Jesus  Christ's  character  as  a 
beautiful  whole.  It  would  be  like  looking  at 
a  flower  by  a  microscopic  examination  of  one 
of  its  f>etals  or  a  few  of  its  pollen-grains,  now 
a  stem  and  then  a  stamen.  We  are  in  dan- 
ger of  losing  all  notion  of  svmmetry,  entirety, 
and   living  embodiment  of  perfected  grace. 
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We  could  not  analyze  any  man  in  this  way. 
Moreover,  we  sometimes  lose  force  in  pursuit 
of  external  details.  Plant  us  by  the  well  in 
Samaria,  and  we  fall  to  tracing  its  circum- 
ference with  a  measuring-line,  and  sounding 
its  depth  with  a  plummet,  and  tr>'ing  to  recall 
some  remembrance  of  Jacob.  Yet  there  sits 
the  Master,  waiting  for  us  to  look  him  in  the 
face !  Our  entire  being  ought  to  be  awake  to 
its  own  overwhelming  necessities,  until  we  see 
in  Jesus  alone  our  everlasting  and  sufficient 
supply.  He  himself  is  the  well  of  living  water. 
Young  Christians  certainly  are  to  read  the 
Bible  definitely,  that  it  may  disclose  to  them 
more  of  the  Saviour.  Our  souls  faint  for 
help,  and  there  in  Jesus  Christ  we  find  it.  As 
a  Brazilian  slave  seeks  in  the  deep  bed  of  the 
river  for  diamonds,  and  sees  nothing  but  dia- 
monds, and  gathers  nothing  but  diamonds, 
and  thinks  the  day  drear\'  and  disastrous 
when  no  diamonds  are  discovered,  so  w^e 
ought  to  study  the  Gospels  for  instruction 
concerning  Christ,  and  feel  that  the  study  is 
lost  when  no  instruction  is  gained  concerning 
Christ. 


759  *'i'ndrr  his  Shadoji'."  7s. 

Savioi.'R,  let  thy  love  for  mc 
Keep  me  ever  near  to  thee ; 
Here  I  feel  no  evil  thin^;. 
In  the  shadow  of  thy  wuir. 

2  When  the  storms  of  care  and  doubt 
Toss  my  wear>'  soul  about, 
Then  I  flee  for  shelterinj^ 
To  the  shadow  of  thy  wmg. 

3  In  the  liRht  loo  great  for  me, 
Blind  and  faint  1  come  to  thee  ; 
Then,  dear  Lord,  how  comforting 
Is  the  shadow  of  thy  winj,;. 

4  When  mv  sorest  trouhlc-s  be, 
I.et  me  hide  myself  in  thee: 
Kven  sorrow  then  can  bring 
But  the  shad<)\v  of  thy  wiiiK. 

5  S<M)n  the  evening  time  will  come, 
S<Min  the  <larktiess  bring  me  home  ; 
Still  my  happy  soul  will  sing. 
'  Tis  the  slia<low  «>f  thy  wing. 

f>  Safe  for  ever  In  abide 
Whore  the<iuiel  waters  glidf. 
Never  moie  1  nee«l  to  tling 
T«)  the  shadoNS  of  thy  wing. 

So  nH*aj,i:cr  arc  the  details  obtainable  as  to 
the  personal  history  of  Miss  H.  O.  Knowlton,  y^^ 
the  author  of  the  hymn  before  us.  that  we 
can  say  authoritatively  c)nly  that  she  was  at 
sehool  in  Illinois  when  she  wrote  the  poem; 
that  she  has  sinee  married  and  gone  to  live  in 
the  West,  and  her  name  and  identity,  like  those 
of  many  other  good  and  talented  women, 
are  merged  in  those  of  her  husband.  Hut 
the  .  few  hymns  she  has  left  behind  her 
are  worth  cherishing.  This  one  in  particular, 
first   published    in    Spiritual  Soni^s  for   the 


Sunday-School,  1878,  with  its  perfect  meter, 
its  tasteful  refrain,  and  its  devout  ^irit,  is 
popular,  as  it  ought  to  be.  She  saw  a  match- 
less beauty  in  a  verse  of  God's  Woitl.  and 
fixed  it  for  ever  in  our  memories:  Psalm 
63:7.  Quickness  in  appreciation  is  very 
delicate,  and  seems  sometimes  a  rare  gift ; 
but  it  can  be  cultivated  even  in  confessedly 
dull  people.  We  can  become  accustomed  to 
detect  the  characteristics  of  our  Master  and 
Model  in  every  line  and  verse  of  the  inspired 
Word,  if  we  sincerely  and  sedulously  de- 
sire it. 

And  really  it  is  worth  the  efTort.  Wheo 
we  journey  around  with  him  through  the 
villages,  go  with  him  into  the  mountain  to 
pray,  sit  with  the  eager  multitudes  that  hear 
him  preach,  wonder  with  the  hushed  throngs 
of  common  people  who  marvel  at  his  mira- 
cles— when  we  mark  the  tireless  zeal  to  do 
good  and  be  kind,  the  unflagging  energy  to 
relieve  a  widow's  wail  or  an  orphan's  mourn- 
ing, the  infinite  majesty  preserved  under 
pressure  of  undeserved  abuse,  the  tender 
compassion,  the  considerate  charity,  the  un- 
disturbed meekness,  the  clear  devotion  to 
truth,  the  bending  obedience  of  his  prayerful 
will— oh,  when  we  see  all  this,  as  well  as  the 
measureless  repose  of  power  in  reserve,  and 
the  grandeur  of  single-hearted  fidelity  to 
purpose — when  each  grace  and  each  beauty 
of  that  faultless  Presence  comes  more  and 
more  frequently  into  view — when  that  recog- 
nized, beloved,  well-known  Form  passes  out 
and  in  under  our  eye,  and  we  have  already 
grown  so  alert  as  to  catch  its  signs  of  coming, 
and  our  loving  souls  begin  to  watch  for  it 
more  than  they  who  watch  for  the  morning- 
then,  ever  clearer  and  ever  nearer,  we  be- 
hold him  whom  we  long  to  see ;  then,  too,  the 
wish  and  the  yearning  become  more  and 
more  desirous,  until  out  of  the  abundance  of 
the  heart  the  mouth  sf>eaketh,  and  praise  be- 
comes prayer :  **  Oh,  that  I  might  be  like 
thee,  (^  Immanuell  Oh,  that  I  might  m\*self 
resemble  him  I  so  much  revere  !  W  hom  taw 
I  in  heaven  but  thee  }  and  there  is  none  upon 
earth  that  I  desire  beside  thee  !  " 


"I  am  what  I  am.** 

Bi  KsskD  fountain,  full  of  grace  1 
(irate  for  sinners,  rrace  for  me, 

To  tliis  source  alone  I  trace 
What  I  am,  and  hope  to  be. 

2  What  I  am,  as  one  redeemed, 
Saved  and  rescued  by  the  Lord ; 

Hating  what  i  onco  esteemed, 
Loving  what  I  once  abhorred. 

3  What  I  hope  to  be  ere  long, 
When  I  take  my  place  above; 

When  I  join  the  heavenly  throcu:: 
When  1  see  the  God  otiove. 
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4  Then  I  hope  Uke  him  to  be, 

Who  redeemed  his  saints  from  sin, 
\Vho;n  I  now  obscurely  see, 
Through  a  vail  that  stands  between. 

5  Blessed  fountain,  full  of  grace! 
Grace  for  i-inners,  grace  for  me; 

To  this  source  alone  I  trace 
What  I  am,  and  hope  to  be. 

Taken  from  Rev.  Thomas  Kelly's  Hymns 
I'ar/ous  Passui^^i's  of  Scripture,  Third 
ition.  1809,  where  it  is  entitled  **  Fountain 
Sin,"  and  refers  to  Zechariah  13:1.  It  is 
:)rded  of  Rev.  John  Newton  that  at  family 
yers  he  used  to  follow  the  passage  of 
ipture  with  some  brief  comment.  One 
rninv^  he  had  just  read  I.  Corinthians  15: 
I.  Closing;  the  Bible,  he  said,  as  if  talk- 
to  himself :  **  I  am  not'  what  }  wish  to  be, 
n  not  what  I  ought  to  be.  I  am  not  what 
)pe  to  be,  but  I  am  not  what  I  was,  and, 
the  grace  of  Ood,  *  1  am  what  I  am ' ;  let 
3ray." 

I  'Th^XantfofJrsusr  7s. 

Warrior  kin^s  their  titles  gain 
From  the  iialii>ns  ihey  enchain  ; 
Jesus,  thou  hy  worthier  deed 
From  the  thousands  thou  hast  freed — 

2  Jesus — only  name  that 's  given 
I'ndcr  all  the  mighty  heaven, 
Which  K\\\  (lying  souls  restore, 
An<l  give  life  for  evermore. 

"K  Let  not  sins  insane  and  base 
From  our  rebel  hearts  efface 
This  hl'*st  name  with  blessings  fraught, 
By  thy  bloo<l  so  de;irly  bought. 

1   the    Paris   IhTi'iary,    1736,  the    Latin 
inal   of   this   hymn.    ""I'ictis   sibi  cogno- 
ii,"  is  given  for  the  "  Feast  of  the  Cir- 
icision  at  Second  X'espers."     Its  si.x  stan- 
are  also  to  be   found  in  Cardinal  New- 
I's  Uymni  Ecilisup:  translated  into  Eng- 
they  appear    in    Chandler's   Hymns  of 
Primithw  C/iuri/i,  1837.     It  seems  likefy 
the  work  of   rendering  into  English  was 
e  by  the    comj)iiers   of    Hymns,  Amient 
.\fo(hrH,   with    perhaps   a   reference   to 
,t  hid  been  accomplished  by  others.     The 
le  of  the  little  cento  of  verses  here  lies  in 
lisclosure  of  the  strange  reversal  of  con- 
)ns   under  the   (lospel   plan  of  salvation, 
'rior  kings  arc    famous   for   conquering: 
IS  is  glorious  in  freeing.     Wonderful  con- 
is  that  of  a  sinner  for  his  redemption; 
%toops  that   he   may   rise  ;    the   soul    that 
enders  gains  the  victory,  and   he  who  is 
nphed  over  wears  the  cr(^wn. 


Thi-  natur  "Jfsus." 

Jfscs'  naiiu-  <>r  \\on(lr<»us  Unci 
Name  all  oiht-r  iiatncs  ab«i\».- 1 
I'nlo  \vhi(  li  riitivi    v\vi\  knee 
Bow  in  tlffjt  hutnility. 


7s. 


3  Jesus !  name  decreed  of  old : 
To  the  maiden  mother  told, 
Kneeling  in  her  lowly  cell. 
By  the  angel  Gabriel. 

3  Jesus !  name  of  priceless  worth 
TO  the  (alien  sons  of  earth. 
For  the  promise  that  it  gave — 
"Jesus  shall  his  people  save." 

t Jesus !  only  name  that 's  given 
nder  all  the  mighty  heaven. 
Whereby  man,  to  sin  enslaved, 
Bursts  his  fetters,  and  is  saved. 

5  Jesus  !  name  of  wondrous  love ! 
Human  name  of  God  above; 
Pleading  only  this  wc  flee. 
Helpless,  O  our  God,  to  tnec. 

Bishop  William  Walsham  How  has  in 
common  use  more  than  sixty  hymns,  of 
which  this  is  to  be  reckoned  as  among  the 
simplest  and  the  best.  It  was  included  in 
Psalms  ami  Hymns,  compiled  by  himself  with 
Rev.  Thomas  Baker  Morrell,  1854.  The 
Scripture  reference  is  to  the  account  given  of 
the  annunciation  and  birth  of  the  Saviour : 
Matthew  i  :  18-21.  Jesus  came  to  "save  his 
people  from  their  sins."  No  scheme  of  relig- 
ion can  be  of  any  avail  to  the  fallen  race  of 
men  that  does  not  make  provision  for  sin. 

763  "  Immanufiy  7s. 

SwBBTER  sounds  than  music  knows 
*  Charm  me  in  ImmanuePs  name ; 
All  her  hopes  my  spirit  owes 
To  his  birth,  anci  cross,  and  shame. 

2  When  he  came,  the  angels  sung, 
"  Glory  be  to  God  on  high  :" 

Lord,  unloose  my  stammering  tongue; 
Who  should  louder  sing  than  I  ? 

3  Did  the  Lord  a  man  become. 
That  he  might  the  law  fulfill. 

Bleed  and  suffer  in  my  room — 
And  canst  thou,  my  tongue,  be  still  ? 

4  No :  I  must  my  praises  bring. 
Though  they  worthless  are.  and  weak  ; 

For  should  I  refuse  to  sing. 
Sure  the  very  stones  would  speak. 

5  O  my  Saviour!  Shield  and  Sun, 
Shepherd,  Brother,  Lord,  and  Friend — 

Ever\'  precious  name  in  one ! 
I  will  love  thee  without  end. 

This  is  No.  37,  Book  II.,  of  the  Olney 
Hymns,  1779,  and  was  composed  by  Rev. 
John  Newton.  It  celebrates  the  incarnation 
of  "  Immanuel."  God  with  us.  "  Lord  and 
Friend."  This  poet,  having  such  a  vivid 
sense  of  what  he  owed  to  divine  grace,  was 
pressed  by  gratitude  unspeakable  to  sing  and 
pray  and  preach.  No  wonder  he  cries  out. 
'*  \Vho  should  louder  sing  than  I  .^"  He  felt 
that  if  he  should  be  silent  the  verv  stones 
would  speak.  There  is  an  interesting  pas- 
sage in  I)ibdin*s  Reminiscencvs  of  a  Literary 
Life,  worth  quoting  just  here.  He  says : 
•*  I  remember,  when  a  lad  of  about  fifteen, 
being  taken  by  my   uncle  to  hear  the  well- 
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known  Mr.  Ne>*ton.  the  friend  of  Cowper, 
the  poet,  preach  his  wife's  funeral  sermon  in 
the  church  of  St.  Mary  Woolnoth,  in  Lom- 
bard Street.  Newton  was  then  well-stricken 
in  years,  with  a  tremulous  voice,  and  in  the 
costume  of  the  full-bottomed  wig  of  the  day. 
He  had,  and  always  had,  the  entire  posses- 
sion of  the  ear  of  his  congregation.  He 
spoke  at  first  feebly  and  leisurely ;  but  as  he 
warmed,  his  ideas  and  his  periods  seemed 
mutually  to  enlarge  ;  the  tears  trickled  down 
his  cheeks,  and  his  action  and  expression 
were  at  times  quite  out  of  the  ordinary 
course  of  things.  He  always  preached 
extemporaneously.  It  was  as  the  *  mens 
agitans  molcm  ct  magna  se  cor  pore  miscens* 
In  fact  the  preacher  was  one  with  his  dis- 
course. To  this  day  I  have  not  forgotten 
his  text;  it  was  in  Habakkuk  3:  17,  18. 
*  Although  the  fig  tree  shall  not  blossom, 
neither  shall  fruit  be  in  the  vines ;  the  labor 
of  the  olive  shall  fail,  and  the  fields  shall 
yield  no  meat ;  the  flock  shall  be  cut  off  from 
the  fold,  and  there  shall  be  no  herd  in  the 
stalls ;  yet  I  will  rejoice  in  the  Lord,  I  will 
joy  in  the  God  of  my  salvation.'  " 

764  "  AUogether  lovely:'  ^s. 

Earth  has  nothing  sweet  or  fair, 
Lovely  forms  or  beauties  rare, 
But  before  my  e>'es  they  brine 
Christ,  of  beauty  Source  and  Spring. 

2  When  the  morning  paints  the  skies, 
When  the  golden  sunbeams  rise, 
Then  my  Saviour's  form  I  find 
Brightly  imaged  on  my  mind. 

3  When  the  star-beams  pierce  the  night, 
Oft  I  think  on  Jesus'  light ; 

Think  how  bright  that  light  will  be, 
Shining  through  eternity 

4  Come,  Lord  Jesus !  and  dispel 
This  dark  cloud  in  which  I  dwell. 
And  to  me  the  i>ower  impart 

To  behold  Ihfe  as  thou  art. 

This  is  a  translation  by  Miss  Frances  Eliz- 
abeth Cox.  who  is  well  known  for  her  suc- 
cess in  that  department  of  literature.  In 
1 84 1  she  published  in  London  a  collection  of 
about  fifty  pieces,  entitled,  Sacrfuf  Hymns 
front  the  German,  amon)^  which  this  ap- 
peared. The  author  of  the  original  poem 
was  Johann  Scheffler,  a  Silesian  born  at  Bres- 
lau.  His  father  was  a  member  of  the  I'olish 
nobilitv  who  had  been  forced  to  leave  his  na- 
tive  land  Ix'causeof  his  adherence  to  Lutheran- 
ism,  and  the  boy  was  ediic  ated  strictly  in  that 
communion.  He  studied  at  the  University  of 
Tadua.  vjraduatiuii^  in  1648.  ( )n  his  return  he 
was  appointed  private  physician  to  the  Duke 
of  \Vurttenil)er>(-()els.  but  he  had  already  be- 
gun to  waver  in  his  religious  ideas,  and  the 


severe  Lutheranism  of  the  court  did  not  suk 
him.  In  Holland  formerly  he  had  met  with 
the  writings  of  Jakob  Hohme,  and  he  was  so 
strongly  influenced  by  them  that  when  he 
wished  to  publish  a  volume  of  poems,  the 
permission  was  refused  by  the  court  authori- 
ties on  account  of  the  mystical  tendency 
shown  in  them.  Soon  after  he  res^;ned  his 
post  and  went  to  Breslau,  where  he  bcc£jne 
acquainted  with  the  Jesuits,  who  introduced 
him  to  the  study  of  mediaeval  mystidsm  in 
the  Roman  Catholic  Church.  In  i653heii'as 
formally  received  into  that  communion*  and 
took  the  name  of  **  Angelus,"  probably  after 
a  Spanish  mystic  of  the  sixteenth  centiirf. 
He  finally  decided  to  enter  the  priesthood, 
and  was  ordained  in  1661.  His  death  a- 
curred  at  a  monastery  in  Breslau,  July  9. 
1677.  Scheffler  was  a  voluminous  writer,  but 
deserves  a  lofty  place  in  German  hymnodf. 
Many  of  his  works  were  long  supposed  to  be 
anonymous ;  the  "  A.,"  for  Johann  Angehs. 
being  often  interpreted  as  Incertt  Autoris. 
"  A  Targe  number  are  hvmns  almost  perfect 
in  style  and  beauty  of  rhythm,  the  fruits  in- 
deed of  mysticism,  but  chastened  and  kept  in 
bounds  by  deep  reverence,  and  by  a  true  and 
fervent  love  to  the  Saviour." 

765  "  ^^  ^^^  "  Christ:*  7»« 

Christt,  of  all  ni>^  hopes  the  Ground, 
Christ,  the  Sprine  of  all  my  joy, 

Still  in  thee  let  me  he  found, 
Still  for  thee  my  powers  employ. 

2  Fountain  of  o'erflowinj^  ^n^ce ! 
Freely  from  thy  fullness  give; 

Till  I  close  my  earthly  race, 
Be  it  "  Christ  for  me  to  live  I" 

3  Firmly  trusting  in  thy  blood, 
Nothing  shall  my  heart  confound ; 

Safely  I  shall  pass  the  flood, 
Safely  reach  Immanuel's  ground. 

4  When  I  touch  the  blessed  shore. 
Back  the  closing  waves  shall  roll ! 

Death's  dark  stream  shall  nevermore 
Part  from  thee  my  ravished  souL 

5  Thus — oh,  thus  an  entrance  give 
To  the  land  of  cloudless  sky  ; 

Having  known  it  "  Christ  to  live,'* 
Let  me  know  it  "gain  to  die." 

Rev.  Ralph  Wardlaw,  D.  D.,  in  1803.  pub- 
lished his  Se/ecfion  of  Hymns,  to  which,  in  i» 
fifth  edition,  181 7,  he  appended  a  Supple- 
ment ;  in  this  the  hymn  now  before  us  ap- 
peared as  No.  458.  It  was  in  two  parts, 
thirteen  stanzas  of  four  lines  in  all.  From 
these  the  verses  in  common  use  have  been 
chosen.  The  reference  is  to  Philippians  i  :2i : 
"  For  to  nie  to  live  is  Christ,  and  to  die  is 
ji^ain."  Little  attention  is  paid  nowadays  to 
this  old  announcement  of  the  apostle  rauL 
A  man   who  .should  soberly  assert  that  he 
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^oing  to  construct  a  life  upon  such  a 
declaration  would  be  voted  a  lunatic  by 

of  his  fellows.  Indeed,  real  religious 
enial  has  always  been  deemed  weakness, 
idred  and  fifty  years  ago  people  in  Great 
n  who  spoke  the  colloquial  English 
age — so  the  pious  old  (iurnall  tells  us — 
led    their   contemptuous   estimation  of 

unvvorldliness  by  the  nickname  they 
They  said  of  a  silly  fool,  '*  He  is  an 
lam."  And  those  of  us  who  were 
1  in  New  England  will  not  need  to  be 
ded  that  even  now  the  villagers  speak 
jmperate  young  man,  weak  in  the  head, 
**Josey."     Abraham   left  a  good  place 

poorer  at  the  call  of  the  Lord.  And 
1  refused  sin  when  it  came  to  him  with- 
e  seeking.  The  world  will  never  count 
hings  as  wise  policies.  Most  men  are 
onplace  and  low  in  all  their  estimates 
ily  existence.  To  grow  rich  seems  to 
only  a  chance  to  grow  luxurious.  It  is 
lat  John  Jacob  Astor  once  replied  to  an 
itive  man,  who  asked  him  how  much 
'  he  had,  **Just  enough,  sir,  so  that  I 
at   one  dinner  a  day !"      How   much 

I  would  a  man  need  to  enable  him  to 
o.^  And  does  a  man  want  to  wear  his 
»at  in  the  summer  months  for  fear  peo- 

II  think  he  cannot  afford  one  ? 

"  He  first  loved  us."  7s. 

Savioi'R  !  tearh  me.  day  by  day, 
Love's  sweet  lesson  lo  obey  ; 
Sweeter  lesson  cannot  be. 
Loving  him  who  first  loved  me. 

2  With  a  child-like  heart  of  love, 
At  thy  bidding  may  1  move: 
Prompt  to  serve  and  follow  thee. 
Loving  him  who  first  K»ved  me. 

3  Teach  me  all  tliy  steps  to  trace, 
Strong  to  follow  iti  thy  grace  ; 
Learinng  how  to  love  from  thee. 
Loving  hini  who  first  loved  me. 

4  Love  in  loving  finds  employ — 
In  obedience  all  her  joy  ; 

Ever  new  that  joy  will  be. 
Loving  him  who  first  loved  me. 

5  Thus  may  I  reioice  lo  show- 
That  I  feel  the  love  I  owe  ; 
Sim^'itiL',  till  ihv  face  I  see. 

()f  his  lo\c  wIh)  first  love<l  me. 

y  volumes  of  pomis  for  children  bear 
ime  of  Miss  Jane  Mli/.abeth  Leeson, 
le  piece  \vt*  (jiiotc  is  taken  from  her 
f   a^i/  S('(//fS  of  C/ul(l/ioo<i,   1842;  but 

lady  herself  we  can  disrover  no  par- 
>  whatever.  She  has  made  a  number 
itorious  translations  from  the  (ierman 
■t  Latin,  and  some  of  her  lyrical  songs 
common  use.  both  in  (ireat  Britain 
I   America.     It    realiv  seems  as  if  we 


might  deplore  that  the  facts,  concerning  the 
life  of  one  whose  words  indicate  a  most  in- 
teresting character,  rich  in  spiritual  experi- 
ence, are  not  to  be  obtained.  This  hymn 
makes  a  refrain  out  of  a  text  of  Scripture, 
I.  John  4: 19.  We  love  Jesus  Christ  because 
he  first  loved  us ;  that  puts  the  new  principle 
of  love  into  our  souls ;  thenceforth  all  ex- 
istence is  welcome  and  bright,  happy  and 
holy ;  and  thus  a  genuine  Christian  becomes 
joyous  as  he  sings.  It  is  a  frightful  mistake 
to  suppose,  and  a  willful  perversion  to  assert, 
that  Christianity  as  a  scheme  of  faith  is  tame, 
insipid,  and  lifeless.  It  ought  not  to  be  con- 
sidered even  witty  to  quote  in  such  a  con- 
nection Job's  petulant  words :  **  Is  there  any 
taste  in  the  white  of  an  ^%%  ?  "  For  the  fact 
is,  the  religion  of  Jesus  Christ  can  lift  the 
heart  and  satisfy  the  soul  better  than  any- 
thing else  that  is  known  to  fallen  and  sad- 
dened men.  The  gospel  restores  the  race 
and  purifies  the  world.  And  if  human  beings 
hold^  their  peace,  "the  stones  would  im- 
mediately cry  out "  with  some  glad  hosanna 
of  their  own. 

767  "Christ,  the  Cructfoedr  7*.  Sl- 

Ask  ye  what  great  thing  I  know 
That  delights  and  stirs  me  so? 
What  the  nigh  reward  I  win  ? 
Whose  the  name  I  glory  in  ? 

Jesus  Christ,  the  Crucified. 

2  Who  is  life  in  life  to  me? 
Who  the  death  of  death  will  be? 
Who  will  place  me  on  his  right 
With  the  countless  hosts  ofTu^ht  ? 

Jesus  Christ,  the  Crucified. 

3  This  is  that  great  thing  I  know ; 
This  delights  and  stirs  me  so; 
Faith  in  him  who  died  to  save. 
Him  who  triumphed  o'er  the  grave, 

Jesus  Christ,  the  Crucified. 

Rev.  Dr.  Benjamin  Hall  Kennedy  trans- 
lated this  hymn  from  the  *'  WoUt  thr  unssen 
was  mein  Preis  ?  *'  of  Rev  Johann  Christoph 
Schwedler.  This  good  man  was  born  at  Krobs- 
dorf,  December  21.  1672.  He  became  pastor 
at  Niederwiese,  in  Germany,  in  1701,  and  died 
there  suddenly,  January  12,  1730.  The  ver- 
sion into  English  is  found  in  Dr.  Kennedy's 
Hvmnoloi^ia  Christiana,  1863.  The  theme 
of  the  song  is  that  Jesus  Christ  is  what 
*•  stirs  *'  the  Christian's  heart.  "  The  grand 
natural  feature  of  our  northern  life,"  said 
Frederika  Bremer,  "  is  a  conquered  winter." 
There  can  be  no  doubt  that  the  extreme 
temperature  of  those  almost  arctic  regions  of 
Sweden  needs  warm  hearts  and  inventive 
minds  to  render  them  endurable.  The  fierce 
blasts  chill  the  blood  :  vivacity  and  good  cheer 
must  be  had  in  order  to  make  its  currents 
flow  again.     And  so,  as  the  tourists  tell  us. 
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you  will  find,  while  you  journey  through  Nor- 
way or  Sweden,  as  well  as  Northern  Den- 
mark, the  hospitable  lights  gleaming  in  low 
windows  with  a  new  friendliness  of  welcome, 
the  great  fires  roaring  in  the  capacious  chim- 
neys, and  simple-hearted  neighbors  coming 
every  evening  to  cluster  at  each  other's  board. 
There  are  innocent  entertainments  for  the 
elders,  intricate  puzzle-games  for  the  children, 
and  for  the  youths  and  maidens  (telling  the 
never-old  stor)')  brave  legends  and  sweet 
songs.  Thus  the  iciness  of  those  Scandinavian 
climates  melts  in  the  glow  of  charity  and 
kindly  offices  of  considerate  regard.  The 
secret  of  the  genial  villagers'  success  lies  in 
the  fact  that  they  not  only  subdue  the  winter, 
but  also  ingeniously  reproduce  some  sort  of 
organization — like  summer— in  its  place. 

See  here  a  symbol  of  the  task  which  a  liv- 
ing Christianity  has  set  for  itself  to  accom- 
plish. It  is  no  more  nor  less  than  a  positive 
triumph  over  the  un regenerate  winter  in  the 
hearts  of  men  at  large.  The  gospel  proposes 
to  introduce  into  all  the  torpor  now  reigning 
in  sinful  humanity  a  vital  cheer  and  charm, 
which  shall  kindle  it  to  attractiveness,  and 
bring  back  to  it  a  semblance,  at  least,  of  the 
summer  day  of  its  purity  and  peace.  We  can- 
not banish  winter,  but  we  can  conquer  it. 


Lin'in;r  and  Beloved.  C.  M. 

Do  NOT  I  lovf  ihec.  O  my  Lord? 

Behold  my  heart,  and  see: 
And  turn  the  dearest  idol  out 

That  dares  to  rival  thee. 

2  Is  not  thy  name  melodious  still 
•  To  mine  attentive  ear? 

Doth  not  each  pulse  with  pleasure  bound, 
My  Saviour's  v()ice  to  hear? 

3  Hast  thoti  a  lamb  in  all  thy  flock 
I  would  <lisdain  to  feed  ? 

Hast  thou  a  foe  before  whose  face 
1  fear  ihy  cause  to  plead  ? 

4  Would  not  my  heart  pour  forth  its  blood 
In  h(»t>or  of  thy  name? 

.\\\<\  rhall<"nnc  tile  cold  hand  of  death 
To  damp  the  immortal  flame? 

5  Thou  knowesl  th.it  I  love  thee,  Lord  ; 
Hut.  «»li,  I  lonvj  to  soar 

Far  fioni  the  sphere  «»f  mortal  joys, 
Ami  leain  to  love  thee  more. 

This  is  No.  24^)  in  Dr.  Philip  Doddridge's 
Hymns,  1755.  There  it  bears  the  title,  '*  Ap- 
peal to  Christ  for  tlu-  Sinrority  of  Love  to 
Him."  The  turn  of  admonition  is  reached 
in  the  third  stanza:  would  our  love  for  the 
Saviour  constrain  us  to  l(»vc  those  whom  he 
loves  ?  Tile  answer  is  easy  :  the  fact  is.  love 
is  of  itself  a  force.  Love  urv^es  to  activity. 
Love  wins  to  love.  .\  teai^her  brought  one 
of  her  I»ible-cla^s  to  nie  :  she  tried  to  conceal 
her  anxictv  and  restrain   her  emotion.     But 


the  boy  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  real  tears 
which  she  could  not  keep  back  from  her  eyes; 
and  then  he  listened.  Once  an  active  merchant 
told  me  a  lamentable  tale  of  his  bookkeeper; 
he  desired  me  to  interpose  and  save  the  young 
man  from  ruin.  But  never  should  I  have 
reached  the  heart  of  the  clerk  if  I  had  not 
happened  to  say  his  employer's  voice  faltered 
when  he  spoke  of  him ;  for  so  he  knew  his 
master  cared  for  his  good.  Once  I  mentioned 
to  a  clergyman  that  perhaps  I  could  help  a 
disabled  shoemaker  with  some  little  worit.  if 
he  would  come  and  see  me  soon.  And  next 
week  I  learned  that  this  faithful  friend,  a  city 
missionary,  walked  six  cold  miles  that  winter 
evening  to  tell  the  cobbler  his  good  news  be- 
fore the  midnight.  And  if  ever  I  straitened 
myself  to  get  a  place  for  a  man.  1  did  then  for 
him.  For  a  man  loa'ed  him.  and  then  so  did  1. 
Hence  the  whole  truth  is  in  the  statement: 
we  love  Christ  because  he  loved  us  first.  Then 
the  love  of  Christ  constrains  us  to  seek  others 
and  lead  them  to  love  him;  and  we  teach 
them  to  love  a  Saviour  they  never  saw  by 
showing  them  how  much  we  love  him.  Thus 
we  unconsciously  grow  Christ-like  ourselves, 
for  his  Spirit  dwells  within  us.  We  leam  to 
love  human  beings  because  Christ  loved  the 
lost  race  they  belong  to.  And  then  men.  see- 
ing we  love  them,  love  us  and  our  work.  And 
so  the  way  is  wide  open  to  win  them  to  God. 

769  "///r  is  precious:'  C.  M. 

Blest  Jesus !  when  my  soaring  thoughts 

O'er  all  thy  graces  rove. 
How  is  nn-  soul  in  transport  lost, 

In  wor.der,  joy,  and  love! 

2  Not  soflost  strains  can  charm  my  ears 
Like  thy  hclo\  6d  name ; 

Nor  aught  beneath  the  skies  inspire 
My  heart  with  equal  flame. 

3  Where'er  I  look,  my  wondering  eyes 
Unnumbered  blcssifies  sec; 

But  what  is  life,  with  all  its  bliss, 
If  once  compared  with  thefe? 

4  Hast  thou  a  rival  in  my  breast  ? 
Se-arch,  Lord,  for  thou  canst  tell 

If  aught  can  raise  my  passions  thus, 
Or  please  my  soul  so  well. 

5  No :  thou  art  precious  to  my  heart. 
My  portion  and  my  ioy : 

For  ever  let  thy  boundless  grace 
My  sweetest  thoughts  employ. 

Another  hymn  by  the  old  Nonconformist 
preacher  of  Sudbur^^  England,  Re\'.  Ottiwell 
Hcginbothom.  published  in  Collyer's  Coliec- 
ft  on,  18 1 2.  Some  critics  there  are  who  dis- 
like such  strains  of  sentiment  as  these ;  they 
arc  wont  to  speak  disparagingly  of  the  writer. 
No  man's  personal  piety  can  be  registered 
arc'ording  to  the  estimate  which  e\'en  his 
be^t  friends  or  worst  enemies  have  of  it.    Yet 
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must  reach  some  sort  of  adjustment  in 
•  association  with  each  other ;  that  is  true. 
is  reported  of  Chalmers,  that  while  listen- 
;  to  the  converse  of  McCheyne  and  Bums 
i  the  Bonars,  and  hearing  them  say  **  Pre- 
us  Jesus  "  so  much,  he  exclaimed.  "A  most 
rellent  brotherhood  of  men,  if  only  they 
jht  have  done  with  their  nursery  endear- 
ntsT      We  call   all   of   them — Chalmers 

I  the  rest — the  saintliest  of  God's  people ; 
t  to  them  he  appeared  hard,  and  to  nim 
:y  appeared  soft,  yet  they  bore  with  each 
ler.  The  thing  seems  almost  inconceiv- 
le,  that  there  should  anybody  try  to  cherish 
•aith  which  is  all  intellectuality,  or  an  ac- 
ity  which  is  all  bustle,  or  a  love  which  is 

gushing.  For  the  symmetry  of  real  reli- 
)n  is  its  most  noble  characteristic.  Such  a 
in  as  it  necessitates  will  be  all  the  more  a 
\n  because  of  its  possession.     There  will 

in  him  no  mere  cold,  crisp  orthodoxy ; 
)ugh  he  certainly  will  have  a  faith.      There 

II  be  in  him  no  stiffness  of  routine  or  ritual 
II ;  though  he  certainly  will  be  found  work- 
\  in  worship.  There  will  be  in  him  no  soft 
itimentalism  that  exhausts  itself  in  singing ; 
>ugh  he  will  joy  quietly  in  the  Lord  when 
J  day's  labor  is  over.  But  there  will  be  in 
n  a  living  personality  of  the  indwelling 
irist. 

'O  Psalm-}  I.  CM. 

Mv  Saviour!  my  almighty  Friend, 

When  I  begin  thy  praise, 
Where  will  the  growing  numbers  end — 

The  numbers  of  thy  grace? 

3  Thou  art  my  everlasting  trust  : 

Thy  i^oodness  1  adore ; 
And,  smce  I  knew  thy  graces  first, 

I  speak  thy  glories  more. 

3  Mv  feet  shall  travel  all  the  length 
OAhe  celestial  road  ; 

And  march,  with  courage  in  thy  strength, 
To  see  my  Father  God. 

4  How  will  my  lips  rejoice  to  tell 
The  victories  of  rm  King! 

Mv  soul,  redeemed  from  sin  and  hell, 
^hall  thy  salvation  sing. 

This  is  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  version  of  Psalm 
,  Second  Part,  CM.  It  has  for  its  title,  to 
iow  its  evangelical  character,  "  Christ  our 
rength  and  Righteousness." 


f  I  Hts  namr  Jrsus. 

Jesus  !  1  love  thy  rharming  name, 

'T  is  musi«  to  mine  ear  : 
Fain  would  1  «vound  it  out  s^)  loud 

That  earth  aii«l  h<-avt-n  should  hear. 

2  V'es  !  thou  art  \it»^  ious  to  my  soul, 
My  transjK^rt  ari'l  my  trust  ; 

Jewels,  to  ih«x-.  ar«-  eaudy  toys, 
And  gold  IS  s^rdiTdust. 


C  M. 


3  AU  my  capacious  powers  can  wish. 
In  thee  doth  richly  meet ; 

Not  to  mine  eves  is  light  so  dear, 
Nor  friendship  haltso  sweet. 

4  Thy  grace  still  dwells  upon  my  heart, 
And  sheds  its  fragrance  there ; 

The  n<^lest  balm  cm  all  its  wounds, 
The  cordial  of  its  care. 

This  is  to  be  found  in  Dr.  Philip  Doddridge's 
Hymns,  1755.  It  is  entitled,  **  Christ  precious 
to  the  Believer,"  and  is  dated,  **  October  23, 
17 1 7."  The  Greeks  at  the  feast  said,  **  We 
would  see  Jesus."  Absalom,  restored  from 
banishment,  was  right  when  he  exclaimed, 
•*  It  is  to  little  purpose  I  am  come  to  Jerusa- 
lem, if  I  may  not  see  the  king's  face."  Alas, 
it  would  be  of  no  avail  for  one  of  us  to  enter 
heaven,  if  we  might  not  see  God  !  But  purity 
is  the  condition  of  such  a  prospect.  **  Blessed 
are  the  pure  in  heart,  for  they  shall  see  God." 
Growth  in  grace  is  part  of  Christian  duty.  We 
shall  be  exactly  like  Christ,  when  we  shall  see 
him  as  he  is.  We  should  begin  to  resemble 
him  now.  "  I  do  not  want  to  be  like  Paul,  or 
Apollos,  or  any  mere  man,"  wrote  the  inde- 
fatigable Judson ;  "  I  want  to  be  like  Christ. 
We  have  only  one  perfect  example — perfectly 
safe— only  one,  who,  tempted  like  as  we  are 
in  every  point,  is  yet  without  sin.  I  want  to 
follow  him  only :  copy  his  teachings,  drink  in 
his  spirit,  place  my  feet  in  his  footprints,  and 
measure  their  shortcomings  by  these  and  these 
alone.    Oh,  to  be  more  like  Christ  day  by  day !" 

772  "  Me  is^tcum$r  C.  M. 

How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds 

In  a  believer's  earl 
It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wounds. 

And  drives  away  his  fear. 

3  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole, 
And  calms  the  troubled  breast ; 

'T  is  manna  to  the  hunjpy  soul, 
And  to  the  wear>'.  rest. 

3  lesus!  mv  Shepherd,  Guardian,  Friend, 
My  Propnet,  Priest,  and  King; 

My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End, 
Accept  the  praise  I  brinR. 

4  Weak  is  the  eflfort  of  my  heart. 
And  cold  my  warmest  thought ; 

But  when  I  see  thee  as  thou  art, 
I  'II  praise  thee  as  I  ought. 

5  Till  then  I  would  thy  love  proclaim 
With  every  fleetinjc  breath  ; 

And  may  the  music  of  thy  name 
Refresh  my  soul  in  death. 

Rev.  John  Newton  loved  much  because  he 
had  been  forgiven  much.  He  put  this  song  of 
a  grateful  heart  into  Oln^  Hymns,  1779,  for 
the  use  of  those  who  would  be  willing  to  ac- 
cept it.  It  is  the  exuberant  outflow  of  his 
whole  soul  into  enthusiasm  of  loyalty  and 
longing  for  his  Saxnour.  To  some  it  would 
seem  extravagant.  That  depends  upon  the 
temperament  of  the  singer.    To  many  people 
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it  b  easy  to  be  calm  and  self-possessed  in 
their  pieiv.  To  others  it  is  actually  a  conflict 
to  avoid  beinR  boisterous  and  to  keep  them- 
selves within  bounds.  Lavater,  the  physiog- 
nomist, used  to  say :  "  The  qualities  of  a 
man's  friends  will  generally  be  those  of  his 
enemies :  cold  friends,  cold  enemies ;  half 
.  friends,  half  enemies ;  fervid  enemies,  warm 

It  is  not  necessary  in  this  imperfect  and 
confused  world  that  one  should  absolutely 
force  his  piety  to  become  either  very  eflicient 
or  very  offensive.  Mere  decorousness  to  a 
creditable  line  of  observances  and  require- 
ments,  external  and  conspicuous,  is  about  all 
he  can  be  compelled  to  sustain.  It  is  even 
possible  for  a  Christian  to  quiet  the  monitions 
of  conscience,  and  keep  down  worldly  opposi- 
tion, so  as  to  move  along  with  his  general  re- 
ligiousness quite  unquestioned.  Albeit  in  this 
case  his  personal  zeal  for  Christ  will  have  to 
be  assumed  as  being  of  a  somewhat  undis- 
turbing  or  mild  type.  If  it  chances  at  any 
time  to  become  emotional,  or  to  attempt  any 
vigor  of  exercise,  it  will  probably  provoke  vio- 
lence, and  perhaps  invite  peril.  It  is  easy  al- 
ways for  a  person,  with  sufficiently  resolute 
will,  to  keep  this  amount  of  religious  life  quite 
in  hand,  and  avoid  unnecessary  exposure.  It 
is  not  likely  of  itself  to  put  on  any  extrav- 
agance, and  ultimately  the  peaceful  soul  may 
get  into  heaven,  through  some  awful  grace  of 
convulsing  experience  at  the  last,  as  Lot  was 
wrenched  out  of  Sodom  under  a  hail-storm  of 
merciful  fire. 
773  "/""J  o'ly."  C.  M. 

Bui  swraei  far  thy  bee  ta  ace 

Anil  in  ihjr  presence  ren. 
3  N.>r  voice  can  sinE.  nnr  hean  can  frame. 

Nor  can  Ihe  memory- find 


from 


translation  consists  of  fiity  stanzas, 
which  our  present  hymn  is  ct  "  ' 
first  appeared  in  Lyra  CaihoUea.  1^49.  One 
might  call  this  poem  the  finest  in  the  wwii 
and  be  within  the  limits  of  all  extravagaiKC. 
It  was  written  about  the  time  of  the  S«Mnd 

Crusade,  as  near  1150  as  one  would  \ 

to  guess.  The  knights  and  soldiers  used  W 
sing  it  as  they  kept  their  guard  around  the 
HoTy  Sepulcher  in  Jerusalem. 

774  "Mtt^tr  Mint." 

Dear  Lord  and  Muter  mlnel 

MyC'onqueror!  withuhat Joy  divine 

Thycapiivecllngilaibeel 
1  I  would  not  walk  alent. 


>  thoie  who  9ieek  f 


j™ 


3  The  waknen  I  enjoy 

Thai  cuts  me  on  thy  brcut; 
The  conflict!  that  thy  Mrensih  tmftoy 
Make  me  divinely  blcM. 

4  Dear  Lord  and  Muter  nio*  t 
5tlll  keep  thy  aervani  trae; 

My  Guardian  *nij  my  Guide  dlvlncT 
Bring,  bring  thy  pilgrim  thnnjth. 

J  MyConqueTorandmy  Kin^l 
Still  keep  me  in  thy  tiain ; 

And  H'llh  Ihee  Ihy  glad  captive  biins 
When  thou  retum'at  to  niga. 


The     original     Latin,    "/esu,   liuln's  »!<•-  Another  of  Thomas  HomWower  Gill's  uD- 

•iioria."  of    St.    Bernard  of   Clain'aux.  has  usual  hymns,  quaint,  simple,  original,  charac- 

never  found  a  better  translation  into  English  teristic.     This  was  published  m  his  GoUt* 

than  Ke\\  Edward  Caswall  has   given  to  it  Ciaia  of  Praise,  18&).  written  the   year  be- 

"'                    '         sniall  portion   of  fore.     He  reiterates  the   old  wuh  to  be  a 


nodem  worship.    The 


s  fresh  name  (or  Jesns,**  Dear 
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and  Master  mine ! "  He  entitled  the 
*•  Resignation,"  for  he  was  probably 
and  in  trouble  as  he  sang  it ;  but  he 
nues  to  be  active,  doing  his  work,  a 
/ant  true  "  to  the  end.  The  Church  is 
in  want  of  such  patient  people ;  we 
men — need  them  now  supremely — 
'  for  great,  plain,  unromantic  duties ! 
arc  in  deplorable  lack  of  men  and 
en  who  love  God  with  all  their  hearts, 
who  love  their  fellow-men  as  they  do 
selves.  We  need  men  and  women  whose 
grow  fresher  and  younger  each  time 
come  to  the  Lord's  table.  This  age  of 
cold  and  uncompromising,  thoroughly 
spectful  and  suspicious  of  all  shams,  de- 
ls a  new  piety :  a  piety  frank  in  rebuking 
nd  firm  in  resisting  it,  but  tender  and 
iful  when  it  seeks  to  lift  the  man  who  is 
d  by  it.  It  clamors  now  for  no  singular 
amatic  experiences  of  conversion,  least 
a  something  called  a  second  conversion, 
ho  is  the  meetest  of  saints  for  the  king- 
of  heaven,  he  who  is  the  surest  to  enter 
rn,  may  not  at  all  be  the  one  who  has 
nost  graphic  stor)'  to  tell  of  conviction 
wrestle,  succeeded  by  some  disclousre 
[ishiny  and  bird-singing  peace  afterward  ; 
c  who  has  the  longest  and  most  voluble 
lias  of  prayer  to  rehearse  on  sudden 
:  call.  It  is  possible  that  it  may  be  even 
msuspected  believer  who  trusts  Christ 
e  humblest  way,  dependent  on  him  for 
»n.  and  he  whose  whole  life  is  milder 
Tiellower  as  he  moves  patiently  on  to- 
its  end  and  crown. 

None  but  Jesus.  S.  M. 

Mv  God,  my  Life,  my  Love, 
To  thee,  to  thee  I  call : 

1  cannot  live,  if  thou  remove. 
For  thou  art  all  in  all. 

2  To  thee,  and  thee  alone, 
The  angels  owe  their  bliss ; 

They  sit  around  thy  gracious  throne, 
And  dwell  where  Jesus  is. 

3  Not  all  the  harps  above 
Can  make  a  heavenly  place. 

If  God  his  residence  remove, 
Or  but  conceal  his  face. 

4  Nor  earth,  nor  all  the  sky. 
Can  one  flclight  afford — 

No,  not  a  drop  of  real  jov 
Without  thy  presence.  Lord. 

5  Thou  art  the  sc*a  of  love. 
Where  all  my  pleasures  roll ; 

The  circle  where  my  passions  move, 
And  center  of  my  soul. 

IS  is  No.  93  in  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  HymnSy 

II.     It  has  eight  stanzas,  and  bears  the 

"God   all.  and    in    all.  Psalm  73:25." 

om  have    I    in   heaven   but  thee.^  and 


there  is  none  upon  earth  that  I  desire  beside 
ihec." 

776  "Jesus  is  my /riend:'  CM. 

Since  Jesus  is  my  friend, 

And  I  to  him  belong, 
It  matters  not  what  toes  intend, 

However  fierce  and  strong. 

2  He  whispers  in  my  breast 
Sweet  words  of  holy  cheer. 

How  they  who  seek  in  God  their  rest 
Shall  ever  find  him  near ; 

3  How  God  hath  built  above 
A  city  fair  and  new, 

Where  eye  and  heart  shall  sec  and  prove 
What  faith  has  counted  true. 

4  My  heart  for  gladness  springs  ; 
It  cannot  more  be  sad ; 

For  very  joy  it  smiles  and  sings — 
Sees  naught  but  sunshine  gUd. 

5  The  sun  that  lights  mine  eyes 
Is  Christ,  the  Lx>rd  I  love ; 

I  sing  for  joy  of  that  which  lies 
Stored  up  for  me  above. 

Miss  Catharine  Winkworth  is  the  transla- 
tor of  this  beautiful  poem,  but  it  is  the  proper 
composition  of  Rev.  Paul  Gerhardt,  of  Sax- 
ony. The  whole  piece  may  be  found  in  Lyra 
Gernuxnica,  first  series,  in  twelve  double 
stanzas,  from  which  several  hymns,  as  now 
used,  have  been  compiled  for  various  h>Tn- 
nals.  It  commences  in  the  German :  *'/y/ 
Goit  fur  mich,  so  trete^  Those  who  have 
traced  it  back  say  it  was  written  about  the 
year  1656,  and  is  based  upon  Romans  8: 31- 
39.  The  vicissitudes  of  this  wonderful  man's 
life  wrought  their  way  into  the  triumphs  of 
his  songs.  He  was  at  times  weak  and  sick ; 
he  was  bereaved ;  he  was  to  a  certain  extent 
persecuted,  so  that  he  used  to  speak  of  some 
serious  troubles  he  had  as  his  *'  small  Berlin 
sort  of  martyrdom;"  but  faith  never  wa- 
vered nor  grew  cold  in  his  heart.  He  often 
smiled  and  sang  "  for  very  joy,"  as  if  indeed 
he  saw  "  naught  but  sunshine  glad  "  on  his 
way  to  God. 

777  Unseen,  we  love.  S.  M. 

Not  with  our  mortal  eves 

Have  we  beheld  the  Lord  ; 
Yet  we  rejoice  to  hear  his  name. 

And  love  him  in  his  word. 

3  On  earth  we  want  the  sight 

Of  our  Redeemer's  face ; 
Yet,  Lord,  our  inmost  thoughts  delight 

To  dwell  upon  thy  icrace. 

3  And  when  we  taste  thy  love, 

Our  joys  divinely  grow 
Unspeakable,  like  those  abo\'e. 

And  heaven  begins  below. 

This  familiar  little  hymn  with  its  three 
stanzas  unchanged  appears  as  No.  108  in  Dr. 
Isaac  Watts'  Hymns,  Book  I.  It  is  entitled, 
**  Christ  unseen  and  beloved,"  and  refers  to 
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I.  Peter  i  :8.  True  affection  always  has  in 
it  an  element  of  idealism.  It  seems  to  see 
the  one  beloved  when  he  is  not  visible.  The 
boy  at  college  thinks  of  the  home  faces.  The 
widow  watches  her  young  children  as  if  she 
felt  that  the  eyes  of  her  husband  were  gently 
and  unwavenngly  watching  her  through  the 
long  years  while  she  is  trving  to  remember 
his  wishes  in  bringing  them  up.  Two  friends, 
very  intimate,  worried  once  over  a  locket 
which  one  wore  but  seemed  shy  about  open- 
ing. One  wished  to  learn  the  secret;  the 
■other  was  reluctant,  always  un>\nlling  to 
loosen  the  clasp.  At  last  she  consented,  and 
her  friend  found  only  the  words :  "  Whom 
having  not  seen,  ye  love;  in  whom,  though 
now  ye  see  him  not,  yet  believing,  ye  rejoice 
with  joy  unspeakable  and  full  of  glory,  re- 
ceiving the  end  of  your  faith,  even  the  salva- 
tion of  your  souls." 


Psalm  23.  S.  M. 

The  Lord  my  Shepherd  is, 

I  shall  be  well  supplied  ; 
Since  he  is  mine,  and  I  am  his, 

What  can  I  want  beside  ? 

2  He  leads  me  to  the  place 
Where  heavenly  pasture  grows, 

Where  living  waters  gently  pass, 
And  full  salvation  flows. 

3  If  e'er  I  go  astray, 

He  doth  my  soul  reclaim ; 
And  guide  me  in  his  own  right  way, 
For  his  most  holy  name. 

4  While  he  affords  his  aid, 
I  cannot  yield  to  fear ; 

Tho'  I  should  walk  thro'  death's  dark  shade. 
My  Shepherd  's  with  me  there. 

5  In  spite  of  all  my  foes. 
Thou  dost  my  table  spread  : 

My  cup  with  blessings  overflows, 
And  joy  exalts  my  head. 

6  The  bounties  of  thy  love 
Shall  crown  uiy  future  days ; 

Nor  from  thy  house  will  I  remove. 
Nor  ceiise  to  speak  thy  praise. 

No  hand  has  ever  ventured  to  touch  these 
six  l)eautiful  verses  since  the  day  they  \yere 
rarlic-st  printed  in  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  versions 
of  the  Psa/ms.  They  stand  as  a  memorial  of 
what  the  "  father  of  hyninology  "  could  do  at 
his  best.  Otht^r  men  have  used  the  same 
first  line  for  compositions  of  their  own;  but 
even  their  work  has  not  displaced  the  old 
sonj^  for  the  children  which  the  childless 
poet  jL^ave  to  the  ay^^es. 


779  ••  r»  lirt'  IS   C/inst  " 

Jisrs,  who  on  hi»«  k1"'>""^  throne 
Kuli's  iMMVtri.  ami  catth,  anil  sea. 

Is  iiU'ase<l  to  I  laini  me  l«»r  his  own, 
.And  KJve  himself  to  me. 


C.  M. 


2  His  person  fixes  all  my  love, 
H  is  blood  removes  my  fear  * 

And  while  he  pleads  for  me  above. 
His  arm  preserves  me  here. 

3  His  word  of  promise  is  my  food. 
His  Spirit  is  my  guide; 

Thus  daily  is  my  strength  renewed. 
And  all  my  wants  supplied. 

4  For  him  I  count  as  gain  each  Iom, 
Disgrace  for  him  renown ; 

Well  may  I  glory  in  my  crocs. 
While  he  prefnres  my  crown. 

Amone  Rev.  John  Norton's  contributiotf 
to  the  Oinry  Hymns ^  1770,  is  to  be  found  one 
commencing,  **  From  pole  to  pole  let  otbm 
roam."  It  has  sue  stanzas  trom  which  \k 
some  unknown  hand  lone;  ago  these  now  bcs 
fore  us  were  selected  u)r  common  use  in 
American  collections.  The  original  title  m-as. 
**  The  Lord  is  my  portion.'  We  might 
always  take  it  for  granted  that  there  is  some* 
thing  in  plain,  commonplace  heroism  that  is 
calculated  to  move  men.  The  ancients  used 
to  say, "  A  good  man  struggling  with  adver- 
sity is  a  sight  for  the  gods  to  look  atT 
Human  sympathy  is  one  of  the  motives 
within  us  easiest  to  arouse  and  most  effect- 
ive to  energize  into  service.  Personal  pain 
has  in  it  an  element  of  personal  po«v. 
Mortified  pride ;  poverty  of  spirit ;  physiol 
discomfort ;  bereavement  of  friends ;  thwart- 
ing  of  hopes ;  encroachment  of  disease ;  the 
prospect  of  death ;  misapprehension,  misjudg- 
ment  and  injustice;  indeed,  an>thing  or 
everything  which  wounds  or  worries  the 
human  heart,  has  in  it  a  resident  and  unmis- 
takable force.  The  Jews  missed  their  aim 
when  they  made  Paul  a  martyr.  He  that 
bears  nobly  and  never  breaks ;  he  that  en- 
dures to  the  end,  and  still  holds  on — he  that 
learns  to  suffer  silently,  and  continue  true: 
he  it  is  who  will  quietly  draw  the  world  after 
him ;  the  things  which  happen  to  him  will 
certainly  fall  out  to  the  furtherance  of  the 
cause  he  loves. 


Psabm  23. 

Thf.  Lord  '5  my  Shepherd,  I  '11  not  wmnt; 

He  makes  me  down  to  lie 
In  pastures  green ;  he  leadeth  me 

The  quiet  waters  by. 

3  My  soul  he  doth  restore  ajcmin ; 

Aixi  me  to  walk  doth  make 
Within  the  (Mths  of  righteousness, 

Ev'n  for  his  own  name's 


CM. 


3  Yoa,  though  I  walk  in  death's  dark  vale, 
Vot  will  I  fear  no  ill; 

For  thou  art  with  me,  and  thy  lod 
An<l  staff  me  comfort  ^iU. 

4  My  table  thou  hast  fumisMd 
In  presence  of  my  foes; 

My  head  thou  dost  with  oil 
And  my  cup  overflows. 
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5  Goodness  and  mercy,  all  my  life, 

Shall  surely  follow  me ; 
And  in  God's  house  for  evermore 

My  dwelling-place  shall  be. 

•ancis  Rous  probably  took  the  text  of  this 
phrase  of  Psalm  23  from  Whittingham's 
and  fiftie  Psalmes  of  Dauid^  published 
ieneva  in  1556.  It  appeared  in  his  ver- 
of  the  Psalms  in  1641,  and  in  the 
fish  Psalter  in  1650.  It  is  still  in  use  in 
land,  and  is  to  be  found  in  nearly  all 
lish  and  American  hymnals.  Very  likely 
juld  be  considered  as  the  best  piece  of 
c  in  the  poetry  of  the  Scottish  Church, 
author  was  an  English  lawyer,  bom  at 
on.  Cornwall,  in  1 579,  who  studied  at 
idgate  Hall,  Oxford.  After  his  admis- 
to  the  Bar  he  became  Member  of  Par- 
ent for  Truro,  during  the  reigns  of  James 
of  Charles  I.;  and  later  sat  for  Devon- 
\  and  for  Cornwall.  Cromwell  placed 
in  several  positions  of  honor;  he  was 
ost  at  Eton,  and  a  member  of  the  famous 
tminsler  Assembly  of  Divines  and  of  the 
/  Council.  He  died  at  Acton,  January  7, 
I,  and  was  buried  in  the  chapel  of  Eton 
jge. 

Christ,  our  Model.  C.  M. 

OjKsi's!  King  most  wonderful, 

Thou  Conqueror  renowned, 
Thou  sweetness  most  ineffable, 

In  whom  all  joys  are  found ! 

2  When  once  ihou  visitest  the  heart, 
Then  truth  Iwijins  to  shine, 

Then  earthlv  vanities  depart, 
Then  kindles  love  divine. 

3  O  Jc*sus,  Light  of  all  below! 
Thou  Fount  of  life  and  fire  I 

Surnassing  all  the  joys  we  know, 
All  that  we  can  desire — 

4  May  ever>'  heart  confess  thy  name, 
And  ever  thee  adore : 

And,  seekinjK  thee,  itself  inflame 
To  seek  thee  more  and  more. 

5  Thee  may  our  tongues  for  ever  blest, 
Thee  may  we  love  alone ; 

And  ever  in  our  life  express 
The  image  of  thine  own. 

[lis  is  a  translation  of  another  part  of  St. 
lard's  hymn.  **//.?//,  dulcis  numoria*'  by 
.  Edward  Caswall,  who  gave  us  the  fine 
ion  commencin}^.  "Jesus,  the  very  thought 
lee,"  which  we  had  before.  It  is  to  be 
d  in  Lyra  Cat  hoi  tea,  1849.  This  portion 
ns.  *'Jesu,  Rex  admirabilis" 


"  He  first  laved  us.' 


C  M. 


O  BLESSKD  Saviour,  is  thy  love 

So  great,  so  full,  so  free? 
Behold,  we  give  our  thoughts,  our  hearts, 

Our  lives,  our  all  to  thee. 


3  We  love  thee  for  the  iclorious  worth 

Which  in  thyself  we  see : 
We  love  thee  tor  that  cross  of  shame 

Endured  so  patiently. 

3  No  man  of  greater  love  can  boast 
Than  for  his  friend  to  die , 

Thou  for  thine  enemies  wast  slain : 
What  love  with  thine  can  vie? 

4  Make  us  like  thee  in  meekness,  love. 
And  every  beauteous  nace ; 

From  glory  unto  glory  cnanged. 
Till  we  behold  thy  &ce. 

The  ori^nal  poem  by  Rev.  Joseph  Stennett, 
published  in  his  Hymns  on  the  Lord*s  Supper, 
1697,  b^^  with  the  line,  "  My  blessed 
Saviour,  is  thy  love."  These  four  stanzas 
are  in  common  use  now,  but  many  alterations 
seem  to  be  freely  made.  The  sentiment  is 
what  gives  the  song  its  welcome  in  the 
churches.  Christ  loves  us ;  he  loves  us  when 
we  are  not  lovely.  All  our  love  simply  grows 
out  of  his :  **  We  love  him  because  ne  first 
loved  us/*  But  wh^  did  he  first  love  us? 
There  was  nothing  in  fallen  man  to  attract 
admiration.  We  love  what  is  lovely ;  we  be- 
lieve God  does  the  same.  But  we  are  all  in 
ruins.  Jonathan  loved  David  because  he -was 
so  brave  and  noble  as  he  told  about  Goliath. 
Nor  was  this  love  of  God  drawn  out  toward 
men  by  any  reason  of  promise  for  the  future. 
Pharoah's  daughter  heard  the  cry  of  a  babe 
in  the  bulrushes ;  she  whispered  contempCu- 
ouslv  of  it.  "  It  is  only  one  of  the  HelHvws' 
chilaren ! "  But  when  the  attendant  stooped 
down  to  pick  it  up,  she  saw  it  was  a  '*  goodiv 
child,*'  and  sometning  might  be  made  of  it  if 
only  she  would  give  it  a  little  fairer  chance. 
But  we  never  had  any  hope  of  betterment  by 
ourselves.  Nor  even  was  this  divine  love 
drawn  out  toward  us  by  any  affection  that  we 
still  retained  for  him.  He  knows  how  we 
naturally  feel  toward  him.  **  The  carnal  mind 
is  enmity  against  God."  The  love  we  live 
upon  is  the  sovereign,  unconstrained  ^ift  of 
our  God.  "  For  when  we  were  yet  without 
strength,  in  due  time  Christ  died  for  the  un- 
godly. For  scarcely  for  a  righteous  man  will 
one  die ;  yet  peradventure  for  a  good  man 
some  would  even  dare  to  die.  But  God  com- 
mendeth  his  love  towards  us,  in  that,  while 
we  were  yet  sinners,  Christ  died  for  us." 

"  Humtie  Tlumgkts:'  C.  IL 

OuK  Father,  hear  our  lonsing  prayer, 

And  help  this  prayer  to  flow. 
That  humble  thoagnts.  which  are  thy  cmie, 

May  live  in  us  and  grow. 

a  For  lonrly  hearts  shall  understand 

The  peace,  the  calm  delight 
Of  dwelling  in  thy  heavenly  land, 

A  pleasure  in  tny  sight. 

3  Give  OS  humility,  that  so 

Thy  reign  may  come  within, 
And  when  thy  ctiildren  homeward  go. 

We  Coo  may  enter  in. 
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4  Htar  m,  oat  Savioat  r  < 

Giv«  ii>  thy  Sptiil  In  out  I 
Large,  lowly,  Inisling, 


In  pursuing  our  purposes  of  annotation  we 
meet  among  the  rest  of  our  lyric  poets  the 
famous  British  author,  George  MacDonald. 
He  is  a  clergyman,  and  yet  he  de';lines  the 
title ;  he  is  one  who  has  received  the  literary 
degree  of  LL.  D.,  and  still  no  one  would  know 
him  as  Dr.  MacDonald.     A  po«[  who  has 

eublished  several  volumes  of  exquisite  verse, 
e  has  very  rarely  been  found  among  ihe  au- 
thors in  the  hymn-books.  Indeed,  we  do  not 
happen  ever  to  have  discovered  more  than 
just  one  hymn  in  the  church  collections  for 
worship — the  one  now  before  us.  No  one 
knou-s  when  or  why  this  singularly  beautiful 
piece  was  composea.  It  came  quietly  within 
our  range  of  obsen'ation  while  wc  were 
studying  an  English  hymnal  which  has  hardly 
forced  its  way  at  all  on  this  side  uf  the  sea. 

Gei)rge  .MacDonald  was  born  in  Hunily,  in 
Aberdeenshire,  Scotland.  December  lo,  1824. 
His  father  was  a  descendant  of  the  Mac- 
Donalds  of  Glcncoe.  and  this  son  graduated 
at  the  University  of  Aberdeen,  studied  the- 
ology in  Owen's  College.  Manchester,  and  for 
several  years  was  a  preacher  in  the  Inde- 
fiendent  or  Congregational  Church  in  Surrey 
and  Sussex,  in  Kn^land.  He  tinally  left  the 
pulpit,  with  the  view  of  de\'oting  himself 
more  directly  lo  literature,  as  his  books  were 
multiplying  upon  his  hands  and  his  fame  was 
extending  over  the  world.  It  has  been  an- 
nounced, also,  that  some  diflicullies  as  to  his 
doctrinal  belief  rendered  it  more  convenient 


for  him  to  leave  the  communion  towbichbc 
at  lirst  belonged  and  become  connected  with 
the   Episcopal   Church   of   England.     For  1 

while  he  was  the  principal  of  a  seminaiy  in 
London.  He  was  ordained  in  that  body  as» 
clergyman,  and  from  time  to  time  he  has  ap- 
peared occasionally  in  the  metropolitan  pul- 
pit, where  he  is  always  welcome.  His  sermom 
are  generally  delivered  without  notes,  and  in 
character  are  mostly  expository.  He  'a  1 
subtle  preacher,  almost  a  mystic.  His  in- 
tensely sympathetic  temperament,  combined 
with  his  delicately-organized  imagination, 
renders  him  impetuous  and  headlong  in  hi~ 

This  author  is  now  an  elderly  man,  witi 
long  bushy  beard  grown  gray  with  the  yein 
We  have  deliberately  chosen  out  of  man 
portraits  fashioned  of  him  at  dilTerent  perioM 
of  his  life  this  one  that  accompanies  our 
sketch.  It  represents  him  with  striking 
vividness  as  the  man  who  stood  by  our  side 
in  the  Memorial  Church  in  New  Yori  dtj, 
May,  1873,  and  delivered  an  unwritten  dis- 
course on  the  text  1  "  Whosoever  will  be  dud 
u.  let  him  be  your  servant,"  No 
.■ast  audience  who  listened  that 
morning  ever  forgot  what  he  heard.  The 
fortieth  chapter  of  Isaiah,  which  the  preacber 
read  at  the  beginning  of  the  senice,  took  on 
a  new  meaning  as  the  matchlessly  symp*- 
thetic  cadences  of  his  voice  rose  and  fell  wtth 
a  kind  of  intonation  peculiarly  his  own,  defy- 
ing all  rules  of  rhetorical  or  elocutionary  lefi- 
dering,  and  yet  wonderfully  effective :  "  Com- 
fort ye,  comfort  ve  my  people,  saith  your 
God. '  His  great  fame  since  has  been  guncd 
through  his  creation  of  the  modem  reugioos 
novel,  but  we  remember  him  best  a:  " 
preacher. 

The  characteristic  excellence  which  attracts 
readers  to  the  stories  of  this  well-known 
thor  is  this:  he  loves  his  fellow-men. 
heart  is  with  their  hearts.  His  hand  b  out 
toward  everj'  one  to  give  help  from  the  hunua 
clasp.  He  cares  no  more  for  titles  than  did 
Sir  Gibbie  himself.  He  cares  only  to  lift  and 
to  cheer,  to  prompt  and  to  teach  the  one  be 
touches  with  the  message  he  brings. 


7.5" 


7B4 


"Attogclhtr  Lavtif." 


Mv  Cod  I  th*  spring  of  Bll  my  jojra, 

Thc1ireofmy<lcnd<». 
Th«  glory  ot  my  brightot  day*, 

An3  comfort  of  my  nicbli  I 

3  In  dailcsl  slnda  Ifbc  ■ppcar, 

Mv  dawning  \%  begun ; 
He  IS  my  soori  tweet  mominx  Mar, 
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2  The  opening  heavens  around  me  shine 

With  beams  of  sacred  bliss^ 
While  Jesus  shows  his  heart  is  mine, 

And  whispers,  I  am  his. 

4  My  soul  would  leave  this  heavy  clay, 

At  that  transporting  word ; 
Run  up  with  joy  the  snining  way. 

To  meet  my  gracious  Lord ! 

By  many  of  the  best  critics  this  has  been 
pronounced  the  most  brilliant  piece  of  real 
poetr>'  that  Dr.  Isaac  Watts  ever  wrote.  It 
is  No.  54  in  Book  II.  of  his  Hymns.  The 
figures,  the  rhythm,  the  spirit,  all  are  of  the 
highest  order.  The  one  thought  pervading 
the  verses  is  that  in  all  the  exhilaration  of  this 
world  there  is  a  false  note ;  there  can  be  no 
joy  except  **  the  joy  of  the  Lord."  The  an- 
cient motto — "  Speak  fair  words  and  you 
will  hear  kind  echoes  " — is  not  exactly  true  in 
such  a  world  as  ours.  Something  ridiculously 
mortifying  always  happens  to  the  one  whom 
the  populace  praises  into  conceit.  I  read 
only  a  little  while  a^^o  in  Greek  history,  that 
^schylus.  the  poet,  was  so  celebrated  by 
many  in  his  time  that  they  raised  the  story 
that  he  could  not  die  save  by  a  blow  from 
high  heaven.  And,  indeed,  it  so  happened 
that  an  eagle  flew  up  with  a  tortoise  m  his 
talons,  and,  desiring  to  break  the  shell,  mis- 
took the  tragedian's  bald  head  for  a  stone, 
and  so  let  the  heavy  reptile  come  down  on  it : 
thus  was  fulfilled  the  precious  oracle.  No- 
body, however,  learns  the  lesson.  Yet  the 
number  of  "  pierced  "  men  increases,  and  a 
morose  feeling  of  discontent  fills  the  air  with 
complaints  of  injustice.  Moments  of  success 
are  often  moments  of  mourning.  Men  at  the 
top  of  things  are  oftener  cynical  than  con- 
tented. They  have  reached  their  so-called 
prosperity  just  as  they  have  lost  the  power  to 
enjoy  it.  So  they  greet  your  congratulations 
with  a  reply  from  the  Spanish  book  of  prov- 
erbs :  "  The  gods  give  plenty  of  almonds  to 
the  toothless !" 

Hence  it  comes  to  pass  that  we  can  find  a 
large  class  of  men  concealing  their  real  dis- 
appointment under  a  sort  of  vail  of  philosophy. 
They  say  they  have  reached  rest  at  last ;  am- 
bition is  satisfied ;  strife  is  over ;  all  is  calm. 
But  their  tranquility  is  only  the  shame  of  what 
novelists  call  disenchantment,  their  passion- 
less quiet  is  only  satiety,  their  serenity  is  only 
disgust.  It  makes  us  think  of  that  pathetic 
little  card  which  went  the  rounds  in  the  war : 
a  great  river  swelling  on  in  the  moonlight,  two 
or  three  hillocks  with  headboards  white  un- 
der the  trees,  no  living  thing  beside  the  sol- 
diers' graves,  and  the  motto  "  All  quiet  on  the 
Potomac."  So  worldlings  quiet  down  at  the 
last;  the  fight  has  brought  no  victory,  the 


weary  march  has  caught  no  triumph ;  the  light 
is  but  a  night-light,  the  stillness  is  nothing 
more  than  the  solemnity  of  death. 


Evening  Song  to  Christ.  CM. 

To  thee,  O  Christ,  we  ever  pray, 
And  blend  our  prayer  with  tears : 

Thou  pure  and  holy  One,  alway 
Protect  our  night  of  years  ! 

2  Our  hearts  shall  be  at  rest  in  thee, 
In  sleep  they  dream  thv  praise; 

And  to  tny  glor>'  faithfully 
They  hail  the  coming  days. 

3  Give  us  a  life  that  cannot  fail ! 
Refresh  our  spirits  then  ; 

Let  blackest  night  before  thee  pale ; 
And  bring  thy  light  to  men. 

4  Our  vows  in  son^  we  pay  thee  still, 
And.  at  this  evenmg  hour. 

May  all  that  we  have  purposed  ill 
Be  right  through  perfect  power. 

Rev.  Samuel  Willoughby  Dufiield  an- 
nounces this  as  a  rendering  of  the  hymn, 
'*  Christ i  precamur  annue''  ofEnnodius,  Bish- 
op of  Pavia,  who  lived  in  the  fifth  century. 
It  was  written  in  1883  iox  Laudes  Dotttini, 
where  it  first  appeared.  It  is  a  very  beautiful 
evening  song,  addressed  directly  to  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ;  the  real  spirit  of  supplication 
breathes  through  every  one  of  its  lines. 
*•  Prayer,"  wrote  an  old  Nonconformist  once 
"  is  the  rope  in  the  belfry ;  we  pull  it,  and  it 
is  sure  to  ring  the  bell  up  in  heaven.  We  may 
not  hear  the  strokes,  but  they  sound  aloft  in 
the  tower." 

786  strength.  Fortress,  Refuge.  C.  M. 

Dear  Refuge  of  my  wear>-  soul. 

On  thee,  when  sorrows  rise. 
On  thee^  when  waves  of  trouble  roll. 

My  6eiinting  hope  relies. 

3  To  thee  I  tell  each  rising  grief. 

For  thou  alone  canst  heal : 
Thy  word  can  bring  a  sweet  relief 

For  every  pain  I  feel. 

3  But  oh,  when  gloomy  doubts  prevail, 
I  fear  to  call  thee  mme ; 

The  springs  of  comfort  seem  to  foil, 
And  all  my  hopes  decline. 

4  Vet,  gracious  God,  where  shall  I  flee  ? 
Thou  art  my  only  trust ; 

And  still  my  soul  would  cleave  to  thee, 
Though  prostrate  in  the  dust. 

5  Thy  merc>'-seal  is  open  still. 
Here  let  my  soul  retreat. 

With  humble  hope  attend  thy  will. 
And  wait  beneath  thy  feet. 

••  Theodosia"  gave  as  her  title  to  this,  pos- 
sibly the  most  popular  of  all  the  pieces  she 
published  in  her  Poems,  1760,  "God  the  only 
Refuge  of  the  Troubled  Mind."  If  Miss  Anne 
Steele  has  no  other  memorial  than  her  songs, 
she  will  still  have  an  undying  remembrance 
in  the  hearts  of  those  she  has  comforted. 
There  are  two  dangers  usually  to  be  appre- 
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hended  in  the  case  of  those  who  are  afflicted 
severely  with  sickness,  especially  if  it  be  pro- 
longed into  invalidhood  and  continued  pain — 
sinning  and  sinking ;  and  either  of  these  would 
be  fatal  to  all  true  advancement.  When  a  be- 
liever is  smitten  terribly,  he  is  not  always  just 
in  the  mood  to  be  reasonable.  Every  ner\*e 
is  quivering  with  agony ;  he  cannot  see  the 
wisdom  nor  the  fairness  of  its  infliction. 
"  None  out  of  hell,"  says  good  Bishop  Hall, 
•*  have  suffered  so  much  as  some  of  God's 
children."  And  when,  in  the  depths  of  a  new 
and  overwhelming  desolation,  the  afflicted 
man  marks  only  the  clouds  of  his  trouble,  it 
is  possible  that  his  patience  should  give  way, 
and  that  his  willfulness  should  explode  into 
almost  impious  violence  of  passionate  rebel- 
lion.   There  is  no  relief  in  this  and  it  is  a  sin. 

The  more  common  danger  for  a  Christian 
under  trial  is  that  he  shall  sink  into  a  state  of 
stupor,  of  lisilessness,  or  despair.  A  great 
numbness  settles  upon  the  soul.  There  are 
pains  which  lie  a  great  distance  lower  than 
the  bottom  of  the  grave.  The  poet  Cowper, 
tearing  out  a  leaf  from  his  own  awful  expe- 
rience, says :  *'  There  are  as  truly  things  which 
it  is  not  lawful  for  man  to  utter  as  those  were 
which  Paul  heard  and  saw  in  the  third 
heaven  ;  if  the  ladder  of  Christian  life  reaches, 
as  I  suppose  it  does,  to  the  ver)'  presence  of 
God,  it  nevertheless  has  its  foot  in  the  very 
abyss."  Under  an  abiding  blackness  of 
darkness  like  this,  some  believers  cannot  pre- 
vail upon  themselves  to  look  towards  any 
proffered  light.  It  seems  to  them  that  some- 
thing has  got  astray,  the  universe  is  misruled 
by  a  fate,  the  devil  is  triumphant,  and  it  is  no 
use  to  tight ;  it  is  just  as  well  to  cover  up 
one's  face.    So  they  reason  and  grow  sullen. 

Now  against  both  of  these  baleful  postures 
of  mind,  the  j)assi()nate  and  the  listless,  does 
this  thought  of  preaching  the  gospel  from  a 
pulpit  of  patient  suffering  for  the  great  glory 
of  (lod  array  itself.  It  is  wise  to  keep  in 
mind  the  fart  that  souls  may  be  won  to  the 
cross  by  a  life  on  a  sick-lx-d  just  as  well  as 
by  a  life  in  a  cathetlral  desk.  Pure  submis- 
sion is  as  good  as  going  on  a  foreign 
mission. 

"So  sfM-iik  wo  ri.Tvent  :  1  have  Iranuil  by  knocking  at 

hi-avt-n's  y:;AU' 
The  nu-.iTiin>;  «»l  one  j^ohlfti  won!  that  shines  aN)ve 

it    -Waif 
For,  with  llu*  Master  \\hom  we  sen  e,  is  not  to  ride  or 

run. 
Hut  only  to  ahide  his  will— well  waited  is  well  clone  !" 

787  "li'/ioni  HHsrrn,  :.r  hv^r  C.  M 

Jj-srs.  these  eyes  have  rjever  seen 

That  radiant  form  i>l  ihitir! 
The  vail  of  st.-nse  hativ:s  daik  helween 

Thv  blesscti  I'aoe  and  mine  ' 


2  I  see  thee  not,  I  hear  thee  not, 
Yet  art  thou  oft  with  me : 

And  earth  hath  ne'er  so  dear  a  spot 
As  where  I  meet  with  thee. 

3  Like  some  bright  dream  that  conies  unsooKfel, 
When  slumbers  o'er  me  roll. 

Thine  image  e\'cr  fills  my  thoueht. 
And  charms  my  ravished  souT. 

4  Vet.  though  I  have  not  seen,  and  still 
Must  rest  in  faith  alone. 

I  love  thee,  dearest  Lord  ! — and  will, 
Unseen,  nut  not  unknown. 

5  When  death  these  mortal  eyes  shall  seal, 
And  still  this  throbbing  heart, 

The  rending  vail  shall  thee  reveal. 
All  glorious  as  thou  art ! 

At  the  time  of  Dr.  Ray  Palmer's  death.it 
was  feared  by  some  who  loved  him  very 
much,  so  commanding  was  the  fame  of  "  My 
faith  looks  up  to  Thee,"  that  its  author  was 
in  danger  of  being  considered  "  a  hymnist  of 
one  hymn."  Few  singers,  on  sudden  caH 
could  repeat  a  list  of  first  lines  by  which  his 
best  compositions  besides  that  might  be 
chosen  for  a  funeral  service  in  the  varioas 
churches.  None  of  them  had.  in  all  the 
years,  become  as  familiar  as  that  one.  New 
It  is  known  that  he  himself  thought  this  to  be 
his  best  production,  certainly  next  to  that 
earliest  of  them  all.  It  was  one  of  its  stan- 
zas, the  last  in  number,  which  he  was  over- 
heard to  repeat,  in  his  feebleness,  on  the  day 
before  he  died ;  and  he  was  wont  to  odl  at- 
tention modestly  to  it  when  he  was  ques- 
tioned by  the  compilers  who  wished  to  knov 
his  preferences. 

It  was  composed  in  Albany,  N.  Y.,  in  1858; 
he  entitled  it,  "  Christ  Loved  though  Un- 
seen," and  affi.xed  to  it  a  clause  from  1.  Peter 
I  :  8.  The  publication  of  it  was  first  made  in 
the  Sabbath  Hymn-BcK^k,  1858.  The  vener- 
able author  in  person  related  the  ori^n  of  it, 
disclosing  a  curious  experience,  which,  to 
tfiosc  who  knew  him,  illustrates  a  certain 
kind  of  mysticism  in  the  devotion  and  aJTec- 
tion  he  felt  for  the  Saviour,  characteristic  of 
some  of  his  highest  moods.  He  said  he  was 
seated  at  his  study  table  preparing^  a  sermon 
which  had  Christ  for  its  special  theme. 
Needing  a  volume  in  his  closed  bookcase,  he 
arose  and  opened  the  door.  To  his  surprise 
the  ver\-  book  appeared  just  at  his  hand.  At 
once  this  suggested  to  his  imagination  that  in 
some  such  way  the  countenance  of  Jesos 
Christ  would  be  unvailed  to  Christians ;  this 
thought  immediately  possessed  his  mind,  and 
.so  filled  him  with  emotion  that  he  turned 
back  to  his  desk,  interrupting  the  sermon  by 
the  composition  of  the  h>Tnn.  And  this  was 
the  result  of  his  real  experience. 
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"Not  seen, ye  love."  8s.  D.' 

Mv  Savioirr,  whom  absent  I  love, 

Whom,  uul  haviiie  seen,  I  adore,       * 
Whose  name  is  exalte<i  above 

All  Klor>',  dominion,  and  power — 
Dissolve  thou  these  bands  that  detain 

My  soul  from  her  portion  in  thee; 
Ah,  strike  off  this  adamant  chain, 

And  make  me  eternally  free ! 

2  W^hen  that  happy  era  begins, 
When  arrayea  in  thy  glories  I  shine, 

Xor  grieve  any  more,  by  my  sins. 

The  bosom  on  which  I  recline, 
Oh,  I  hen  shall  the  vail  be  removed, 

And  round  me  thy  brightness  be  poured  I 
I  shall  meet  him,  whom  absent  I  loved, 

I  shall  see,  whom  unseen  I  adored  1 

3  And  then,  nevermore  shall  the  fears. 
The  trials,  temptations,  and  woes, 

Which  darken  this  valley  of  tears, 

Intrude  on  my  blissful  repose  : 
To  Jesus,  the  crown  of  my  hope, 

M v  soul  is  in  haste  to  be  gone ; 
Oh,  bear  me,  ye  cherubim,  up. 

And  wafl  me  away  to  his  throne! 

This  hymn  in  its  original  form  began  with 
the  line.  **  To  Jesus,  the  crown  of  my  hope," 
but  the  arrangement  of  the  stanzas  was 
altered  in  order  to  render  the  divisions  of 
eight  lines  more  easy  and  natural.  It  does 
not  appear  with  most  of  William  Cowper 's 
hymns  in  the  Olney  Collection,  but  it  has 
always  been  accredited  to  him,  and  is  supposed 
to  have  been  the  last  one  he  ever  wrote,  1783. 
It  is  certainly  worth  preserving  for  its  unu- 
sual meter,  as  well  as  its  wide  popularity  on 
both  sides  of  the  sea.  Such  a  song  of  love 
and  aspiration  expresses  in  glowing  words 
the  believer's  comfort  in  holding  communion 
even  here  and  now,  once  in  a  while,  with  a 
Redeemer  out  of  sight.  Under  the  ancient 
disi>ensation,  the  high  priest  wore  golden 
bells  upon  his  garment.  While  he  was  in- 
side of  the  tabernacle  curtains,  the  small, 
sweet  sound  of  their  ringing  could  be  heard 
by  the  faithful  people.  Christ,  the  high-priest 
of  our  profession,  is  just  for  a  while  out  of 
our  reach,  within  the  vail  of  the  sanctuai^ 
above ;  a  chaJ^tened  imagination  can  alm^t 
hear  him  making  ready  to  come  forth  to  us. 
We  must  **  endure,  as  seeing  him  who  is  in- 
visible." And  every  joy  we  have  is  a  fore- 
taste and  an  evidence  of  the  fullness  of  joy 
hereinafter  to  be  revealed. 


Psalm  23. 
Thk  King  of  love  mv  Shepherd  is, 
Whose  goodness  faileth  never; 

1  nothing  lack  if  1  am  his. 
And  he  is  mine  for  ever. 

2  Where  si  reams  of  livinf^  water  flow 
My  r.itjs<mie<l  soul  he  leadeth. 

And,  where  the  verdant  pastures  grow, 
With  food  celestial  feedeth. 

3  Perverse  and  foolish,  ofl  I  strayed, 
But  yet  in  love  he  soufj^ht  me. 

And  on  his  shoulder  jjently  laid. 
And  home,  rejoicing,  brought  mc. 


P.M. 


4  In  death's  dark  vale  I  fear  no  ill 
With  thee,  dear  Lord,  beside  me. 

Thy'  rod  ana  staff  my  comfort  still, 
Thy  cross  before  to  guide  mc. 

5  Thou  spread'st  a  ta.ble  in  my  sight, 
Thy  unction  grace  oestoweth, 

And,  oh,  what  transport  of  delight 
From  thy  pure  chalice  flowetn  1 

6  And  so  through  all  the  length  of  days 
Thv  goodness  faileth  never; 

Gooa  Snepherd  !  may  I  sing  thy  praise 
Within  thy  house  for  ever. 

Rev.  Henry  Williams  Baker,  minister  and 
baronet,  has  done  much  admirable  work  for 
the  sin^ng  people  of  God  ;  but  there  is  noth- 
ing in  It  better  than  this  beautiful  version  of 
Psalm  23.  And  Dr.  Dykes'  tune,  Dominus 
Regit,  is  as  fine  as  the  hymn.  The  date  of 
the  composition  is  1 868,  and  it  was  first  pub- 
lished in  the  Appendix  to  Hymns,  Ancient 
and  Modern,  The  last  two  lines  of  the 
third  verse  were  the  final  words  of  the  author, 
spoken  just  before  he  died.  The  sheep  had 
at  last  been  brought  into  the  fold  on  the 
Shepherd's  shoulder. 


790  An  ancient  Hymn. 

Jesus,  name  all  names  above, 
Jesus,  best  and  dearest, 

Jesus,  fount  of  perfect  love. 

Holiest,  tenderest,  nearest  ; 

Jesus,  source  of  grace  completest, 

Jesus,  purest,  Jesus,  sweetest, 

Jesus,  well  of  power  divine. 
Make  me,  keep  me,  seal  me  thine. 

2  Jesus,  open  me  the  gate 

Which  the  sinner  entered 
Who,  in  his  last  dying  state, 

Wholly  on  thee  ventured : 
Thou,  whose  wounds  are  ever  pleading. 
And  thy  passion  interceding. 

From  my  misery  let  me  rise 

To  a  home  in  Paradise. 

3  Thou  didst  call  the  prodigal: 

Thou  didst  paraon  ^kx\  : 
Thou  whose  woras  can  never  fall. 

Love  can  never  var\-  : 
Lord,  to  heal  my  lost  condition. 
Give — for  thou  canst  give'— contrition; 

Thou  canst  pardon  all  mv  ill 

Ifthou  wilt:— oh,  say,  "(will!" 

4  Woe.  that  1  have  turned  aside 

Af^er  fleshly  pleasure! 
Woe,  that  I  have  famtly  tried 

For  the  heavenly  treasure ! 
Treasure,  safe  In  home  supernal. 
Incorruptible,  eternal : 

Treasure  nolens  price  hath  won 

Than  the  passion  of  the  Son. 

5  Jesus,  crowned  with  thorns  for  me, 

Scourg^  for  my  transgression, 
Witnessing,  in  agonv. 

That  thy  good  confession  ; 
Jesus,  clad  in  purple  raiment. 
For  my  evil  making  payment. 

Let  not  all  thy  woe  and  pain. 

Let  not  Calvary,  be  in  v-ain. 


P.M. 
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6  When  I  cross  death's  bitter  sea, 

And  its  waves  roll  higher, 
Help  the  more  forsakin^^  me 

As  the  storm  draws  ni^her : 

{esus,  leave  me  not  to  languish, 
lelplcss,  hopeless,  full  of  anfi^ish ; 
Tell  me,  "Veriljr  I  say, 
Thou  Shalt  be  with  me  to-day." 

rheoctistus  of  the  Studium  was  one  of  the 
monks  of  the  great  Greek  monaster)'  at  Con- 
stantinople during  the  latter  part  of  the  ninth 
centur\*.  This  friend  of  St.  Joseph,  whose 
hymn  we  have  had  before,  wrote  a  piece 
called  in  the  professional  language  of  such 
ecclesiastics,  a  "  Suppliant  Canon  to  Jesus." 
It  was  from  this  that  we  received  the  cento 
which  Dr.  John  Mason  Neale  rendered  into 
the  English  hymn  nov\'  before  us,  found  in 
his  Hymns  of  the  Eastern  Church,  1862.  It 
is  odd  in  its  meter,  and  the  tune  is  odder 
still.  We  have  found  the  adaptation  gener- 
ally impracticable  for  a  congregation,  or  even 
for  an  ordinary  church  choir,  and  have  been 
constrained  to  provide  other  music  in  the 
New  iMudes  Domini,  But  the  hymn  is  ex- 
cellent ;  it  is  fairlv  fascinating  with  its  quick 
allusions  to  the  life  of  our  Lord. 

79 1  "  /  tt"V/  come  to  you. "  lis. 

Come,  Jesus,  Redeemer,  abide  thou  with  me ; 
Come,  j^ladden  my  spirit  that  waiteth  for  thee; 
Thy  smile  ever>-  shadow  shall  chase  from  my  heart, 
And  soothe  ever>'  sorrow  though  keen  be  the  smart. 

a  Without  thee  but  weakness,  with  thee  I  am  strong; 
By  day  thou  shalt  lead  me,  by  night  be  my  song ; 
Though  dangers  surround  me,  1  still  eveiy  fear, 
Since  thou,  the  Most  Mighty,  my  Helper,  art  near. 

3  Thy  love,  oh,  how  faithful !  so  tender,  so  pure ! 
Thy  promise,  faith's  anchor,  how  steadfast  and  sure  I 
That  love,   like  sweet  sunshine,   my  cold    heart    can 

warm, 
That  promise  make  steady  my  soul  in  the  storm. 

4  Breathe,  breathe  on  my  spirit,  oft  ruffled,  thy  peace: 
From  restless,  vain  wishes,  bid  thou  my  heart  cease; 
In  thee  all  its  longings  henceforward  shall  end, 

Till,  glad,  to  thy  presence  my  soul  shall  ascend. 

5  Oh,  then,  bless<^d  Jesus,  who  once  for  me  died, 
Made  clean  in  the  fountain  that  gushed  from  thy  side, 
I  shall  see  thy  full  glur>-,  thy  face  shall  behold, 

And  praise  thee  with  raptures  for  ever  untold  ! 

We  have  always  congratulated  ourselves 
for  having  introduced  this  one  of  Dr.  Ray 
Palmer's  hymns  to  the  Christian  public.  It 
was  printed  in  Som^s  for  the  Sanctuary,  1865. 
It  is  rich  with  feeling,  devotion,  and  cheerful- 
ness. The  reproach  which  a  ribald  world 
keeps  leveling  at  the  church  is  that  all  human 
hope  and  joy,  all  exuberance  of  a  contented 
and  happy  heart,  arc  heavily  repressed  by 
rigid  rules  of  behavior ;  men  are  thundered  at 
by  the  "  thou  shalt  nots  "  of  the  Decalogue, 
and  (all  fun  one  side)  it  does  have  a  *'  dam- 
pening effect  "  upon  ever\'body  to  walk  along 
on  the  verge  of  the  tomb  moaning  over 
melancholy  prayers. 


The  picture  here  offered  furnishes  an  a- 
quisite  reply  to  sneers  like  this.  We  have  aD 
seen  those  cunning  clocks  from  Switzerland, 
hung  on  work-room  walls,  so  contrived  that, 
as  they  tell  the  hours  patiently  off  with  hands 
accurately  running  across  the  dial,  they  shall 
also  with  each  regular  stroke  of  the  bell  in- 
stantly burst  into  some  lively  little  tune,  and 
play  through  the  succeeding  minutes  until 
sober  ticking  of  real  work  should  be  needed 
again.  And  then  it  would  be  found  that  no 
valuable  force  had  been  wasted.  Not  a  second 
had  been  lost,  in  the  time  of  the  day.  for  all 
the  sweet  recreation  of  the  music.  The  whok 
room  seemed  brighter  and  happier  for  the 
sudden  strain  which  came  forth  from  the 
mechanism.  Yet  it  was  the  same  weights 
that  moved  the  pendulum  which  also  swept 
the  unseen  fingers  over  the  hidden  wires;  it 
was  just  work,  with  its  solemn  purpose  un- 
changed, which  did  the  singing.  Some  Chris- 
tians can  keep  this  up  exactly  for  a  long  life^ 
time  of  love  and  labor.  These  will  under- 
stand precisely  what  Paul  means  here :  •*  Let 
the  word  of  Christ  dwell  in  you  richly  in  aD 
wisdom ;  teaching  and  admonishing  one  an- 
other in  psalms  and  hymns  and  spiritual 
songs,  singing  with  grace  in  your  hearts  to 
the  Lord.*^  "  The  devil,"  said  Martin  Luther 
once,  "  is  afraid  of  good  singing  !" 


792 


"  DUtt  esses  for  ChrisVs  sake.*' 


IIS. 


For  what  shall  I  praise  thee,  my  God  and  my  Kingt 
For  what  blesshig^s  the  tribute  of  gratitude  bring? 
Shall  I  praise  thee  for  pleasure,  for  health,  or  for  t 
For  the  sunshine  of  youth,  for  the  garden  of  peace? 

2  For  this  I  should  praise ;  but  if  only  for  this, 

I  should  leave  half  untold  the  donation  of  bliss  1 
I  thank  thee  for  sickness,  for  sorrow,  and  care. 
For  the  thorns  I  have  gathered,  the  anguish  I  Dear; 

3  For  nights  of  anxiety,  watching,  and  tesfs, 
A  present  of  pain,  a  prospective  ot  fears ; 

I  praise  thee,  I  bless  thee,  my  Lord  and  my  God, 
For  the  good  and  the  evil  thy  hand  hath  bestowed  1 

Mrs.  Caroline  (Fr>')  Wilson  was  the  dat^^b- 
ter  of  a  well-to-do  farmer,  and  was  born  at 
Tunbridge  Wells,  England,  December  31. 
1787.  She  published  many  voltunes,  amoqg 
them  being  A  History  of  England  in  Vtm, 
1801  ;  .^  Poetical  Catechism,  1821  ;  Serims 
Poetry,  1822.  In  1831  she  became  the  wife 
of  a  Mr.  Wilson,  and  died  in  Her  native  town. 
September  17,  1846.  Mrs.  Wilson  wrote  an 
Autobioi^^raphy  which  gave  many  incidents  o( 
her  somewhat  eventfii!  career,  and  this  was 
published  in  1843  ^^^  ^^r  letters  and  some 
of  her  fugitive  pieces.  She  was  a  woman  of 
much  force  and  of  earnest  piety.  She  had 
long  seasons  of  invalidhood ;  and  she  has 
wrought  her  lessons  of  experience  into  this 
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hymn.  One  thinks  of  Paul's  thorn  in  the  flesh, 
and  his  thanksgiving  for  pain,  11.  Corinthians 
12  :  lo. 


''Look  unto  Mer  6s,  4s. 

Mv  faith  looks  up  to  thee, 
Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary, 

Saviour  divine ! 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray, 
Take  all  my  guilt  away, 
Oh,  let  me  from  this  day 

Ee  wholly  thine  I 

2  May  thy  rich  erace  impart 
Strength  to  my  tainting  heart ; 

Mv  zeal  inspire ; 
As  thou  hast  died  for  me, 
Oh,  may  my  love  to  thee 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be, 

A  living  fire ! 

3  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread, 

Be  thou  my  guide ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  thee  aside. 

4  When  ends  life's  transient  dream, 
When  death's  cold,  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll, 
Blest  Saviour!  then,  in  love. 
Fear  and  distrust  remove ; 
Oh,  bear  me  safe  above, 

A  ransomed  soul ! 

The  stor>'  of  this  sacred  song,  tl>e  most 
famous,  perhaps,  and  certainly  one  of  the 
most  useful,  belonging  to  modem  times,  has 
been  often  told.  The  author,  Dr.  Ray 
Palmer,  gave  the  facts  some  years  ago  to  a 
religious  paper  in  London;  he  said  it  was 
written  in  New  York  in  the  house  of  a  lady 
who  kept  the  school  in  which  he  was  a 
teacher.  It  was  not  prompted  by  any  out- 
ward circumstances,  nor  had  it  any  special 
call  as  a  composition.  He  was  then  in  poor 
health,  and  was  near  twenty-two  years  of  age. 
•*  It  was  born  in  my  heart,  and  demanded  ex- 
pression," the  poet  has  revealed  since.  "  There 
was  not  the  slightest  thought  of  writing  for 
another  eye,  least  of  all  of  writing  a  hymn  for 
Christian  worship.  1  gave  form  to  what  I 
felt,  by  writing  the  stanzas,  with  little  effort. 
I  recollect  I  wrote  them  with  very  tender 
emotion,  and  penned  the  last  line  with  tears." 
This  was  in  1830.  and  the  poem  did  not 
see  the  light  again  till  1831.  Lowell  Mason 
and  Thomas  Hastings  were  then  compiling  a 
small  book  called  Spiritual  Songs  for  Social 
H''orship ;  it  was  a  passing  request  made  by 
Dr.  Mason  that  Dr.  Palmer  would  contribute 
to  this,  whi(  h  brought  out  the  hitherto  un- 
known piece  of  p^*etr\-.  in  the  recesses  of  a 
p)ocket-book.  They  were  in  Boston  at  the 
time.  While  the  compiler  waited,  the  com- 
poser went  into  a  convenient  str>re  and  copied 
the  verses  without  any  comment  on    either 


side ;  then  each  proceeded  on  his  way.  Dr. 
Mason  wrote  for  the  hymn  the  tune  **  Olivet," 
which  has  kept  its  company  for  all  these 
wedded  years  with  a  sweet  Hdelity  that  no 
loving  man  has  ever  dared  to  disturb.  Two 
or  three  days  later,  Mr.  Mason  said,  as  he 
met  his  friend  again  :  "  Mr.  Palmer,  you  may 
live  many  years,  and  do  many  good  things, 
but  I  believe  you  will  be  best  known  to  pos- 
terity as  the  author  of  the  hymn,  *  My  laith 
looks  up  to  thee.'  " 

704  **  Jesus,  my  Lord.''  68,  4s. 

Jesus,  thy  name  I  love. 
All  other  names  above, 

Jesus,  my  Lord ! 
Oh,  thou  art  all  to  me ! 
Nothing  to  please  I  see, 
Nothing  apart  from  thee, 

Jesus,  my  Lord  ! 

2  Thou,  blessed  son  of  God. 
Hast  bought  me  with  thy  blood, 

Jesus,  my  Lord ! 
Oh.  how  great  is  thy  love, 
All  other  loves  above, 
Love  that  I  daily  prove, 

Jesus,  my  Lord  I 

3  When  unto  thee  I  flee. 
Thou  wilt  my  refuge  be, 

Jesus,  my  Lord ! 
What  need  I  now  to  fear  ? 
What  earthly  grief  or  care. 
Since  thou  art  e\'er  near, 

Jesus,  my  Lord  ! 

4  Soon  thou  wilt  come  again  f 
1  shall  be  happ\'  then, 

Jesus,  my  Lord ! 
Then  thine  own  face  I  MI  see. 
Then  I  shall  like  thee  be. 
Then  evermore  with  thee, 

Jesus,  my  Lord  I 

Another  of  the  h>Tnns  of  Rev.  James  George 
Deck,  interesting  because  of  its  brightness  and 
because  of  its  refrain,  and  because  of  the  tune 
•*  Lyte  "  which  has  carried  it  into  popularity 
for  many  years.  But  the  Dictionary  o/Hym- 
nolqgy  does  not  mention  it.  nor  docs  Enj^lisk 
Hymns;  and  the  careful  Dr.  Hatfield,  al- 
though he  gives  the  name,  and  even  the  date. 
"  1842."  adds  an  interrogation  point  to  signify 
his  dissatisfaction  with  the  credit. 


AW-rr  srpatcUfd. 

I  Ksow  no  life  divided, 

O  Lord  of  life,  from  thee  : 
In  thee  is  life  pro\-tded 

For  all  mankind  and  me; 
I  know  no  death,  O  Jesus, 

Because  I  live  in  thee : 
Thv  death  it  is  that  frees  us 

Prom  death  eternally. 

1  I  fear  no  tribulation. 

Since,  whatsoe'er  it  be. 
It  makes  no  separation 

Between  m^  Lord  and  me. 
If  thou,  my  God  and  Teacher, 

Vouchsafe  to  be  rav  own. 
Though  poor.  I  shall  he  richer 

Than  roooarch  on  his  throne. 
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3  If,  while  on  earth  I  wander, 

My  heart  is  right  and  blest, 
Ah,  what  shall  I  be  yonder, 

In  Derfccl  peace  and  rest? 
Oh,  blessed  thouji^ht  !  in  dying 

\ve  go  to  meet  the  Lord', 
Where  there  shall  In.*  no  sighing, 

A  kingdom  our  reward. 

From  the  Hymnologia  Christiana  of  Dr. 
B.  H.  Kennedy,  1863,  this  piece  seems  to 
have  been  taken  by  the  compilers  generally. 
It  is  a  translation  by  Richard  Massie  of  the 
German  hymn,  "'O  Jisu,  meine  Sonne,"'  of 
Rev.  Carl  Johann  Spitta,  1).  D.,  who  died 
September  28.  1859.  It  is  reported,  in  the 
biography  of  this  ver>'  popular  and  verseful 
hymn-writer,  that  he  was  a  musician  of  much 
repute  also,  and  that  it  was  his  habit  to  sing 
in  the  evening  with  his  family,  **  perhaps 
composing  both  hymn  and  tune  together  as 
Luther  did ;"  and  it  is  added  that  "  the  har- 
monv  of  the  voices  and  the  melody  of  the 
words  were  such  that  crowds  of  people  used 
to  gather  under  his  windows  to  listen." 

796  "  The  woricTs  trur  Lightr  js,  6s.  D. 

O  ONE  with  God  the  Father 

In  majesty  and  might, 
The  brightness  of  his  glor>-. 

Eternal  Light  of  light : 
O'er  this  our  home  of  darkness 

Thy  ravs  are  streaming  now ; 
The  shadows  flee  before  thee, 

The  world's  true  Light  art  thou. 

2  Yet,  Lord,  we  see  but  darkly — 

O  heavenly  Light,  arise, 
Dispel  these  mists  that  shroud  us, 

And  hide  thee  from  our  eyes  ! 
We  long  to  track  the  AK>tf)rints 

That  thou  thyself  hast  trod  ; 
We  long  to  see  the  jrathway 

That  leads  to  thee  tmr  (Vin\. 

2  O  Jesus,  shine  around  us 

With  radiance  <»f  thy  grace ; 
O  Jesus,  tuni  u|H>ti  us 

The  brightness  of  thy  face. 
We  need  no  star  to  guide  us, 

As  on  our  way  wv  press, 
If  thou  thy  light  vouchsafcst, 

()  Sun  <»f  righteousness  ! 

The  collection  of  Church  Hymns  published 
in  England  in  1871  contains  this  poem  by 
Bishop  William  Walsham  How.  written  to 
be  used  on  Kpiphany.  It  is  rmc  of  his  many 
beautiful  lyrics :  a  prayer  that  the  darkness 
and  perplexity  which  surround  our  earthly 
wav  mav  be  scattered  bv  him  who  is  the 
Light  of  the  World,  and  that  we  may  Ix^  con- 
tent to  wait  his  time.  Then  we  shall  know 
the  meaning  of  the  parade ►x  of  suffering:  we 
shall  understand  how  it  can  he  that  God  the 
Father  sends  aftlictions  upon  those  whom  he 
loves,  and  then  immediately  despatches  (iod 
the  Son  to  give  the  aftlicied  ones  comfort 
under  them.  With  the  endless  ages  of  that 
new  life  open   iK-fore  us  for  our  study  and 


God's  explanation,  we  ought  to  be  willing  to 
remain  unf retted  now'.  Arnold  says  well: 
"  Before  a  confessed  and  unconquerable  diffi- 
culty, the  mind,  if  in  a  healthy  state,  reposes 
as  quietly  as  when  in  the  possession  of  a  dis- 
covered truth ;  as  quietly  and  contentedly  as 
we  are  accustomed  to  bear  that  law  of  our 
nature  which  denies  us  the  pwwer  of  seeing 
through  all  space,  or  of  being  exempt  from 
sickness  or  decay."  W^e  can  afford  to  wait 
till  all  these  earthly  shadows  find  their  sub- 
stance :  **  For  now  we  see  through  a  glass, 
darkly ;  but  then  face  to  face  :  now  I  know  in 
part ;  but  then  shall  I  know  even  as  alsp  I 
am  known." 
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Jesi's,  thou  source  of  calm  repose. 

All  fulhiess  dwells  in  thee  divine: 
Our  strength  to  quell  the  proudest  foes; 

Our  li^ht,  in  deepest  gloom  to  shine: 
Thou  art  our  fortress,  strength,  and  tower. 
Our  trust  and  portion,  c\'ermore. 

2  Jesus,  our  Comforter  thou  art ; 
Our  rest  in  toil,  our  ease  in  pain  : 

The  balm  to  heal  each  broken  heart. 

In  storms  our  peace,  in  loss  our  gain ; 
Our  joy,  beneath  the  worldling's  frown; 
In  shame,  our  glor>-  and  our  crown ; 

3  In  %vant,  our  plentiful  supply; 

In  weakness,  our  almighty  power ; 
Jn  bonds,  our  perfect  libertv ; 

Our  refuge  in  temptation^s  hour ; 
Our  comfort  when  in  grief  and  thrall ; 
Our  life  in  death ;  our  all  in  all. 

There  is  a  song  of  trust  and  confidence  in- 
cluded in  Rev.  Charles  Wesley's  Hymns  amd 
Sacred  Poems,  1 749.  beginning,  '*  Thou  hid- 
den Source  of  calm  repose."  from  which  the 
one  now  before  us  was  taken.  Who  altered 
it  thus  extensively  the  compiler  of  L/utdes 
Domini  does  not  know.     He  found  it  in  its 

C resent  form  in  one  of  the  old  Anlerican  col- 
;ctions ;  it  was  familiar  and  beloved,  and  to 
have  restored  the  phraseolog)*  would  have 
made  it  strange  to  those  who  cared  to  sing  it 
The  day  has  been  in  this  republic  of  ours 
when  the  churches  had  little  taste  and  less 
patience,  whenever  thev  were  invited  to  in- 
vestigate mere  facts  of  composition.  They 
ate  what  was  set  before  them,  asking  no 
questions  for  conscience'  sake.  There  was 
another  time,  somewhat  similar,  when  the 
Wesley s  and  Montgomer)*  and  many  others 
did  the  same  thing  with  Watts  and  Doddric^ 
and  poets  generally.  And  the  results  arc 
not  now  altogether  to  edification. 


JrsMs'  humam  life. 

As  OFT  with  worn  and  wear>'  feet 
We  tread  earth's  mned  valley  o*cr, 

The  thought,  how  contorting  and  1 
Christ  trtKl  this  very  path  heforel 

( )ur  wants  and  weaknesses  he  knows. 

From  life's  first  dawninjc  till  its  cloae. 


L.  M.  H. 
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2  Does  sickness,  feebleness,  or  pain, 
Or  sorrow  in  our  path  appear? 

The  recolleclion  will  remain. 

More  deeply  did  he  suffer  tiere; 
His  life  how  truly  sad  and  brief, 
Filled  up  with  suffering  and  with  grief. 

3  If  Satan  tempt  our  hearts  to  stra> . 
And  whisper  evil  things  within, 

So  did  he  in  the  desert  way 

Assail  our  Lord  with  thoughts  of  sin  : 
When  worn,  and  in  a  feeble  hour, 
The  tempter  came  with  all  his  power. 

4  Just  such  as  I,  this  earth  he  trod. 
With  every  human  ill  but  sin  ; 

And,  though  indeed  the  ver\  God, 

As  I  am  now,  so  he  has  been  ; 
Mv  God,  my  Saviour,  look  on  me 
With  pity,  love,  and  sympathy. 

^'his  is  No.  4  of  James  Edmeston's  little 
»k  of  f/f/y  Orzij;inal  Hymns,  1833.  It  is 
nded  on  Hebrews  4:15:**  Seeini;  then  that 
have  a  j^eat  High- Priest,  that  is  passed  in- 
the  heavens,  Jesus  the  Son  of  God,  let  us 
d  fast  our  profession.  For  we  have  not  a 
h-priest  which  cannot  be  touched  with  the 
ling  of  our  infirmities :  but  was  in  all 
nts  tempted  like  as  we  are;  yet  without 
Let  us  therefore  come  boldlv  unto  the 
3ne  of  grace,  that  we  may  obtain  mercy, 
I  find  grace  to  help  in  time  of  need."  The 
ught  is  that  as  we  look  up  to  the  skies  in  our 
vers,  we  are  to  remember  that  Jesus  was 
:e  a  man,  and  has  been  over  all  the  ground 
an  earthly  career,  and  so  knows  all  about 
nd  about  us.  In  the  account  which  Luke 
es  in  the  book  of  the  Acts  concerning  the 
ith  of  the  first  martyr,  he  says :  "  He,  being 

of  the  Holy  Ghost,  looked  up  steadfastly 
3  heaven,  and  saw  the  glory  of  God.  and 
us  standing  on  the  right  hand  of  God,  and 
J.  Behold,  I   see  the   heavens  op>ened,  and 

Son  of  man  standing  on  the  right  hand 
God."  Observe  that,  while  the  evangelist 
s  us  in  explicit  terms  that  it  was  Jesus 
om  Stephen  saw.  Stephen  himself,  in  the 
•upt  and  startled  exclamation  with  which 
announces  the  vision,  calls  him  by  a  name 

other  mortal  ever  used.  Over  and  over 
lin.  indeed  as  if  it  were  a  favorite  form  of 
)ression.  did  our  Lord  call  himself,  while  on 
th.  **  the  Son  of  man  "  But  in  not  a  single 
tance.  either  in  the  gospels  or  the  epistles, 
I  any  one  of  the  selected  twelve  ever  cm- 
»y  it  in  speaking  of  him.  Only  this  one 
irtyr.  and  that  in  the  ecstatic  instant  of 
ing.  called  the  Son  of  God  the  Son  of  man. 
lere  may  be  a  lesson  for  us  in  this — what 
1  it  be  ?  Without  doubt  it  is  this — even 
len  ascended  and  glorified,  even  in  the 
itoration  of  the  glory  which  our  Saviour 
d  in  the  bosom  of  his  Father  before  the 
>rld  was.  even  now.  while  exalted  above  all 
;  heavenly  host.  Jesus  /s  still  the  Son  of 


man.  The  human  nature  which  sympathized 
at  Nain,  wept  at  Bethany,  and  forgave  at 
Jerusalem — the  mind  which  argued,  the  hand 
which  swung  the  whip  of  cords,  the  heart 
which  pleaded  and  prayed,  the  voice  which 
stilled  the  sea — the  very  man,  body  and  soul, 
which  lit  the  lonely  fire  on  the  shore  of 
Tiberias  after  the  resurrection — he  it  is  who 
now  sitteth  at  the  right  hand  of  God  in 
glory! 

709  "  My  Strrngth,  my  Tower r  L.  M.  61. 

Thee  will  I  love,  my  strength,  my  tower. 
Thee  will  I  love,  my  joy,  my  crown  ! 

Thee  will  I  love,  with  all  my  power, 
In  all  thy  works,  and  thee  alone  : 

Thee  will  I  love,  till  the  pure  fire 

Fill  my  whole  soul  with  chaste  desire. 

2  Uphold  me  in  the  doubtful  race, 
Nor  suffer  me  a^ain  to  stray ; 

Strentcthen  my  feet,  with  steady  pace 

Stillto  press  forward  in  thy  way  ; 
That  all  my  powers,  with  all  their  might. 
In  thy  sole  glory  may  unite. 

3  Thee  will  I  love,  my  joy,  my  crown  ! 
Thee  will  I  love,  my  Lord,  my  God  ! 

Thee  will  I  love,  beneath  thy  frown. 

Or  smile,  thy  scepter  or  thv  rod  : 
What  though  my  heart  and  nesh  decay? 
Thee  shall  I  love  in  endless  day. 

Another  of  Rev.  John  Wesley's  transla- 
tions, found  in  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems, 
1739;  the  original  German  hymn  was  written 
by  Rev.  Johann  Scheffler,  under  his  pen- 
name  of  "  An^elus  Silcsius."  He  was  one  of 
the  old  mystics,  bom  at  Breslau.  in  Silesia, 
in  1^24.  and  died  a  priest  in  the  Church  of 
Rome,  July  9,  1677.  The  selection  of  such 
hymns  as  these  shows  how  deeply  the  mind 
and  memory  of  John  Wesley  were  impressed 
by  the  providential  sparing  of  his  life  when 
the  rectory  at  Epworth  was  on  fire,  and  he, 
a  child  six  years  old.  w^as  in  utmost  peril. 
He  was  rescued  only  through  a  window  when 
the  flames  of  destruction  were  at  the  hottest. 
He  often  spoke  of  himself  as  **a  brand 
plucked  from  the  burning."  The  Methodist 
Church  has  adopted  a  representation  of  this 
incident  as  the  frontispiece  of  one  of  their 
missionary  certificates,  and  it  is  ver>'  familiar 
in  most  parsonages  now. 

One  of  the  secrets  of  Wesley's  success  in 
preaching  was  his  adoption  of  a  plain  style 
and  homely  illustrations;  and  for  this  he 
gives  the  following  sensible  reasons  :  **  Hav- 
ing preached  one  of  my  most  polished  ser- 
mons in  a  country  church,  and  noticing  that 
the  people  gaped  and  stared  so  much,  I  con- 
cluded they  did  not  understand  it.  I  then 
put  out  all  the  words  I  thought  not  in  com- 
mon use,  and  in  preaching  the  sermon  again 
I  noticed  they  heard  it  with  their  mouths  half 
open.     I  then  said,  *  It  will  not  do  yet.'     In 
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the  house  where  I  lodged  there  was  an  intelli- 
gent serN'ant-maid,  and  at  a  leisure  hour  I 
called  her  in  and  said :  *  Betty,  I  have 
preached  a  sermon,  and  have  some  doubts 
whether  the  people  understood  me;  I  will 
read  it  slowlv,  and  you  will  stop  me  at  every 
word  you  cio  not  understand,  and  I  will 
change  it  for  a  word  that  you  know ;  and  if 
you  understand  the  sermon  the  people  will 
understand  it.*  So  I  proceeded,  writing  a 
plain  word  over  ever>'  hard  word.  At  length, 
•  Stop,  sir ;  stop,  sir  I*  came  so  often  that  I 
grew  impatient,  and  said,  *  I  am  surprised  at 
you,  Betty ;  I  am  sure  everybody  will  under- 
stand that  word.'  To  which  she  replied,  *  I 
do  not  know,  sir,  what  it  means.'  Suffice  it 
to  say,  that  I  read  the  sermon  through,  and 
on  preaching  it  a  third  time  the  people  heard 
it  with  their  mouths  shut." 


800 


Thy  houndlrss  lovry 


L.  M.  6L 


Jesvs,  thy  boundless  love  to  me 

No  thoiif^ht  can  reach,  no  tongue  declare; 

Oh,  knit  my  thankful  heart  to  thee, 
And  reif^n  without  a  rival  there : 

Thine  wholly,  thine  alone,  I  am ; 

Be  thou  alone  my  constant  flame. 

2  Oh,  grant  that  nothing  in  my  soul 
May  dwell,  but  thy  pure  love  alone : 

Oh.  may  thy  love  possess  me  whole— 

My  iov.  my  treasure,  and  my  crown : 
Strange' flames  far  from  my  heart  remove; 
My  ever>'  act,  word,  thought,  be  love. 

3  O  Love !  how  cheering  is  thy  ray ! 
All  pain  before  thy  presence  flies ; 

Care,  anguish,  sorrow,  melt  away. 

Where'er  thy  healing  beams  arise: 
O  Jesus  I  nothing  may  I  see, 
Nothin<  desire,  or  seek  but  thee! 

Another  of  Rev.  John  Wesley's  versions, 
this  time  a  rendering  of  Paul  Gerhardt's 
glorious  hymn  beginning  "  O  Jesu  Christ, 
mem  schonsies  Lkht  T  The  author  WTote  it 
in  1653.  and  this  translation  first  appeared 
with  sixteen  stanzas  in  Hymns  and  Sacred 
Poems,  1739.  It  is  likely  that  this  lyrical 
song  better  than  anything  else  represents  the 
prevailing  attitude  of  John  Wesley's  mind 
during  most  of  his  ministr)'.  Without  ever 
being  positively  mystical,  he  yet  was  moved 
and  swayed  by  a  constant  reference  to  God's 
providem  e  as  inseparable  from  his  grace.  He 
honestly  believed  that  after  the  good  Lord 
convertetl  him  he  was  going  to  take  care  of 
him.  He  relied  upon  him  with  love  and  per- 
fect trust.  A  little  incident  is  found  in  his 
biography  showing  his  simplicity  of  reasoning 
when  he  came  into  circumstances  of  genuine 
need. 

On  the  last  Sunday  in  the  year  1788,  when 
he  was  eighty-five  years  of  age,  he  had  to 
preach  in  All-Hallows  Church.  Lombard 
Street,    for  the    l>enct"it    of    forty-eight  poor 


children  belonging  to  the  St.  Ethelbuiga  So- 
ciety. There  was  an  inunense  congr^^ioi 
gathered  to  hear  him.  While  puttii^  on  bis 
gown  Wesley  said  to  his  attendant :  "  Sir,  k 
is  above  fifty  years  since  I  first  preadied  in 
this  church ;  I  remember  it  from  a  particular 
circumstance.  I  came  without  a  sermon: 
and  going  up  the  pulpit  stairs  I  hesitated,  and 
returned  into  the  vestry,  under  much  mental 
confusion  and  agitation.  A  woman  who  stood 
by  noticed  my  concern  and  said,  *  Pray,  sir, 
what  is  the  matter  ?'  I  replied,  '  I  have  not 
brought  a  sermon  with  me.*  Putting  her 
hand  on  my  shoulder  she  said,  '  Is  that  all? 
Cannot  you  trust  God  for  a  sermon  ?*  Tbii 
question  had  such  an  effect  upon  me  that  I 
ascended  the  pulpit,  preached  extempore  wiA 
great  freedom  to  myself  and  acceptance  to 
the  people,  and  have  never  since  taken  a 
WTitten  sermon  into  the  pulpit." 

801  The  good  Shepherd.  L.  M.A 

Thb  Lord  my  pasture  shall  prepare. 
And  feed  me  with  a  shepherd's  care; 
His  presence  shall  my  wants  supply. 
And  guard  me  with  a  watchful  e>'e : 
My  noon-day  walks  he  shall  attetxi, 
And  all  my  midnight  hours  defend. 

2  When  in  the  sultry  glebe  I  fiiint, 
Or  on  the  thirsty  mountain  pant, 
To  fertile  vales  and  dew>'  meads 

My  wear>',  wandering  stens  he  leads. 
Where  peaceful  rivers,  son  and  slow, 
Amid  the  verdant  landscape  flow. 

3  Though  in  a  bare  and  nigKcd  way. 
Through  devious,  londy  wiias  I  stray. 
Thy  bounty  shall  my  pains  beguile. 
The  barren  wilderness  shall  smile. 

With  sudden  greens  and  herbage  crowned. 
And  streams  snail  murmur  all  around. 

4  Though  in  the  paths  of  death  I  tread. 
With  gloomy  horrors  overspread. 

My  steadfast  heart  shall  fear  no  ill. 
For  thou,  0  Lord,  art  with  me  still : 
Thy  friendly  crook  shall  give  me  aid, 
And  guide  me  through  the  dreadful  shade. 

This  was  the  first  of  those  five  hymns  which 
Joseph  Addison  contributed  to  the  Spectator; 
It  is  found  in  No.  441,  1712.  The  theme  ol 
the  article  with  which  it  is  connected  is, 
•*  Trust  in  the  Supreme  Being."  At  the  close 
of  this  the  author  says:  "David  has  voy 
beautifully  represented  this  steady  reliance  on 
God  Almighty  in  Psalm  23,  w*hich  is  a  kind 
of  pastoral  hymn,  and  filled  with  those  alhi- 
sions  which  are  usual  in  that  kind  of  ^Titing. 
As  the  poetr)'  is  ver>'  exquisite,  I  shall  present 
my  reader  with  the  following  translation  of  it** 

''Jesus,  my  Lord,"  L.  M.  6L 

jKst-s,  my  Lord,  my  God.  my  all  1 
Blest  Saviour,  hear  me  when  I  call ; 
Oh,  hear,  and  from  thy  dwelUog^plac* 
Pour  down  the  riches  of  thy  gmce: 
Jesus,  mv  I^rd,  I  theead<Mre— 
Oh,  make  me  love  thee  more  and  iBorel 
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2  Jesus,  alas  1  too  coldly  sought. 
How  can  I  love  thee  as  I  ought  ? 
And  how  extol  thy  matchless  fame, 
Thej^lorious  beauty  of  thy  name? 
Jesus,  my  Lord,  1  thee  adore— 

Oh,  make  me  love  thee  more  and  more  I 

3  Jesus !  of  thee  shall  be  my  song ; 
To  thee  my  heart  and  soul  Delong ; 
All  that  1  am  or  have  is  thine, 

And  thou,  my  Saviour,  thou  art  mine  1 

Jesus,  my  Lord,  I  thee  adore — 

Oh,  make  me  love  thee  more  and  more ! 

!t  was  while  still  an  adherent  of  the  Church 
England  that  Rev.  Henry  Collins  wrote 
s  hymn,  and  the  one  beginning,  **  Jesu,  meek 
1  lowly."  He  was  educated  at  Oxford  Col- 
e,  graduating  about  1854,  and  was  ordain^ 
icon  and  priest  of  the  Episcopal  Church, 
out  1857,  however,  his  views  havino^ 
mged.  he  became  a  Roman  Catholic,  and 
s  admitted  to  the  Cistercian  Order  in  i86a 

wrote  a  pamphlet  defending  his  course, 
i  later  on  published  several  other  prose 
rks.     His  two  poems  appeared  in  ifymns 

Missions,  1854,  which  was  first  published 
Leeds,  and  afterwards  at  Oxford  and  Lon- 


1. 


L.  M.  D. 


3  "  I  love  thee.  Lord  r 

Though  sorrows  rise  and  dangers  roll 
In  waves  of  darkness  o'er  my  soul; 
Though  friends  are  fieilse,  and  love  decay*. 
And  tew  and  evil  are  my  days j 
Though  conscience,  fiercest  of  my  foes, 
Swells  with  remembered  guilt  my  woes; 
Vet  e\''n  in  nature's  utmost  ill, 

1  love  thee.  Lord,  I  love  thee  still  I 

2  Though  Sinai's  curse,  in  thunder  dread. 
Peals  o'er  mine  unprotected  head. 

And  memory  points,  with  busy  pain. 
To  grace  and  mercy  given  in  vain ; 
Till  nature,  shrinkmg  in  the  strife. 
Would  fly  to  hell  to  'scape  from  lile ; 
Though  e\'er>'  thought  has  power  to  kill, 
I  love  thee.  Lord,  I  love  thee  still  I 

3  Oh.  bv  the  pangs  thyself  hast  borne, 
The  ruffian's  dIow,  the  tyrant's  scorn, 
B;^-  Sinai's  curse,  whose  dreadful  doom 
Was  buried  in  thy  guiltless  tomb; 

By  these  mv  pangs,  whose  healing  smart. 
Thy  grace  hath  planted  in  my  heart — 
I  know,  I  feel  thy  bounteous  w*ill. 
Thou  lov'st  me,  Lord,  thou  lov'st  me  still  1 

his  will  be  found  in  Bishop  Reginald  Hc- 
s  Hymns  written  and  adapted  to  the 
ekly  Church  Sennce  of  the  Year :  1827. 
5  associated  with  St.  James'  Day.  The 
ne  of  the  piece  is  this :  the  conscientious 
;ver  admits  his  own  shortcomings,  but  he 
ivs  that  Jesus  knows  that  he  loves  him : 
)u  knowest  all  things,  and  thou  knowest 

I  love  thee  I"  There  is  given  in  the  biog- 
ly  of  Caroline  Fry  an  interesting  and 
t  instructive   incident.    While  one  time 

ill,  she  was  told  that  she  was  likely  now 

ie ;  at  the  best  her  hours  were  to  be  very 

She  replied  instantly  and  with  fervor 


that  she  hoped  she  might  die  soon  and  sud- 
denly.   Afterwards  she  learned  that  this  an- 
swer had  struck  some  listeners  with  surprise. 
So  she  wrote  thus :  **  As  many  will  hear,  and 
will  not  understand  why  I  want  no  time  ol 
preparation,  often  desired  by  those  far  holier 
than  I,  I  will  tell  you  why,  and  shall  tell  others, 
and  so  shall  you.    It  is  not  because  I  am  so 
holy,  but  because  I  am  so  sinful.  The  peculiar 
character  of  my  religious  experience  has  al- 
ways been  a  deep,  an  agonizmg  sense  of  sin ; 
the  sin  of  yesterday,  of  to-day,  confessed  wkh 
anguish  hard  to  be  endured  and  cries  for  par- 
don that   could  not  be   unheard,  each  d^ 
cleansed  anew  in  Jesus'  blood,  and  each  day 
more  and  more  hateful  in  mine  own  sight. 
What  can  I  do  in  death  that  I  have  not  done 
in  life?    What  can  1  do  during  this  week, 
when  I  am  told  I  cannot  live,  other  than  I  did 
last  week  when  I  knew  it  not  ?  Alas,  there  is 
but  one  thing  left  undone — to  serve  him  bet- 
ter; and  the  death-bed  is  no  place  for  that: 
therefore  I  sav,  if  I  am  not  ready  now,  I  shall 
not  be  by  delay,  so  far  as  I  have  to  do  with 
it :  if  the  Lord  has  more  to  do  in  me,  that  is 
his  part ;  I  need  not  beseech  him  not  to  spoil 
his  work  by  too  much  haste.**    A  few  w§% 
later,  just  before  she  did  die,  she  added  further 
this  sentence :  "  I  wish  there  should  be  00 
mistake  about  the  reason  of  my  d(»ire  to  de- 
I»rt  and  be  with  Christ :  I  confess  myself  the 
vilest,  chiefest  of  sinners :  I  desire  to  go  to 
him  that  I  may  be  rid  of  the  burden  of  my 
sin,  the  sin  of  my  nature ;  not  the  past,  re- 
pented of  every  da^.  but  the  present  hourly, 
momentary  sin,  which  I  do  commit  or  wluch 
1  can  commit,  the  very  sense  of  which  does  at 
times  drive  me  almost  half  mad  with  grief." 


Tkf  name  **Jesms** 


L.M.  D. 


{ 


Bsus !— the  ver>*  thouvht  is  sweet ; 
-n  that  dear  name  all  heart-joys  meet ; 
Bat  sweeter  than  iwecC  honey  fas 
The  glimpses  of  hto  presence  are. 
No  word  IS  sung  more  sweet  than  this : 
No  name  is  heard  more  full  of  Miss : 
No  thought  brings  sweeter  comfort  nigh, 
Than  Jesus,  Son  of  God  moat  high. 

a  Jesus,  the  hope  of  souls  forlom. 
How  good  to  tnem  for  sin  that  mourn  I 
To  them  that  seek  thee,  oh,  bow  kind  I 
But  what  ait  thou  to  them  that  find  ? 
Jcsas,  tbou  sweetness,  pure,  and  btest. 
Truth's  founuin,  light  of  souls  distressed, 
Sarpaaslng  all  thatncart  requirca. 
Exceeding  all  that  soul  desires  1 

j  No  tongue  of  mortal  can  express, 
No  letters  write,  iu  blessedness : 
Akme  who  hath  thee  in  hto  heart 
Knows,  love  of  Jesus,  what  thou  art. 
We  follow  Jesus  now,  and  raise 
The  voice  of  prayer,  the  hymn  of  praise. 
That  he  at  last  may  make  us  meet 
With  him  to  gain  the  heavenly  teat. 
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For  the  Hymnal  Noted,  1S54,  Dr.  John 
Mason  Neale  made  this  translation  of  St. 
Bernard's  great  hymn,  ^'Jesu.dulcis  memoria:' 
It  differs  in  the  meter,  and  is  valuable  on  that 
account. 


"  Ashamed  of  me^ 


L.  M. 


Jesus  1  and  shall  it  ever  be, 
A  mortal  man  ashamed  of  thee  ? 
Ashamed  of  thee,  whom  aneels  praise, 
VVhose  glories  shine  through  endless  days? 

2  Ashamed  of  Jesus  !  sooner  far 
Let  evening  blush  to  own  a  star ; 
He  sheds  the  beams  of  light  divine 
O'er  this  benighted  soul  of  mine. 

3  Ashamed  of  Jesus  I  that  dear  friend 
On  whom  my  hopes  of  heaveti  depend  ! 
No;  when  I  blush,  be  this  my  shame. 
That  I  no  more  revere  his  name. 

4  Ashamed  of  Jesus !   yes,  I  may, 
When  I  've  no  guilt  to  wash  away ; 
No  tear  to  wipe,  no  good  to  crave. 
No  fears  to  quell,  no  soul  to  save. 

s  Till  then— nor  is  my  boasting  vain— 
Till  then,  I  boast  a  Saviour  slain ! 
And,  oh,  mav  this  my  glory  be, 
That  Christ  is  not  ashamed  of  me! 

This  piece  of  poetry,  now  so  widely  known, 
was  first  printed  in  the  Gospd  Magazine,  in 
the  year  1774;  and  the  title  of  it  was: 
"  Shame  of  Jesus  Conquered  by  Love.  By  a 
Youth  of  Ten  Years."  In  that  edition,  some 
declare  that  the  second  line  was  this :  "  A 
sinful  child  ashamed  of  thee."  The  young 
writer,  whose  offering  to  God's  people  proved 
so  acceptable,  became  afterward  the  Rev. 
Joseph  (irigg,  a  Presbyterian  minister  in 
London. 


Jesus  all  in  all. 


L.  M. 


Jesus,  thou  Joy  of  loving  hearts, 

Thou  Fount  of  life  !  thou  Light  of  men! 

From  the  best  bliss  that  earth  imparts 
We  turn  unfilled  to  thee  again. 

2  Thy  truth  unchanged  hath  ever  stood ; 
Th<»u  savest  those  thai  on  thee  call ; 

To  thtrm  that  seek  thee  tht)u  art  good. 
To  them  that  find  thee,  All  in  All. 

3  We  taste  thee,  ()  thou  Living  Bread, 
And  long  to  feast  upon  thee  still  ; 

We  drink  of  thee,  the  Fountain  Head. 
And  thirst  nur  souU  from  thee  to  fill  ! 

■\  Our  restless  spirits  yearn  for  thee. 
Where'er  «iur  changeful  U>t  is  cast : 

Glad,  when  thy  graci(»us  smile  we  see, 
Ble<t.  when  our  faith  can  hold  thee  fast. 

S  ( )  Jesii>.,  e\  er  w  ith  us  stay  ; 

M.ike  all  our  moments  cilm  and  bright ; 
Chase-  ihe  dark  ni^ht  (»f  sin  awav, 

Sh«^l  o'er  the  world  thy  holy  light ! 

It  would  seem  as  if  among  all  the  transla- 
tions of  the  ]iirfat  hymn  of  St.  Bernard  of 
Clair\au.\.  ewn  Dr.  Ray  Palmer  might  feel 
sonu-  small  discouragement  in  proposing  a 
new  one.     But  he  wrote  this  splendid  piece 


of  poetry  in  Albany,  N.  Y..  in  1858.  for  the 
Sabbaih  Hymn-Hook,  and  the  world  has  pro- 
nounced it  to  be  in  some  particulars  the  bet 
and  the  chief  of  them  all.  *'/csu,  dulcis  wu- 
morta "  has  found  its  fitting  dress  in  ocr 
English  tongue  at  last.  Once  in  the  courst 
of  his  history  the  apostle  Paul  found  h  neces- 
sary to  challenge  and  censure  the  Christians 
dwelling  in  the  chief  city  of  Macedonia. 
There  were  differences  in  the  congregation, 
and  the  excitement  was  approaching  the  crisis 
of  a  quarrel  outright.  No  one  can  fail  to  no- 
tice the  exceedingly  lowly  and  affectionate 
manner  which  this  great  and  good  man 
adopts  in  approaching  these  insurrectioDary 
people.  Most  men  would  have  lost  head 
under  such  reverent  obedience  as  that  churdi 
at  Phiiippi  was  accustomed  to  gi\-e  Fad 
He  might  have  ordered  them,  but  he  now  en- 
treats. He  had  an  undoubted  chance  to 
command,  but  he  only  implores.  "  Brethren, 
be  followers  together  of  me,  and  mark  then 
which  walk  so  as  ye  have  us  for  an  cn- 
sample." 
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**Not  your  own.''* 


L-M. 


Oh,  not  my  own  these  verdant  hilISp 
And  fruits,  and  flowers,  and  strcanip  and  wood; 

But  his  who  all  with  glory  fills, 
Who  bought  me  with  his  precious  blood. 

2  Oh,  not  my  own  this  wondrous  frame, 
Its  curious  work,  its  living  soul; 

But  his  who  for  my  ransom  came ; 
Slain  for  my  sake,  he  claims  the  whole. 

3  Oh,  not  my  own  the  grace  that  keeps 
My  feet  from  fierce  temptations  free; 

Oh,  not  my  own  the  thought  that  leaps. 
Adoring,  blessed  Lord,  to  thee. 

4  Oh,  not  my  own ;  I  Ml  soar  and  sing. 
When  life,  with  all  its  toils,  is  o'er, 

And  thou  thy  trembling  lamb  shalt  bring 
Safe  home  to  wander  nevermore. 

Another  of  the  fine  contributions  of  the 
Rev.  Samuel  Francis  Smith,  D.  I).,  to  the 
Congregational  Hymn^Book^  1857.  He  i$ 
said  to  have  written  above  a  hundred  hj-mns, 
twenty-seven  of  which  were  given  to  the 
churches  in  the  Psalmist,  many  of  which  have 
been  welcomed  in  others  outside  of  the  de- 
nomination with  which  he  has  always  been 
connected.  No  incident  is  mentioned  as  hav- 
ing given  rise  to  this  composition,  but  it  was 
evidently  suggested  by  the  inspired  questkxi: 
"  Know  ye  not  that  ye  are  not  your  ovra?" 
(I.  Cor.  6:19.)  Dr.  Smith  has  issued  a  num- 
ber of  volumes,  mostly  written  in  the  interest 
of  Baptist  missions  and  work.  He  was,  in 
1853,  honored  with  the  degree  of  Doctor  of 
Divinity  by  Colby  University,  then  known  as 
\Vaier\ille  College. 
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haith. 


CM. 


Lord,  I  believe  ;  thy  power  I  own ; 
Thy  word  I  woula  obev' • 

1  wander  cuinU)rtless  ana  lone, 
When  from  thy  truth  I  stray. 

2  Lord,  1  believe:  but  gloomy  fears 
Sometimes  bedim  my  sight ; 

I  look  to  thee  with  prayers  and  tears. 
And  cr>  for  strength  and  light. 

3  Lord,  1  believe:  but  oft,  1  know, 
Mv  faith  is  cold  and  weak  : 

Mv  weakness  strengthen,  and  bestow 
The  confidence  1  seek. 

4  Yes!  1  believe;  and  only  thou 
Canst  give  my  soul  relief: 

Lord,  to  thy  truth  my  spirit  bow  ; 
"  Help  thou  mine  unbelief!" 

The  author  of  the  piece  before  us  was  Rev. 
in  Reynell  Wreford.  D.  D.     He  was  born 

Barnstable.  Devonshire,  England,  Decem- 
-12.1 8oo,  and  received  his  education  at  Man- 
^ster  College.  York.  In  1 826  he  became  as- 
riated  with  Rev.  John  Kentish,  as  co-pastor 

the  New  Meeting  House  congregation, 
-mingham.  He  labored  here  for  hve  years, 
t  the  loss  of  his  voice  compelled  his  retire- 
rnt  from  ministerial  duties  in  1831,  and  he 
ened  a  school  at  Edgbaston.     At  the  time 

Queen  \*ictoria's  accession  to  the  British 
•one,  Dr.  Wreford  published  his  Lays  of 
yalty,  1837.     The  piece  quoted  here  is  to 

found  in  Rev.  J.  R.  Heard's  Collection  of 
ymns  for  Public  and  Private  Worship^ 
lich  was  issued  in  the  same  year.  Al- 
3ugh  the  compiler  of  the  latter  volume 
limed  that  his  book  contained  only  poems 

Unitarian  writers,  it  is  evident  that  Dr. 
reford  was  not  a  Unitarian  in  the  modem 
nse,  though  he  said  of  himself  he  was  one 

those  "  English  Presbyterians  who  always 
re  fully  repudiated  all  sectarian  names  and 
>rtrinal  distinctions."     He  died    at  Bristol 

1881. 

>9  M  rknrss.  C.  M. 

L<^kd!  when  I  all  things  would  possess. 

1  crave  hut  to  l>c  ihinc  :  • 

Oh,  l(»wl\  is  ihc  loftiness 

Of  these  desires  divine. 

2  Kai  h  «ifi  bui  helps  my  soul  to  learn 
How  boundless  is  thy  store  ; 

I  go  from  sircnglh  to  strength,  and  yearn 
rorthee,  my  Heli>er,  more. 

3  How  tan  my  soul  divinely  soar, 
How  keep  the  shining  way. 

And  not  more  tremblingly  adore. 
And  not  more  humbly  pray! 

4  The  more  I  triumph  in  thy  gifts. 
The  more  I  wail  «»n  ihee; 

The  grace  that  mivihtily  uplifts 
Mosi  sweet  1>  bumbleth  me. 

5  The  heaven  where  I  would  stand  complete 
My  lowly  love  shall  see. 

And  stronger  grow  the  yearning  sweet. 
My  holv  One!  for  thee. 


When  Thomas  Homblower  Gill  learned  to 
•*  go  from  strength  to  strength  "  by  yearning 
more  for  Christ  as  his  **  Helper,"  he  ceased 
to  be  a  Unitarian.  He  says :  **  The  assidu- 
ous perusal  of  the  Greek  Testament,  for 
many  years,  showed  me  clearly  that  Unitari- 
anism  failed  to  interpret  the  Book  of  Life. 
As  truth  after  truth  broke  upon  my  ^azc,  God 
put  anew  song  into  my  mouth."  from  this 
day  for^^'ard  he  believed  and  lived  and  sang 
his  songs  in  the  acceptance  of  the  old  Calvin- 
istic  doctrine  of  substitution.  His  sins  were 
laid  on  the  Saviour,  and  Christ's  righteous- 
ness was  imputed  to  him.  He  says  in  issuing 
(1869)  The  Golden  Chain  of  Praise,  from 
which  our  present  piece  is  quoted :  "  The 
spiritual  experience  of  more  than  twenty 
years  is  recorded  in  these  sacred  songs. 
Though  spread  over  so  long  a  period,  they  are 
now  given  to  the  world  for  the  first  time,  with 
the  exception  of  about  thirty  which  have  ap- 
peared partly  in  collections,  and  partly  among 
The  Anniversaries  (poems  published  ten 
years  ago)." 

8 10  Calmness.  C.  M. 

Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm ; 

Let  thine  outstretched  wing 
Be  like  the  shade  of  Elim'.n  palm. 

Beside  her  desert  spring. 

2  Yes,  keep  me  calm,  though  loud  and  rude 
The  sounds  my  ear  that  greet — 

Calm  in  the  closet's  solitune. 
Calm  in  the  bustling  street. 

3  Calm  in  the  hour  of  buoyant  health, 
Calm  in  my  hour  of  pain. 

Calm  in  my  poverty  or  wealth. 
Calm  in  my  loss  or  gain— 

4  Calm  in  the  sufferance  of  wrong. 
Like  him  who  bore  my  shame, 

Calm  'mid  the  threatening,  taunting  throng. 
Who  hate  thy  holy  name. 

5  Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm, 
Soft  resting  on  thv  breast ; 

Soothe  me  with  holy  hymn  and  psalm. 
And  bid  my  spirit  rest. 

This  poem  is  perhaps  the  most  popular  of 
all  those  written  by  Dr.  Horatius  Bonar.  It 
appeared  first  in  his  Hymns  of  faith  and 
Hope,  1856,  in  eight  stanzas  of  four  lines  each, 
entitled  "  The  Inner  Calm."  It  is  filled  with 
the  very  spirit  of  tranquillity  which  is  really 
the  result  of  an  absolute  faith. 

The  celebrated  Robert  Hall  said:  "The 
most  extraordinary  thing  about  Wesley  was 
that  while  he  set  all  in  motion,  he  w*as  him- 
self perfectly  calm  and  phlegmatic.  He  was 
the  quiescence  of  turbulence."  Wesley  was 
not  •*  phlegmatic."  He  had  a  warm  heart,  an 
active  spirit.  He  said.  **  I  am  always  in 
haste,  though  never  in  a  hurry."  He  one 
day  remarked  to  Clarke,  **  As  I  was  passii^ 


350 


CHRISTIAN   EXPERIENCE. 


through  St.  Paul's  churchyard  I  observed  two 
women  standing  opposite  to  each  other,  the 
one  speaking  and  gesticulating  violently,  while 
the  other  stood  perfectly  still  and  in  silence. 
Just  as  I  came  up  and  was  about  to  pass 
them,  the  virago,  clenching  her  fist  and  stamp- 
ing her  foot  at  her  imperturbable  neighbor,  ex- 
claimed, *  Speak,  wretch,  that  I  may  have 
something  to  say  !'  Adam,  that  was  a  lesson 
to  me.  Silence  is  often  the  best  answer  to 
abuse." 


81  I 


FaUh, 


CM. 


Oh,  gift  of  gifts !  oh,  grace  of  feith  I 

My  God !  how  can  it  be 
That  thou,  who  hast  discerning  love, 

Shouldst  give  that  gift  to  me  ? 

2  How  many  hearts  thou  mightst  have  had 
More  innocent  than  mine  I 

How  many  souls  more  worthy  far 
Of  that  sweet  touch  of  thine ! 

3  Ah^  grace!  into  unlikeliest  hearts 
It  IS  thy  boast  to  come, 

The  glory  of  thy  light  to  find 
In  darkest  spots  a  home. 

4  The  crowd  of  cares,  the  weightiest  cross, 
Seem  trifles  less  than  light — 

Earth  looks  so  little  and  so  low 
When  faith  shines  full  and  bright. 

5  Oh.  happy,  happy  that  I  am  ! 
If  tnou  canst  be,  O  Faith, 

The  treasure  that  thou  art  in  life. 
What  wilt  thou  be  in  death  I 

The  poem  from  which  this  group  of  verses 
is  taken  consists  of  twelve  stanzas,  and  is 
found  in  Rev.  Frederick  William  Faber's 
Hymns,  commencing,  "  O  Faith  !  thou  work- 
est  miracles."  It  first  appeared  in  \i\^  Jesus 
and  Mary,  \  849,  and  was  entitled  "  Conver- 
sion." Saving  faith  is  not  a  mere  cerebra- 
tion of  the  individual ;  it  is  the  gift  of  God. 
It  often  *'  comes  "  into  "  unlikefiest  hearts." 
It  frequently  finds  **  in  darkest  spots  a  home." 
So  it  always  is  accompanied  with  a  welcome 
and  happy  humility.  Faith  includes  this.  It 
calls  for  a  cheerful  submission  to  God's  re- 
quirements, the  moment  we  apprehend  them, 
no  matter  how  humiliating  the  assertion  of 
our  ill-desert  may  be.  When  the  Syrophoe- 
nician  woman  came  pleading  to  our  Saviour, 
he  gave  her  faith  a  most  severe  testing  before 
he  granted  her  petition.  **  It  is  not  meet,"  he 
said.  **  to  take  the  children's  bread  and  cast  it 
to  the  dogs."  Now,  did  she  grow  angry  at 
this  rebuff  }  Did  she  refuse  to  admit  its  jus- 
tice ?  Did  she  go  away  grieved,  because  he 
seemed  to  be  harsh  to  her  ?  No,  indeed ;  she 
admitted  it  all.  **  Truth,  Lord,"  said  she, 
**  yet  the  dogs  eat  of  the  crumbs  that  fall  from 
their  master's  table."  Then  he  raised  her 
up,  saying,  "  O  woman,  great  is  thy  faith  ;  be 
it  unto  thee  as  thou  wilt."  She  not  only  saw 
the  truth,  but  assented  to  it  likewise,  though 


the  admission  was  humbling  in  the  ex 
And  so  must  the  inquiring  sinner  give 
to  all  the  teachings  of  the  eospel,  self-a 
as  they  are ;  admit  everything ;  throw 
excuses ;  leave  all  refuges  of  lies ;  ra 
self  altogether  ;  **  only  l^lieve." 

812  Godly  sincerity. 

Walk  in  the  light  1  so  shalt  thou  kncMr 

That  fellowship  of  love 
His  Spirit  only  can  bestow 

Who  reigns  in  light  above. 

2  Walk  in  the  light !  and  thou  shalt  fiml 
Thy  heart  maue  truly  his 

Who  dwells  in  cloudless  light  enshrined 
In  whom  no  darkness  is. 

3  Walk  in  the  light  I  and  ev'n  the  tomb 
No  fearful  shade  shall  wear ; 

Glory  shall  chase  away  its  gloom, 
For  Christ  hath  conquered  there. 

4  Walk  in  the  light !  and  thou  shalt  see 
Thy  path,  though  thorny,  bright. 

For  God  bv  ji^ce  shall  dwell  in  thee. 
And  God  himself  is  light. 

The  •*  Quaker  poet,"  Bernard  Bartoc 
many  volumes  with  his  writings  in  vers 
only  about  twenty  of  his  pieces  are  ii 
mon  use  now.  His  poetry  attracted  the 
of  two  such  opposite  characters  as  \ 
Southey  and  Lord  Byron;  and  althoi 
was  only  a  bank  clerk,  he  became  a 
friend  ot  the  latter.  He  was  bom  in  L 
England,  January  31,  1784,  and  recci^ 
education  at  a  Quaker  School  at  Ipswk 
business  life  was  begun  when  he  was  £ 
to  a  shopkeeper  at  Halstead,  Essei 
whom  he  remained  for  eight  years.  K 
tried  various  other  kinds  of  work,  but 
was  employed  in  the  local  bank  at  ' 
bridge,  serving  a  clerkship  of  forty  yeai 
his  parents  were  Quakers,  he  natural 
cepted  the  religious  opinions  of  the  i 
of  Friends,  and  held  closely  to  these 
throughout  his  life.  He  died  at  Woodl 
February  19,  1849.  The  piece  we  qi 
from  Lyra  Briianmca,  and  in  the  0 
has  six  stanzas. 

8 1 3  Faith. 

Faith  adds  new  charms  to  earthly  Hiss 
And  saves  me  from  its  snares ; 

Its  aid,  in  every  duty,  brings, 
And  softens  all  my  cares. 

2  The  wounded  conscience  knows  its  pc 
The  healing  balm  to  give ; 

That  balm  the  saddest  heart  can  cheer. 
And  make  the  dying  live. 

3  Wide  it  unvails  celestial  worlds, 
Where  deathless  pleasures  reign ; 

And  bids  me  seek  my  portion  there, 
Nor  bids  me  seek  in  vain. 

4  It  shows  the  precious  promise  sealed 
With  the  Redeemer's  blood ; 

And  helps  my  feeble  hope  to  rest 
Upon  a  faithful  God. 
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'here — there  unshaken  would  I  rest, 
Mil  this  frail  body  dies ; 
d  then,  on  faith's  triumphant  wings, 
'o  endless  glory  rise. 

aniel  Turner,  the  author  of  this  hymn, 
at  Blackwater  Park,  near  St.  Albans, 
igland,  March  i,  1710.  When  quite 
e  united  with  the  Baptist  Church, 
his  home,  at  Hemel-Hempstead.  He 
the  occupation  of  teaching  at  first, 
41  became  the  pastor  of  the  Hosier 
)tist  congregation  at  Reading  on  the 

In  1748  he  took  another  charge  at 

1   in  Berkshire.     This  he  held  until 

I,  September  5,  1798.     He  published 

entitled,  Divine  Songs,  Hymns  and 

'47.  and  a  second,  Poems,  De^'otional 

li,  1794.    Of  these  compositions  Dr. 

ccepted  eight  in  his  book.     The  one 

was  printed  tirst  in  Evans'  Collec- 

edition,  1786.    It  is  a  cool  and  quiet 

actically  correct,  and  useful  to  close 

il  sermon  on  the  nature  and  office 

faith.     The  one  element  of  trust  is 

magnified— reliance  on  the  truth  of 

1  said  he  would  do;  a  quiet  resting 

)mises  to  accomplish  all  we  need  for 

You  remember  in  the  case  of  the 
,  our  Lord  declared  he  "  had  not 
great  faith,  no.  not  in  Israel."  Now, 
it  that  made  his  faith  in  particular 
so  peculiar  in  itself,  and  so  superior 
imation  of  the  Saviour  }  Simply  the 
in  it  of  superabounding  trust.  He 
I  for  a  gift  of  healing  to  be  bestowed 
servant  lying  at  home  sick.  To  his 
.'sus  replied.  "I  will  come  and  heal 
ne  would  think  that  now  the  cen- 
)uld  doubt  a  little.  Might  not  the 
)rget  his  promise  in  the  multiplicity 
is  ?  Might  he  not  delay  coming  till 
Even  this  suspicion  made  his  trust 
)f  somewhat  difficult  exercise ;  and 
lan  was  willing  to  go  further.  He 
mt  to  rest  on  a  mere  declaration, 
promise.  "  Speak  the  word  only," 
and  my  servant  shall  be  healed." 
t  care  to  have  the  Saviour's  presence, 
d  only  say  the  man  should  be  whole, 
ould  depart  to  his  house  restful  and 


"H'atih  and  p fay." 

Savior K  bids  iluf  wati  h  and  pray 
irou^h  Iilc's  nionifutotis  h<>iir. 

grants  ihc  Spirit  s  qui.  killing  ray 
)  those  who  seek  his  powtr. 

le  Saviour  buls  iht*t?  wati  h  atid  pray, 
lintain  a  warrior's  slrift- : 
iristian  !  hear  his  voice  to-day  : 
>edience  is  thv  life. 


CM. 


3  The  Savioar  bids  thee  watch  and  pray ; 
For  soon  the  hour  will  come 

That  calls  thee  from  the  earth  away 
To  thy  eternal  home. 

4  The  Saviour  bids  thee  watch  and  pray, 
Oh.  hearken  to  his  voice, 

And  follow  where  he  leads  the  way, 
To  heaven's  eternal  joys ! 

In   the    Mothers     Hymn     Book,   by    Dr. 
Thomas    Hastings,    published   in    1834,  this 
poem  first  appeared.      Its  refrain,   '•Watch 
and   Pray,"  is  a  call  to  increasing  vigilance 
against  the  foes  which   beset  our  Christian 
life  and  seek  to  take  advantage  of  a  moment's 
weakness.       A    military    commander,    after 
gaining  a  great  victory,  was  encamping  with 
his  army  for  the  night.     He  ordered  sentinels 
to  be  stationed  all  round  the  camp  as  usual. 
One  of  the  sentinels,  as  he  went  to  his  station, 
grumbled  to  himself  and  said,  **  Why  could 
not   the  general  let   us  have  a  quiet  night's 
rest  for  once  after  beating  the  enemy  }  I  'm 
sure  there  's  nothing  to  be  afraid  of."     The 
man  then  went  to  his  station  and  stood  for 
some  time   looking    about    him.     It   was  a 
bright  summer's  night  with  a  harxest  moon, 
but   he  could  see  nothing  anvwhere ;  so  he 
said,  **  I  am  terribly  tired.    1  shall  sleep  for 
just  five  minutes,  out  of  the  moonlight,  un- 
der the  shadow  of   this  tree."     So   he   lay 
down.     F*resently  he    started   up,   dreaming 
that   some  one  had  pushed  a  lantern  before 
his  eyes,  and  he  found  that  the  moon  was 
shining  brightly  down  on  him  through  a  hole 
in  the  branches  of  the  tree  above  him.     The 
next  minute  an  arrow  whizzed  past  his  ear 
and  the  whole  field  before  him  seemed  alive 
with  soldiers  in  dark  green  coats,  who  sprang 
up   from  the  ground,  where  thev  had  been 
silently  creeping  onward,  and  rushed  toward 
him.    Fortunately  the  arrow  had  missed  him  ; 
so  he  shouted  aloud  to  give  the  alarm  and 
ran  back  to  some  other  sentinels.     The  army 
was   thus   saved ;  and    the   soldier  said,  '*  I 
shall  never  forget,  as  long  as  I  live,  that  when 
one  is  at  war  one  must  watch."     Our  whole 
life  is  a  war  ^\nth  evil.     Just  after   we   have 
conquered  it  it  sometimes  attacks  us  when  we 
least  expect  it.      For  example,  when  we  have 
resisted  the  temptation  to  be  cross  and  pet- 
tish or  disobedient,  sometimes  when  we  are 
thinking,  **  How  good  we  have  been."  comes 
another  sudden  temptation,  and  we  are  not 
on  our  guard  and  do  not  resist  it.  Jesus  says 
to  us.  **  Watch  and    pray,  that  ye  enter  not 
into  temptation." 


815  ''The  Head,  even  Christy 

Blbst  be  the  dear,  uniting  love 
That  will  not  let  us  part  : 

Our  bodies  may  far  on  remove  ; 
We  still  are  one  in  heart. 


CM, 
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2  Joined  in  one  spirit  to  our  Head, 
Where  he  appoints  we  mo ; 

We  still  in  Jesus'  footsteps  tread. 
And  show  his  praise  below. 

3  Oh,  may  we  ever  walk  in  him. 
And  nothing  know  beside! 

Nothing  «lesire,  nothing  esteem, 
But  Jesus  crucified  ! 

4  Partakers  of  the  Saviour's /?race. 
The  same  in  mind  and  heart. 

N«»t  joy  nor  grief  nor  time  nor  place 
Nor  life  nor  death  can  part. 

In  this  piece  of  Rev.  Charles  Wesley,  found 
as  usual  in  his  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems, 
1742,  there  is  held  up  to  our  view  the  secret 
of  all  force  in  Christian  character  ^nd  life. 
It  is  found  in  one's  beinji;  like  Jesus,  his 
Master,  in  his  beinjij;  near  him,  walking  with 
him  all  the  time.  \Vhen  City  Road  Chapel 
was  built,  Charles  Wesley  preached  there. 
His  ministry  was  solenm  and  awakening,  yet 
full  of  tenderness  for  the  mourners.  **  In 
prayer  he  was  copious  and  mighty,  especially 
on  sacramental  occasions,  when  he  seemed 
to  enter  into  the  holiest  of  all  by  the  blood 
of  Jesus."  If  his  thoughts  did  not  How 
freelv,  he  was  very  deliberate  in  the  pulpit, 
making  long  pauses,  as  though  waiting  for 
the  Spirit's  influence.  **  In  such  cases  he 
usually  preached  with  his  eyes  closed  ;  he 
fumbled  with  his  hands  about  his  brea>t, 
leaned  with  his  elbows  upon  the  Bible,  and 
his  whole  body  was  in  motion."  What  im- 
pression he  produced  on  strangers  may  be 
imderstood  from  William  Wilberforcc's  ac- 
count of  his  first  inter\'iew  with  the  venerable 
poet,  at  the  house  of  Hannah  More.  He 
savs  :  •'  1  went,  in  1782.  to  see  her.  and  when  I 
came  into  the  room,  Charles  Wesley  rose 
frt)m  the  table,  around  which  a  numerous 
company  sat  at  tea,  and  coming  forward  to 
me.  gave  mc  solemnly  his  blessing.  I  was 
scarcely  ever  more  affected.  Such  was  the 
effect  of  his  manner  and  appearance  that  it 
altogether  overset  me.  and  I  burst  into  tears, 
unable  to  restrain  myself." 

Surely,  if  one  desires  the  "  mind  of  Christ." 
he  nui^^t  see  that  he  will  be  verv  far  from  se- 
curing  it  if  he  exercises  his  own  mind  in 
showing  how  unlike  him  other  people  are. 
**  lioasiing  is  excluded."  We  do  not  know  a 
more  pathetic  spectacle  in  the  New  Testa- 
ment than  tiiat  of  the  two  blind  men  at  the 
gale  of  Jericho -rivals  in  business,  recollect  — 
making  (as  it  werei  common  cause  .against 
the  uncharitable  nuillitude,  and  in  the  same 
s-  iitenix-  "f  s]>cfch  crying  for  mercy  from  the 
S«*in  of  I)avi(l.  Mailhew  Henry's  comment 
on  the  passa_!Lic  is  very  bright.  "  These  joint 
sufferers."  says  he,  "were  joint  suitt»rs.  Be- 
ing conip.mions  in  the  same  tribulation,  they 


were  partners  in  the  same  supplication."  li 
ever)'  honest  effort  God  gives  mysterioD 
help.  What  is  wanted  on  our  part  is  de- 
cision winged  with  devotion.  Our  wiUs  sur- 
render ;  just  there  God  wills  for  us. 

"He  who  hath  felt  the  Spirit  of  the  Highest 
CTannot  confound,  or  doubt  him,  or  defy ; 
Vea.  with  one  voice,  O  world.  thouB^h  thoa  denial. 
Stand  thou  on  that  side — for  on  tnis  am  I  !'* 

816  Humility.  CM. 

Thy  home  is  with  the  humble.  Lord  I 

The  simple  are  the  best ; 
Thy  lodi^ine  is  in  child-like  hearts ; 

Thou  makest  there  thy  rest. 

2  Dear  Comforter !  eternal  Love  I 
If  thou  wilt  stay  with  me. 

Of  lowly  thouc:hts  and  simple  wa>-s 

1  '11  build  a  house  for  thee. 

3  Who  made  this  breathiii^  heart  of  mine 
But  thou,  my  heavenly  Guest? 

Let  no  one  have  it,  then,  but  thee, 
And  let  it  be  thy  rest ! 

In  Dr.  Frederick  William  Faber's  volume 
of  poems  entitled  Jesus  and  Mary^  1849.  tUi 
hymn  was  first  published.  It  consists  d 
twelve  stanzas,  four  lines  each,  with  the  head- 
injj,  *•  Sweetness  in  Prayer."  The  verses 
here  used  are  in  praise  of  that  mild  and  gentle 
spirit  which  meets  the  perplexities  of  life  uilh 
steadfast  faith  in  an  overruling  providence. 
We  saw  the  usual  sign  out  in  front  of  a  cloth- 
ing store :  **  Great  sale  of  Misfits/'  and  we 
moralized  to  our  heart's  content  over  the 
catastrophe.  Most  men  are  too  finical ;  they 
reject  much  of  what  could  be  endured  u*ith  a 
little  patience  and  some  humility.  "  Circum- 
stances make  men,"  said  one  of  the  would-be 
philosophers.  Not  always;  some  men  make 
circumstances.  More  men,  however,  accept 
circumstances  as  the  providences  of  God 
and  adjust  themselves  to  meet  them  content- 
edly. It  is  in  this  way  that  most  moral  mis- 
fits can  be  managed ;  and,  moreover,  there  is 
a  tine  outlook  ahead.  So  we  shall  find  that 
here  is  the  secret  of  all  composure  in  the  uni- 
verse. •*  I  am  going,"  said  the  dying  Hooker. 
"  to  leave  a  world  disordered  and  a  Church 
disorganized,  for  a  world  and  a  Church  where 
every  ani;el  and  every  rank  of  angels  stand 
Ix'fo're  the  throne  in  the  very  post  God  has 
assigned." 

8 1  7  Doctltty.— Psalm  iji.  C.  M. 

Is  there  ambition  in  my  heart  ? 

Search,  gracious  Goa,  and  see; 
Or  do  I  act  a  haughty  part? 

Lord,  I  appeal  to  thee. 

2  I  charee  my  thoughts,  be  humUe  lUDi 
And  all  my  camaKe  mild  : 

Content,  my  Father,  with  thy  wtU, 
And  quiet  as  a  child. 
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3  The  patient  soul,  the  lowly  mind, 

Shall  have  a  large  reward  : 
Let  saints  in  sorrow  lie  resij^ned, 

And  trust  a  faithful  Lord. 

5  small  poem,  delicate  and  graceful,  and 
>  dear  to  the  chiWren  of  God,  is  the 
1  of  Or:  Watts  wiiich  Pepntsents  the 
lent  of  Psalm  131.  It  has  been  pre- 
unchanged  through  the  ages.  It  is 
d  **  Humility  and  Submission,"  and  it 
i  a  prayer  for  constant  growth  and 
leness  in  all  the  graces  of  the  Gospel, 
iple-hearted  farmer  visited  the  new 
1  at  Albany.  After  wandering  through 
ills  and  corridors,  and  seeing  a  great 

beautiful  things,  he  came  to  a  large 
n  of  Scotch  granite,  highly  polished, 
lamined  it  closely,  knocked  it  with  his 
le.  and  then  inquired.  **  What  is  that  ?" 
is  told  that  it  was  Scotch  granite;  to 

he  replied  :  "  ^'()u  do  n't  say  !  Is  that 
I  granite  ?  and  is  it  polished  like  that 
through  ?'*  That  would  be  a  pungent 
on  of  certain  ones  who  are  intellectually 
lox  and  ceremonially  pious.  To  be  a 
3f  God  **  clean  through  "  is  something 

than  living  righteously  according  to 
imme.  or  religiously  by  rote.  "A  string 
inions."  said  John  Wesley,  "no  more 
tutes  faith  than  a  string  of  beads  con- 
s  holiness." 


Humblr  Drt'otion.  C.  M. 

Fathkr  I  whate'er  of  earthly  bliss 

Thy  sovereign  will  denies. 
Accepted  at  thy  throne  of  grace 

Let  this  petition  rise  : 

2  "  (five  mc  a  i  aim.  a  thankful  heart, 
Frcnn  evt-ry  murmur  free; 

The  ble*;«iiiij<s  <if  thv  graro  impart, 
.And  make  me  live  to  thee. 

3  "  Lei  the  Nwti-t  hofK'  that  thou  art  mine 
My  life  and  death  attend  ; 

Thy  preseruc  through  my  journey  shine, 
And  1  rown  m\  joumev's  end." 


laps  the  secret  of  that  power  which  the 
of  Miss  .Anne  Steele  has  always  pos- 
.  over  the  hearts  of  those  who  sing  her 
iming  hymns  is  found  in  the  spirit 
vhich  these  j)ie(  es  were  committed  to 
irld.  Indrr  the  date  of  November  29, 
her  father,  as  deeply  interested  in  her 
.ri<e  as  was  his  dau'^hter  herself ,  we  can 
.•  believe,  u  role  in  hi^  (!iar\'  these  words  : 
day  Nannv  ^n.t  ;i.irt  of  her  composi- 
o  London  to  W  printed.  I  entreat  a 
•us  (i(Kl.  aM"  f  nahled  and  stirred  her 
such  a  \\  >'-'-..  t'  dirett  in  it  and  bless  it 
L*  good  ..}  ••  ir'\  I  pray  God  to  make 
.efui  a-   i  >  h^  r  hum.blc."     This  hu- 


mility was  her  chief  characteristic ;  and  no 
other  hymn  of  hers  so  well  shows  and  ex- 
presses this  as  the  one  now  before  us.  In 
ncr  volume  of  Potms,  1 760,  it  bears*  the  title. 
**  Desiring  Resignation  and  ThanWulness." 
All  the  profits  accruing  from  the  sale  of  her 
poetry  were  a  trust  only  to  her :  she  conse- 
crated them  fully  to  benevolent  objects.  If 
there  be  any  inquiry  in  the  hearts  of  the  sing- 
ers of  this  hymn  concerning  the  answer  to 
the  prayer  with  which  it  closes,  it  is  enough 
to  quote  here  the  paragraph  from  her  biog- 
rapny  that  describes  the  "journey's  end." 
Dr.  Evans  says :  **  She  took  the  most  affec- 
tionate leave  of  her  weeping  friends  around 
her;  and,  at  length,  the  happy  moment  of  her 
dismission  arriving,  she  closed  her  eyes,  and 
with  these  animating  words  on  her  dying  lips, 
*  I  know  that  my  Redeemer  liveth.'  gently  fell 
asleep  in  Jesus. ' 

319  Growth  tn  grace.  C.  M. 

Comb,  Holy  Ghost,  my  soul  inspire; 

This  one  Rreat  eift  impart— 
What  most  I  need,  and  most  desire, 

An  humble,  holy  heart. 

1  Bear  witness  I  am  horn  a^ain, 

My  many  sins  forj^iven  : 
Nor  let  a  bloomy  doubt  remain 

To  cloud  my  hope  of  heaven. 

3  More  of  myself  j^rant  I  may  know, 

From  sin's  deeeit  be  free; 
In  all  the  Christian  j^races  %XKr»i, 

And  live  alone  to  thee. 

Rev.  Dr.  Asahel  Nettleton  was  bom  at 
North  Killingworth,  Conn.,  April  21.  1783. 
and  received  his  education  at  Yale  College. 
He  was  ordained  as  a  clerg>'man,  but  never 
settled  over  any  congregation,  though  he 
preached  in  several  States  and  in  Great  Brit- 
ain as  an  evangelist.  He  died  at  East  Wind- 
sor, Conn.,  May  16,  1844.  A  book  composed 
of  his  memoirs  and  sermons  was  published 
after  his  death.  As  regards  the  authorship  of 
this  hymn  there  has  been  some  conflict  of 
opinion.  U  was  ascribed  to  Dr.  Nettleton 
apparently  on  no  other  ground  than  that  it 
appeared  anonymously  in  his  /  'iiiat^t  Hymns, 
1824;  but  an  Knglish  authority  remarks  with 
gentle  irony  that  **  he  knew  and  could  appre- 
ciate a  good  hymn,  but  it  is  doubtful  if  he  ever 
did  or  ever  could  have  written  one."  The  cen- 
tral idea  of  the  poem  is  a  desire  for  a  greater 
degree  of  humility,  one  of  the  Christian  graces 
most  difficult  of  attainment,  but  most  lovelv 
when  gained.  A  parishioner  notoriously  culp- 
able for  his  inaoequate  discharge  of  certain 
official  duties  received  a  private  remonstrance 
from  his  pastor.  I>ean  .Alford,  the  force  of 
which  he  attempted  to  evade  by  angrily  re- 
torting with  a  charge  of  negligence.     In  the 

23 


354 


CHRISTIAN    EXPEKIENCK. 


course  of  the  day  the  following  was  sent  to 
liim  by  the  vicar :'  **  Regarding  my  own  pas- 
toral deficiencies  1  heartily  thank  you.  1  am 
deeply  aware  that  I  am  not  sufiicient  for  these 
things,  and  only  wish  my  place  were  better 
tilled.  At  the  same  time  the  deficiencies  of 
one  man  do  not  excuse  another.  Let  us  both 
strive  and  pray  that  we  may  be  found  diligent 
in  our  business,  fervent  in  spirit,  ser\'ing  the 
Lord  our  God,  and  do  our  best  to  live  in  char- 
ity and  peace  with  one  another  and  with  all 
men.  Believe  me  your  affectionate  minister 
and  friend,  Henr\'  Alford." 

320  Faiih  ami  the  Future.  C.  M. 

Oh,  for  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink 

Thouj'h  prosse<l  by  every  focj 
That  will  not  Ironihle  on  the  brink 

<>f  any  earthly  woe  I — 

2  That  will  not  murmur  noreomplain 
Heiiealh  the  ehasteninR  rod, 

But.  in  the  hour  <if  jijrief  and  jiain, 
Will  lean  upon  its  (iod  ; 

3  (hkI  whom  \%e  ser\e.  our  (iod,  can  save, 
(.'an  damp  the  scorchhiji  flame, 

Can  build  an  ark,  can  smooth  the  wave. 
For  such  as  h)ve  his  name. 

4  Lord  !  if  thine  arm  support  us  slill 
With  its  etcnial  strength, 

We  shall  o'erconie  the  mightiest  ill, 
.\nd  con<|uerors  prove  at  length. 

Another  of  Rev.  William  Hiley  Bathurst's 
C(>ntrii)utions  to  the  Psaljus  and  Hymns  for 
Public  an,f  Private  Use,  1831.  It  is  there 
entitled.  "  The  Power  of  Faith."  and  refers  to 
Luke  17:5.  This  hymn  has  in  its  history 
fared  somewhat  hardly  from  the  critics,  who 
have  altered  it  almost  at  their  will.  But  it 
never  had  a  worse  mischance  than  it  had  in 
Latides  Domini,  by  some  sort  of  accident  that 
never  could  be  explained  until  it  was  too  late 
to  be  remedied.  The  last  two  verses  of  the 
piece  as  it  .•stands  here  were  not  written  by 
Bathurst :  they  seem  to  have  been  mysteri- 
ously repeated  from  No.  704.  the  translation 
of  Zinzendorf's  song  in  the  Moravian  Collec- 
tion. This  is  one  of  the  most  inexplicable 
mistakes  that  sometimes  occ*ur  in  a  printing 
office. 


Tnknr(.ii  all  the  chaii^^inK  scenes  of  life, 

In  tiuuble,  and  in  iov. 
The  praises  ol  n>v  God  shall  still 

M\  h«irt  antl  tom^ue  employ. 

2  <»h.  niav:nif\  the  l,«>nl  with  me. 

With  nje  »"\alt  his  iianu- ! 
When  in  tlisitessio  him  I  c.tlletl, 

He  t<»  tny  rescue  i  ami-. 

;    The  hosts  ol(ii»d  encamp  around 

The  duellings  ol  the  just  : 
I  ►iliverance  he  altonls  to  all 

Who  on  his  *;in  i  or  trust. 


CM. 


4  Oh,  make  but  trial  ofhis  love; 

Kxperience  will  decide 
How  blest  are  they,  and  only  the>\ 

Who  in  his  truth  confide. 

This  metrical  setting  of    the  thirty-founh 
Psalm  first  appeared  in  the  Xcw  Wrsiond^ 
the  Psalms  of  David,  by    N.  Tate   and  N. 
Brady,  published  in    1696.      In    its  origini] 
form   it  contained   eighteen    stanzas  of  four 
lines  each,  but  in  order  to  adapt  it  to  use  1 
the  present  time  many  different   portions  <rf  it 
have  been  selected,  making  centos  of  varyiif 
length.     The  hymn  is  an  expression  of  tnsl 
in    (}od,   and    a  thanksgiving    for    the  hdp 
which  never  failed  to  come  when  it  was  mo* 
urgently    needed.     In   the   book   of    reconk 
kept  for  the  Metropolitan  Tabernacle  Churd 
in  London  there  is  found  the  entry  for  Jam- 
ar\',  1 861,  in  these  words:  "This  church n- 
quires  ;^4,ooo  in  order  to  pay  for  the  net 
tabernacle ;    and   we,  the    undersigned,  not 
knowing  where  it  will  come  from,  fully  te- 
lieve  in  our  heavenly  Father  that  he  will  send 
it  all  to  us  in  the  proper  time,  as  witness  otr 
hands."    Then  follows  a  long  list  of  names 
of  deacons  and  elders,  with  those  of  seiTral 
devout  women  and  a  host  of  praying  men, 
headed  by  the  large,  broad  hand  of  the  pastor. 
Two   months  after,  about  twenty  pages  fur- 
ther on,  is  this  record  in  the  same  volume: 
"1,  Charles  Haddon  Spurgeon,  who  am  lesi 
than  the  least  of  all  saints,  set  to  my  seal  thai 
(lod  is  true,  for  he  has  supplied   us  with  al 
this  ;^4,ooo."      And    then   follows   a    fresh 
minute  :  "  We,  the  undersigned,  hereby  de- 
clare our  confidence   in  almighty  God,  who 
has  done  to   us  according  to  our  faith,  and 
sent  us,  even  before  the  time  when  we  needed 
it,  all  that  was  wanted.    We  are  ashamed  of 
ourselves  that  we  ever  had  a  doubt,  and  »t 
pray  that  we  may  always  confide  in  him  aB 
things   henceforth  and  for  ever."     And  that 
record  is  signed  by  many  faithful  men  and 
women,  some   of  whom   wrote   their  names 
with  tears  in  their  eyes  as  they  rememberod 
their  fears.     This  story  is  remarkable  for  two 
things,  and  not  just  for  one  only  :  it  illustrates 
the  dauntless  courage  of  a  serene  contideme 
in  the  Lord  of  hosts  ;  but  in  addition  to  that. 
it   illustrates  the   thoughtfulness   of  grateful 
hearts  in  acknowledging  what  God  had  done 
when  he  showed  he  nad  done  it. 


FaUh. 

'T  IS  hv  the  faith  of  >oys  to  come 
We  walk  thruueh  deserts  dark  aa  nfglit ; 

Till  we  arrive  at  heaven,  oar  home. 
Faith  is  our  Kuidc.  ami  (aith  oar  llipht. 

2  The  want  of  sijcfht  nhe  well  aupplicB; 

She  makes  the  pearly  icatet  appear : 
Far  into  distant  wf>rids  she  prlca, 

And  hrin.cs  eternal  n^loriea  ntar. 


L.M. 
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™ff«ie  wi 


This  is  No.  1 29  of  Ur.  Isaac  Watts'  Book 
.  in  his  Hymns.  1709.  There  it  has  four 
anza.'^.  the  last  of  which  is  decidedly  weak, 
id  reference  is  made  to  11.  Corinthians  S  :  7  - 
We  walk  by  faith,  not  by  siifht."  The  last 
:rse.  here  omitted,  makes  allusion  likewise 
Hebrews  11  :  8-10:  ■■  Ity  faith  Abraham, 
hen  he  was  called  to  go  out  into  a  place 
hich  he  should  after  receive  for  an  inherit- 
»ce,  obeyed  ;  and  he  went  out,  not  knowing 
hither  he  went.  By  faith  he  sojourned  in 
le  land  of  promise,  as  in  a  strange  country, 
*-ellin:<  in  tabernacles  with  Isaac  and  Jacob, 
le  heirs  with  him  of  the  same  promise  :  for 
;  looked  for  a  city  which  hath  foundations, 
hose  builder  and  maker  is  God." 
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M>'  Tcad  is  safv  and  pleasant  loo. 
1  Tht«Klnnar«andiUii)!erslhroiiitniynalh, 
And  eanh  and  hell  my  course  wilhstand, 

Guardnl  by  his  almighty  hand. 


I  Icll  him  all  my  Krief  »nd  pain, 

Another  of  Rev.  John  Newton's  contribu- 
ins  to  the  Olmy  Hymns,  1779.  It  stands 
No.  4  of  Hook  I.  Reference  is  made  to 
enesis  5  ;  24  :  "  And  Enoch  walked  with 
Walking  with  (iod  means  being  with 
loving  forward  as  God  moves;  going 
e  way  as  God :  and  communing  with 
one  accompanies  him. 


od." 
od: 


Oda: 
24 


When-crwcdwHI 


J  While  p)arc  wr  sivb ,  or  1 
The  »«!  And!  hnni>iiit-><  in 


Secure  of  fiiijinic  t 


The  poet  William  Cowper  translated  this 
hymn  from  the  French  of  Madame  Jeanne 
Marie  Bouvieres  (de  la  Mothe)  Guyon.  It  is 
usually  credited  to  the  translator,  and  appears 
in  his  works.  One  lime  when  Cowper  was 
very  feeble,  his  mind  going  away  again  by 
spells,  a  friend  of  his.  Rev.  William  Bull,  of 
Newport  Pagnel.  bethought  himself  of  an  ex- 
pedient for  giving  hini  some  wholesome  lit- 
erary exercise  of  a  tasteful  sort  to  occupy  his 
mind  and  keep  him  from  brooding.  Out  of 
this  there  came  a  little  book  with  this  dedi- 
cation, which  tells  its  own  story  i  "  To  the 
Rev.  William  Itull  these  translations  of  a  few 
of  the  Spiritual  Songs  of  the  excellent  Madame 
Guyon.  made  at  his  express  desire,  are  dedi- 
cated by  his  affectionate  friend  and  seriant. 
William  Cowper.  July.  1782. "  This  piece 
was  written  in  i6Si  :  it  stands  as  Cantigue 
108  in  the  second  volume  of  Madame  Guyon 's 
Works.  Cowpcr's  version  contains  nine  stan- 
zas, and  is  entitled.  "  The  Soul  thai  loves  God 
finds  him  Everywhere." 

Madame  Guyon  deserves  an  extensive  no- 
tice. She  was  a  strange  woman  in  many  re- 
spects, but  wonderfully  pious,  gifted,  and  use- 
ful. She  was  born  at  Montargis.  April  13. 
1648.  and  was  educated  at  a  com'ent.  Mar- 
ried at  sixteen  years  of  age  to  a  man  who 
was  twenty-two  years  her  sen 
of  all  the  vitality  and  force  of  youth,  3 
as  more  than  usual  of  French  vivacity,  an- 
noyed by  her  mother-in-law.  deprived  of  all 
her  beauty  by  an  attack  of  small-pox  at 
Iwenly-two.  and  left  a  widow  six  years  later, 
she  roamed  around  the  world  as  she  pleased. 
Her  personal  experience  as  a  Christian  was 
very  peculiar.  In  her  childhood  it  was  her 
pride  to  be  dressed  like  a  small  nun.  When 
no  more  than  four  years  of  age  .she  longed 
for  martyrdom,  and  her  schoolmates  placed 
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her  kneeling  on  a  white  cloth,  flourished  a 
saber  over  her  head,  and  told  her  lo  prepare 
for  death.  She  was  frightened  almost  out  of 
her  senses,  and  they  laughed  her  to  scorn  (or 
her  cowardice.  When  she  was  ten  years  old, 
learning  that  Madame  Chanial  once  branded 
her  bosom  with  a  red-hot  iron,  writing  the 
holy  name  of  Jesus  upon  the  flesh,  this  child 
also  sewed  on  her  breast  with  a  lar^e  needle 
a  piece  of  paper  on  which  was  prmted  the 
name  of  Christ.  She  tore  her  flesh  with  pin- 
cers, put  peas  in  her  shoes  so  as  to  make  her 
walk  with  pain,  wore  an  iron  girdle  about  her 
waist  so  as  to  mortify  her  members  and  force 
her  to  live  in  actual  agony.  Ity  and  by  she 
became  a  mystic,  and  taught  peculiar  doc- 
trines; she  said  she  had  visions  and  visits 
with  ChrJsl  in  .secret.  In  later  life  she  was 
persecuted  by  the  papal  Church,  and  was  im- 
prisoned in  the  liastile.  She  was  a  gifted, 
pious,  but  greatly  mistaken  woman,  and  she 
died  at  last  in  peace  at  lilois.  June  9.  1717- 
A  few  hymns  alone  remain  to  perpetuate  her 
memory  and  endear  her  life. 


TIhi  holy  Ki>opn  Wf  pniicM : 
Tu  prove  the  doctrine  all  divine, 
a  Thut  sluill  we  h«M  pnH'liiim  nlii 

Wbvn  his  Mlvaiicm  reittns  wiltiiM. 
And  icratv  subdiun  the  ftMvtafs 
.t  Reliiriiin  bran  iiur  ■iriritu  up. 


tXPERIENCF.. 


r  lirielii  1 

d  faith  Ht. 


Kiiflhrl.oT. 


m  his  woril. 


This  is  found  in  Dr,  Isaac  Walls'  Hymm, 
No.  132  of  Honk  I.  It  is  entitled,  "  Hohness 
and  (irace."  and  makes  reference  to  Titus  I ; 
11-13;  ■■  Kor  the  grace  of  Cod  that  bringeth 
sjilvatiim  hath  apiH-ared  tc)  all  men.  teaching 
us  thai,  denying  ungfKllincss  and  worldly 
lusts,  we  shoulil  live  soberly,  righteously,  and 
giKlly  in  this  ])rcsfnt  world ;  looking  fiir  that 
|jles.s[-d  hope,  ;ind  the  glorious  appearing  of 
the  great  Clod  and  imr  Saviour  Jesus  Christ." 
826  ,i,.,i„„.i..-p,.,.  i.K~.  S.M.  I). 


r  with  SDDd :  I 


X  for  (be  opprmsed. 


This  is  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  version  of  Psalm 
103,  First  Part,  S.  M.  It  is  entitled,  "  Praise 
for  spiritual  and  temporal  mercies."  and  c«a> 
sists  of  six  stanzas.  This  composition  has  re- 
mained unchanged  even  by  a  single  word. 

Dr,  \\atts  never  was  married.  In  1696 ht 
was  put  in  charge  of  the  children  of  Sir  John 
Hartopp.  al  Ncwington.  Out  of  this  associa- 
tion grew  his  fondness  for  the  young  and  his 
understanding  of  their  ways.  And  most  of  all. 
out  of  it  came  Ihat  incomparable  book  of 
poetry,  the  DH-ine  and  Moral  Songi,  In  this 
collection  we  have  "  Hush,  my  dear,  lie  siill 
and  slumber,"  "  liow  doth  the  little  busy  bee." 
an<l  ■'  Let  dogs  delight  to  bark  and  bite." 

It  seems  to  have  been  strangely  ordered  that 
this  good  man  should  learn  all  he  ever  knew 
of  hcime  jovs  in  the  Houses  o(  his  friends.  In 
e;irly  life  he  was  jilted  by  a  Miss  Eliiabeih 
.Singer,  and  he  remained  faithful  to  his  one 
to\'c  unlit  he  died.  He  kept  up  his  pastonl 
Murk  under  much  discouragement,  his  heaitli 
vias  so  long  pimr  and  precarious  at  [he  ^■«ry 
Ik'si.  ftut  he  was  nlwaj'sas  haroyasaprincc. 
The  best  pieces  he  e\-cr  made  were  those 
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which    were   most    crowded    with    heartfelt 
thanksgiving  to  (iod  for  his  care  of  him. 


Grateful  Confidence.  S.  M. 

1  BLESS  the  Christ  of  God, 
1  rest  on  love  divine, 

And  with  unfalterinfc  lip  and  heart, 
1  call  this  Saviour  mine. 

2  His  rross  dispells  each  doubt ; 
I  bury  in  his  tomb 

Each  thouj^ht  of  unbelief  and  fear, 
Each  lin|i(erinj(  shade  of  gloom. 

3  I  praise  the  God  of  peace;     ^ 
I  trust  his  truth  and  mi^ht ; 

He  calls  me  his,  1  call  him  mine, 
My  God,  my  joy,  my  light. 

4  "T  is  he  who  saveth  me, 
And  freely  pardon  gives ; 

I  love  because  he  loveth  me; 
I  live  because  he  lives. 

5  My  life  with  him  is  hid, 
My  <leath  has  passed  away, 

Mv  clouds  have  melted  ijito  light, 
.My  midnight  into  day. 

I  )r.  Horatius  Bonar  possessed  that  supreme 
gift  of  a  hymn-maker,  the  power  to  popularize 
dot'trine  in  a  sacred  song.  The  substitution 
of  Christ's  merit  for  the  sinner's  guilt  is  here 
taught  in  a  bright  rhythmical  composition  of 
cheerful  praise.  Indeed,  almost  all  the  doc- 
trines of  divine  grace  are  in  this  one  song  of 
grateful  confidence  :  the  divinity  and  incarna- 
tion of  Jesus  Christ,  his  crucifixion  and  the 
atonement  wrought  out  by  it,  the  sovereignty 
of  the  F'ather  in  election,  and  the  mysterious 
spiritual  life  of  the  believer,  together  with  the 
hop>c  of  immortality  t)eyond  the  vail — these 
are  all  in  the  five  simple  stanzas  before  us. 
The  whole  piece  with  twelve  verses  may  be 
found  in  the  second  series  of  Hymns  of  Faith 
and  Hope,  i86i. 


Htothrtlv  Lovr. 
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Blk-SSKI)  are  the  sons  of  God, 

They  are  bought  with  Christ's  own  blood : 

They  are  ransonie*!  from  the  grave; 

Life  eternal  they  shall  have: 

With  them  Jiumberecl  may  we  be. 

Here,  and  in  eternity. 

2  They  are  justified  by  grace. 
They  crii<)y  the  Saviour's  peace; 
All  their  sins  are  washed  away; 
Thev  shall  stand  in  God's  great  day : 
With  ihrni  numberetl  may  we  be. 
Here,  and  in  eternity. 

y  Thev  are  lights  uj)on  the  earth, 
ChiUlrt-n  of  a  heavenly  birth, 
One  with  G<mI.  with  Jesus  one: 
(iIor>  is  in  them  begun  : 
With  I  hern  numbered  may  we  be. 
Here,  and  in  eternity. 

Rev.  Josej^h  Humphreys  was  born  at  Bur- 
Cord.  Oxfordshire.  England,  October  28.1720. 
and  educated  in  London  at  an  academy  for 
the  traininvr  '»f  young  men  for  the  ministr)'. 
He  was  r\|Kllcd.  however,  in  1739,  because 


of  his  showing  great  attachment  to  White- 
field,  whom  he  subsequently  joined.  He 
preached  at  Bristol,  London,  and  Deptford. 
His  death  occurred  in  London,  but  the  date 
is  unknown,  although  he  is  buried  in  the  Mo- 
ravian Cemetery  at  Chelsea.  Mr.  Humphreys 
wrote  but  few  hymns,  and  only  two  are  in 
common  use  at  present,  the  one  given  here 
being  the  most  popular.  It  was  published  in 
a  collection  called  Sacred  Hymns  for  the 
Use  of  Religious  Societies,  1743.  It  fias  been 
considerably  altered,  the  refrain  having  been 
added  to  each  verse  from  the  closing  lines  of  the 
original.  The  third  stanza  bears  perhaps  the 
leading  idea  of  the  poem,  that  the  sons  of  (jod 
are  put  here  as  lights  upon  the  earth,  shining 
not  of  themselves,  but  because  of  the  indwell- 
ing presence  of  God.  Recall  one  familiar 
text,  and  give  it  analysis.  **  Let  your  light " 
— not  yourself ;  divine  grace  in  you,  not  per- 
sonal gifts — **  so  shine  before  men,  that  they 
may  see  " — not  you,  but — **  your  good  works. ' 
And  this  simply,  **  that  they  may  glorify  ' — 
not  you  at  all,  but — **  your  Father  which  is  in 
heaven."  Here  is  an  intense  thrusting  of  self 
back  out  of  sight  and  out  of  notice.  And  yet 
the  Christian,  who  will  do  that  persistently, 
can  never  help  it  but  that  he  will  become  con- 
spicuous. Think  of  the  graceful  surrender  of 
John  the  Baptist,  when  he  said.  **  Behold  the 
Lamb  of  (lod !"  He  had  been  a  man  of 
mark  before.  Now  he  retreated  out  of  no- 
tice. His  last  and  noblest  act  was  to  say,  I 
am  not  the  Christ ;  I  am  a  mere  Voice ;  he 
must  increase ;  I  must  decrease.  Hence 
when  he  seized  and  waved  the  torch  of  truth, 
that  it  might  flash  radiance  on  Jesus'  face, 
how  could  he  help  it  but  that  it  should  illu- 
mine his  own  .^  Thus,  and  thus  only,  he  be- 
came a  **  bright  and  shining  light  "  himself, 
by  walking  straight  up  to  Christ,  and  saying, 
**  This  is  the  true  Light  of  the  world !"  The 
sunshine  he  stood  in  made  him  luminous  for 


ever. 


SnKi*HKRi>  I  with  thv  tenderest  love. 
(»uide  me  to  thy  fold  above: 
Let  me  hear  thy  gentle  voii'e ; 
More  and  more  in  thee  rejoice; 
From  thy  fullness  grace  receive, 
Kver  in  thy  Spirit  live. 

2  Pille<l  by  ihec  my  cup  o'erflows. 
For  thy  love  no  limit  knows ; 
(tuardian  angels,  ever  nigh. 
Lead  and  draw  my  soul  on  nigh ; 
Constant  to  my  latest  end, 

Thou  my  footsteps  wilt  attend. 

3  Jesus,  with  thy  presence  blest, 
Heath  is  life,  and  labor  rest : 
(tuide  me  while  I  draw  my  breath, 
(>uard  me  through  the  gate  of  death ; 
.And  at  last,  oh.  let  me  stand 

With  the  shee|>  at  thy  right  hand. 
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f'iium  : ; ; 

M^k.*-  tr#^  at  a  ••*a.Tif^  f  b:i4 
l"'.*fr  'TiWruH;  ar#d  -^:\\  fr»rt 
Ki-aivrd  HI  nr.  aJ!  tJost  ;/>:aiM»  lb*?*:. 

!>**  w^  **  39  '  \a'A  r***rtv«r . 

r"a;n  ■%  !o  ••>  vivfofn  leave . 
7  »*  f-rAr-jj^rj  rr-a:  :(<'#»  »:  t  car*:  ■ 
Wb>  ^^j'Xii'i  I  'he  ^jOTfitft  l^arl' 

^/it  'd  'are  Jj«-%'*'i  his  '/un. 
K'**/**  J>^  %  i.»Mi}*rr  •■tr'-irijj  rK»f  mi**. 

F»<i''tt  lo  viir  a  vtep  al'^tt — 
I,^.  rf»e  thus  *»hb  ibee  abide. 
.\%  tt.y  I- at  her,  ^«uard.  aud  Guid*.. 

I  f If:  \jfM/y:  fA  (Jlmy  Hymm.  1 779.  contains 
this  j^^rn  by  kev.  John  Ncwion.  which  origi- 
nall;  A  as  pijj>iishcd  with  four  verses.  It  has 
liC'  Off  J*:  wKi'rIv  fK>pular  from  its  calmness  and 
j<':niJeri«rss  of  sentiment,  the  childlike  trust 
which  adepts  all  that  comes  to  us  as  the  will 
of  our  Father,  and  feels  itself  comforted  and 
'.heer':d  by  the  knowledj^e.  We  should  Ix: 
liapjiier  frien  and  more  useful  to  others,  and 
jC'Drrally  niore  weNome  in  the  world,  if  we 
would  h'-lp  put  up  the  st'>':k  of  human  com- 
fort ratijcr  than  aid  in  depreciating^  it.  It  is 
ih*:  \yin\  Vnithey  who  is  quoted  as  havinj;^ 
said  in  ofie  of  his  letters  :  **  I  have  told  you  of 
thrrSijaniard  whrj  always  put  on  his  sp)ectacles 
■Ah*rn  aUnjt  to  cat  <  herries,  that  they  mii^ht 
VntV  \)\'^'ji^KT  and  more  temptinj^j.  In  a  like 
inauri'T  1  make  lh<r  most  of  my  enjoyments; 
;iud  tl)r,ij'^h  1  do  not  <ast  mv  eves  awav  from 
rri;,  trouhirs.  I  pa<  k  them  in  as  little  compass 
:■-  I  'ail  for  myself,  and  never  let  them  annoy 
''fh'T-.  " 
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fhaltlmir. 
\'i>\t  the  U-aiitN  oltlw  eartli. 

I'or  till-  kI"^>'  ''f  IIk*  skii-s, 
I* 'If  I  In-  lov«-  wliich  from  our  J>irth 

0\fr  and  around  us  Vws: 
Lor«l  of  all.  t«i  Ihtf  wi-  raise 
This  our  K,TAWi\\\  fivdni  of  praise. 

2  f''or  thr  woiid«'r  (tf  each  hour 
()(  the  dav  and  of  the  ni^ht  : 

If  ill  and  val<-,  ami  tree  and  flo^^^•r, 
Sun  and  moon.  an<l  stars  ot'!iv;ht ; 

I.oid  of  all.  toihif  we  raise 

I  his  our  grateful  psalm  of  praise. 


7S,  61. 


¥rvsai»  zn.  ea 

K»eaiist-«'  1% 

L.r-i  :r  ar.  i'.. 


Mtrr  ;«r-t  sacnfcre 
L^'-f  yiiT.  to 


<rf| 


F' -Ilicci  SarKifcrd  Piefpoim.  M, 
bT.  I^air.  Ev^ia:^.  C»ciobeT  7,  18 
yrd  a:  «j-jeer/>  CoUe^c  Caxnbri 
:r.4  wiih  rlafvsical  hc«DorSu  He  I 
sevr^'  v<:  '.-zr^trs  cf  poetry,  bat  h 
by  the  hvTnr  CjU'Xec  bcrr,  wfakli 
ed  :o  ibt  Ly-r.j  Esickarisiicm^  itt 
come  w:de/i'  pc-pu'-ar  on  both  sid 
for  :i>  ^r'.C'Airii  expression  of  { 
praise. 

<  »nre  in  the  coi:rsc  of  mv  mini! 
a  c<^*nndemiai  note  from  a  culri 
our  consjregatjon.  She  told  roc  a 
been  thrown  into  much  alarm  I 
lo»  of  eyesight-  So  she  bad 
Sunday  services  in  terrible  dreai 
for  the  rest  of  her  life.  There  s 
she  c^.»uld  not  even  follow  as  I  n 
tures.  This  made  her  "  unusuall 
rebellious.'  But  what  «"as  wor 
with  which  I  continued  the  n 
menced  with  the  sentence :  "  He 
to  thee  t(»-day.  O  our  Father,  witl 
^ivinjj^s,  without  a  petition  amor 
was  a  sinj^ular  of)ening,  and  no' 
herself :  *  I  shall  get  nothing 
need. "  She  was  startled,  absoli 
she  wrote  frankly,  to  find  that  1 
ers  were  all  petitions — had  been 
nothin'<  else  to  offer,  for  a  lonj 
now  the  letter  added :  "  That 
pulpit  was  the  first  bit  of  comf< 
me  for  many  long  months :  for  ; 
ed  1  bey^an  to  realize  I  had  still 
inijs  to  Ik?  thankful  for.  I  came  1 
and  helped,  and  since  that  nw 
have  never  app)eared  to  me  qui 
they  had  seemed  before."  The  1 
beijan  to  think  praises  instead  c 
and  her  heart  rose  with  genui 
She  inclosed  a  copy  of  some  littl< 
never  seen.  They  had  a  quaint  Ic 
which  may  make  them  helpful  t 

'*  St.  Peter,  from  the  door  of  heaven,  • 
Sited  two  voun>{  angels  on  their  baf 
For  the  first  time  to  see  the  world  r 
Both  bearing  baskets. 

"  Thev  were  tobrinjc  back  flowers  mo 
Than  buddin;;  rose  and  blooming  h 
Thev  were  to  bring  the  praise  of  all 
Back  in  their  baskets. 
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i  Aneel  of  Thanksgivings,  full  of  glee, 
aneci  a  huge  hamper  half  as  big  as  he; 
the  Collector  of  Petitions — see  ! 
With  a  small  basket. 

len  they  returned    St.  Peter,  as  before, 
.  with  his  golden  keys  beside  the  door, 
t  each  apjK*ared  to  be  in  trouble  sore 
About  his  basket. 

e  Angel  of  Petitions  bore  a  sack 
am  full,  and  bound  uncouthly  on  his  back  ; 
1  even  then  it  seemed  that  he  had  lack 
Of  bag  and  basket. 

W  Angel  of  Thanksgivings  blushed  to  feel 
ke  empty  liglitncss  of  his  mighty  -creel ; 
lilt  three  !'  he  muttered — turning  on  his  heel 
To  hide  his  basket. 

len  spoke  St.  Peter:  '  When  again  you  go 
a  a  pr.iyer  gathering,  you  will  better  know 
liat  men's  j>etilions  in  the  world  below 
Fill  a  big  basket. 

It  when  you  go  to  gather  up  their  thanks 
IT  prayers  well  answerer!  and  forgiven  pranks, 
>r  health  restored  and  disentangled  hanks — 
Your  smallest  basket.' 

Charity,  7s,  61. 

Tholgh  I  speak  with  angel  tongues. 
Bravest  words  of  strength  ana  fire. 

They  are  but  as  idle  songs. 
If  no  love  my  heart  inspire; 

All  the  eloquence  shall  pass 

As  the  noise  of  sounding  brass. 

2  Though  I  lavish  all  I  have 
On  the  poor  in  charity, 

Though  I  shrink  not  from  the  grave, 

Or  unmoved  the  stake  can  see — 
Till  by  love  the  work  be  crowned. 
All  shall  profitless  be  found. 

3  Come,  thou  Spirit  of  pure  love. 
Who  didst  forth  from  Gixl  proceed. 

Never  from  my  heart  remove ; 
Let  me  all  thy  impulse  heed  ; 
Let  my  heart  henceforward  be 
Moved,  controlled,  inspired,  by  thee. 

5S  Catharine  Winkvvorlh  published  this 

in  the  opening  series  of  Lyra  German- 
855.  It  is  an  excellent  rendering  of  the 
lap  Hymn  of  Ernst  Lange.  **  U titer  denen 
en   Guterny     The    translation  has  an- 

stanza  at  the  beginning  :  **  Many  a  gift 
[Thrist  impart."  The  whole  piece  is  a 
cal  paraphrase  of  the  apostle's  descrip- 
)f  Charity  as  the  chief  of  all  the  Chris- 
jaces:  I.Corinthians  13:1-3.  The  au- 
,vas  a  man  of  affairs  in  Dantzig  in  Ger- 

for  many  years.  Horn  in  1650,  his  life 
ast  into  the  midst  of  an  age  that  needed 
ess,  spirimalit)'/  and  sincerity.  He  was 
t  by  the  public  to  be  burgomaster  and 
urate,  and  he  fulfilled  the  high  duties 
ging  to  these  positions  with  purity  and 
j^\\.  His  hymn- writing  was  an  unex- 
d  accomplishment  of  his  later  life.  He 
lot  begin  it  till  after  he  was  sixty-one 

of    age.      His    death    is    recorded    in 


Trust.  7s,  61. 

Saviour,  happy  would  I  be. 
If  I  could  but  trust  in  thee; 
Trust  thy  wisdom  me  to  guide ; 
Trust  thy  goodness  to  provide; 
Trust  thy  saving  love  and  power; 
Trust  thee  ever>-  day  and  hour : 

2  Trust  thee  as  the  only  light 
In  the  darkest  hour  of  night ; 
Trust  in  sickness,  trust  in  health, 
Trust  in  poverty  and  wealth  ; 
Trust  in  joy  and  trust  in  grief; 
Trust  thy  promise  for  relief. 

3  Trust  thy  blood  to  cleanse  mv  soul ; 
Trust  thy  grace  to  make  me  wfiole ; 
Trust  thee  living,  dying  too; 

Trust  thee  all  my  journey  through ; 
Trust  thee  till  my  feet  shall  be 
Planted  on  the  crystal  sea. 


This  poem  by  Rev.  Dr.  Edwin  H.  Nevin 
was  first  published  in  the  Congregational 
Hymn-Book,  1857,  and  became  popular  im- 
mediately. Its  title  **  Trust "  expresses  its 
spirit,  unwavering  faith  in  the  Saviour  through 
every  change  and  experience  of  our  life. 
There  is  a  story  of  Alexander  the  Great,  a 
man  who  once  ruled  the  world,  that  he  was 
sick,  and  a  friend  was  with  him  who  was  a 
physician,  and  was  about  to  administer  medi- 
cine. Before  he  had  given  it.  a  letter  was 
delivered  to  Alexander,  saying  that  that  ver)' 
dose  of  medicine  was  poison.  When  his 
friend  came  with  the  medicine,  he  took  it  in 
one  h^nd  and  drank  it,  while  with  the  other 
he  gave  the  letter  to  his  physician.  That  was 
great  trust,  for  had  his  physician  failed  him 
he  would  have  lost  his  life.  Can  we  not  as 
fully  trust  our  Friend  above  all  others  } 


Adoption.  L.  M. 

Not  all  the  nobles  of  the  earth. 
Who  boast  the  honors  of  their  birth. 
So  high  a  dignity  can  claim 
As  those  who  bear  the  Christian  name. 

3  To  them  the  privileji^e  is  given 
To  be  the  sons  and  heirs  of  heaven  ; 
Sons  of  the  God  who  reigns  on  high. 
And  heirs  of  joy  beyond  the  sky. 

3  His  will  he  makes  them  early  know, 
And  teaches  their  young  feet  to  j^o  ; 
Whispers  instructions  to  their  minds. 
And  on  their  hearts  his  precepts  binds. 

4  Their  daily  wants  his  hands  supply. 
Their  ateps  he  guards  with  watchful  e>'e ; 
Leads  them  from  earth  to  heaven  above. 
And  crowns  them  with  eternal  love. 

Another  of  Dr.  Samuel  Stennett's  contribu- 
tions to  Dr.  Rippon's  Selection,  1787.  It  bears 
the  title,  **  Christians  as  Sons  of  C^od."  Say 
what  we  may,  there  is  a  sort  of  blood-aristoc- 
racy in  the  household  of  faith.  Edgar  A. 
Poe   uttered   something  more   than   a   mere 

Coetic  conceit  when  he  spoke  of  •*  the  bigh- 
orn kinsman  "  who  came  and  took  away  the 
dyi       maiden.    "  We  are  of  (^.od,  and   the 
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whole  world  lietli  in  wickedness."  Such  a 
profcHsion  would  be  insuperable  in  its  con- 
ceit, if  it  were  nol  that  believers  spent  most 
of  their  lives  in  pleading  with  sinners  to 
accept  the  tfift  of  adoption,  and  become  sons 
of  God  ana  heirs  of  heaven  by  divine  grace, 
and  so  have  all  the  vast  privileges  of  ihe 
Father's  house  equally  with  the  besi  of  (hem. 


SALVAiiuKulorn-eriiiKh 

The  Miuls  llul  Ibir  ukTituX  Ihr  Lord ; 
And  icnh-r,  duvtindinK  Inmi  uii  bufli. 

Fmh  h<>|>vs  uf  Itino'  ihall  aKurd! 
1  Ninr  iculb  and  houor  stmll  ahiDiid, 

KvliKkm  du'dl  im  cartli  ■iD'in. 
All  hiwiiily  iitfliu-ncc  l>U-w  llii'Kniund 


Bui  mark  hi 

Dr.  Isaac  WatU 
of  I'salm  8>, 
scmiims  Jonah  ever  composed,  the  best,  the 
truest,  atid  the  Kft^^^*^^'  '^  ^^^^  which  he 
IH'eached  in  ihe  dark  tn  hiniself  in  the  whale 
iince :   ■•  Salvation    is   of   the    Lord."     Jonah 


;    EXrKRIEXCK, 


4  Drar  Saviour  I  when,  before  Ihy  bar, 
AlllribeasndKmKuniwKnibI-'  -- 
Among  thy  chosen  may  [  b« 


tfore  Ihy  bar,  I 


Hk  tlial  halh  made  liis  rt-fun-  C.iM 

Shall  »alk'  all  day  heiii-alli  hiH  iihlde. 
AikI  tlH-rv.  at  niKlii.  shall  ri-4  h<«  h<a 
1  TlK-nwIIIIsav.  "MyTHiil!  Ihv  pu 
Shdl  ht-  m\  t^flniK  anil  my  Uiu'i-r: 
I,  whi>  Btn  rnrim-d  iif  lerMr  dux. 
Make  Ihine  almijthty  arm  my  IruK.  " 
.1  Thrii-e  haiaw  man !  th>  Maker's  <.•> 
ShiiH  kivp  thiv  fr<>m  Ihe  (iiwlrr'!i  una 
Snlan,  Ihr  fiwler.  whn  hrtnin 
I-nKUaxkil  •.mis  a  lh.«>san<r«v«. 

r,  ls;i,-ir  \V:itI^ 


1  plaii 


uqi.  I..  M.     It  is 
■     \  full 


Amon^  the  lirsl  settlers  of  Newark  from 
Connecticut  in  i666  was  Hugh  Robvts,  of 
Wales.  His  Brcat-Kf*"! -grandson,  Aaron 
Robarts,  was  a  soldier  of  the  Revolution,  and 
was  enga^d  in  ihe  battle  of  Monmoiiih. 
Rev.  Aaron  Robarts  Wolfe,  the  author  of  thli 
hymn,  was  a  grandson  of  the  preceding.  «i 
was  born  at  Mendham.  N.  ].,  Septemcwr  d. 
1831.  In  his  early  youth  he  was  a  school- 
mate ■)f  the  Rev,  Dr.  Theodore  L,  Cuvlcr.at 
■"  I'ncle  "  Ezra  Kairchild's  famous  "  HiU-Top 
School "  in  thai  place.  He  pursued  his  prt- 
tliis  a.-i  his  paracor)'  studies  at  I.anesbmou);h.  Mass..  and 
\erv  literal,  ""''-''  graduated  with  the  "  Poem  "  at  Willianis 
of  iomfon.  College  in  the  class  of  1844. 
I'nblii-  Uis-  The  next  eleven  years,  including  his  course 
lie  sunc  in  '"  ''"=  I'nion  Theological  Seminary.  1848-;!, 
ibiins  in  Ihe  'vi:Kn  s{Nfnl  in  teaching  and  preaching  in 
mn  "  in  the  Florida.  In  1855  he  became  aswciated  wjih 
the  sea.  ''"^  Rev.  Dr.  Gorham  I}.  Abbott,  in  the  Spin- 

glcr   Insliiule  for   Young    Ladies  on    L'ninti 
I-  M-     Si|uare.  in  New  York  city.     It  was  during  his 
»■  three  years  here  that   the  most  of  his  hymns 

\""^-  were   written.     In  1858   he   was   married   to 

""  Laura  K.  Jackson,  a  teacher  in  this  institution, 

d.-iiii;htcr  of   f-ulhcr   Jackson,  Esq.,   of  New 
|'l,'m:  York.     In   1859  he  established  the  "  Hillside 

Si-min;iry  for  Voung  Indies  "  in  West  Bloom- 
lirtd  mow  Montclairt,  N,  J.,  and  conducted  it 
''"''I'  nltli  ('rnint'ni  usefulness  and  sucxess  for  thir- 

^  tccn  yc.-irs.     He  has  since  lived  in  ouictTt- 

tirenicni  in  Montdair,  suffering  much  from 
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irm  heallh.  Of  his  (our  children— three 
ris  and  a  dauRhter— one  is  preaching 
Iowa;  another  is  I'rufessor  of  Latin  in 
irk  CdlcRe.  Missouri. 

The  present  hymn  is  based  upon  a  poem 
lich  '.vas  composed  while  the  author  was  in 
L-  seminary,  and  published  in  the  New  York 
■'.1  «!,'.■//.(/  In  iHsi.  The  devout  spirit  of  the 
:in  is  fittingly  illustrated  l)y  the  account  he 
Iff  ;;.-n'e  his  friends  of  an  incident  which 
apeii  his  after-career  somewhat  seriously, 
"hen  he  left  Florida  in  the  summer  of  1855 
■  put  all  his  effects — library,  nirtes,  and 
ini".  of  that  sort— on  board  a  SHiling-vessel 

Si.  Mark's,  and  with  a  simple  gripsack  rc- 
rned  North  by  way  of  Nashville  and  Chi- 
jio.  Reachinj;  New  York  after  some  two 
teks  spent  in  journeyinx.  he  sought  his 
Htds  at  the  comniission'liouse  to  which  they 
id  been  consigned.  There  he  learned  that, 
1  the  day  appointeil  tor  sailinij.  the  vessel 
id  been  struck  by  lij-htning.  the  mate  killed 

the  foot  o(  the  mast,  and  the  vessel,  laden 
ith  turpentine,  hurned  to  the  water's  edge. 
[Kiks,  papers,  notes,  everything  of  past  treas- 
"e  had  gone  up  in  smoke.  He  looked  upon 
is  as  a  special  providence  of  I  Itxl,  .shaping 
s  life,  and  lixing  his  home.  For  it  made 
teacher  of  the  young  rather  than  a  pas- 


entitled,  "  The  Pleasures  of  a  Good  Con- 
science." It  proffers  the  picture  of  a  life  full 
of  peace  and  rest ;  and  in  certain  moods  of 
discontent,  \\eariness  or  pain,  it  falls  down 
upon  a  troubled  soul  like  the  chimes  of  a  dis- 
tant belfry,  or  the  serene  shining  of  the  stars. 
The  conception  John  Bunyan  gives  us  of  the 
Land  of  Eieulah  is  very  welcome.  We  long 
for  a  small  rest  on  earth  in  which  to  make 
ready  for  a  greater  rest  in  heaven. 


r  o( 


1    the 


,-ay    ■ 


>ened  (or  the  beginning  of  one  of  the 
icful  engagements  with  IJr.  Abbott,  and  so 
s  life  was  fashioned.  Thus  he  had  his  call- 
g  shown  to  him.  and  thus  he  found  the 
■eatcst  of  his  earthly  blessings  in  her  who 
ui  been  the  companion  of  his  long  and 
irnest  career.  Thus  the  Lord  made  up  his 
;tty  losses  by  a  rich  rcw'ard. 


I  Thr  dayalidpiiwcellv  u'crthci 

Mii>lc  u|>  >.r  iiin<H%iitc  anil  kn  c : 

.Mill  %.>fl  ami  silriit  at  tht-  shade?. 


"'  Bui  lly 


Whi-rr  stininis  •■(}»  inu  iilwuutr-.  ri<>w  : 
Aii.1  UniKiiijt  iwti-*  aii'l  .hn-rful  smik-s 

Sit  uiHlislBiluJ  uixxi  tiTvil  l<i«H  : 
^  Tht>  wi.rii  (CI  MTk  .anhv  K"l<lf"  i'i>-, 

Hul  sn-n<l  Ihr  ilnt,  ami  >luirr  tht-  iiiicbl, 

"Thai  tHiivSii'piin'ir."'!."  lli'dr  .k-linht. 


I(  we  may  be  allowed  to  associate  a  poet's 
personal  history  with  his  work,  we  should' 
say  that  this  hymn  (airly  represents  the  life  of 
its  composer  during  the  history  of  his  associ- 
ation with  the  friends  who  cared  so  generous- 
ly   for    him   in   his   chronic  invalidhnod.     In 

1712  Ilr.  Watts  was  seized  bj'  a  lever  which 
shattered  his  constitution.  From  its  effects 
he  never  fully  recovered ;  he  was  always  sub- 
ject to  nen'ous  prostration  accompanied  with 
intense  pain.  Sir  Thomas  Abney  invited  him 
to  come  for  a  period  of  recuperation  to  his 
residence.  He  had  been  afflicted  with  one  o( 
his  customary  attacks  of  neuralgic  (ever.     In 

1713  he  became  an  inmate  of  .-\bncy  House. 
It  was  of  this  season  that  long  afterward  he 
wrote  to  L.ady  Huntingdon  1  "  This  day 
thirty  years  I  came  hither  to  the  house  of  my 
gooa  friend,  intending  to  spend  but  one 
single  week  under  his  friendly  roof ;  and  1 
have  extended  my  visit  to  the  length  of  ex- 
actly thirty  years. ■'■ 


L.  M. 


,  11- T>l™*ur«jiM»  ■«■}■: 
frrt  mtnlury  of  Itir  |cDod 


362 


CHRISTIAN    EXPF.RIENXK. 


3  As  in  the  heavens,  the  unis  divine 
Of  golden  light  for  ever  shine  : 

Though  clouds  may  darken,  storms  may  rage, 
They  still  shine  on  from  age  tt»  age : — 

4  So,  through  the  ocean  tide  of  years. 
The  memor>'  of  the  just  ap{>ears  ; 

So,  through  the  tempest  and  the  gloom, 
The  g<Jod  man's  virtues  light  the  tomb. 

In  the  Hymns  by  Sir  John  IJowring,  pub- 
lished in  1825,  we  first  tind  this  poem. 
It  was  suj^jjested  by  l^roverbs  10:  7:  **  The 
memory  of  the  just  is  blessed  :  but  the  name 
of  the  wicked  shall  rot."  The  sentiment  of 
the  hymn  is  well  illustrated  by  a  magnificent 
statue  of  marble  which  once  stood  over  the 
great  gate  of  Cardinal  (irenville's  house.  In 
one  hand  the  figure  held  a  wine-cup,  in  the 
other  an  urn.  But  the  wine-cup  was  inverted 
and  empty;  the  urn  was  erect. and  overflowed 
with  pure  water  from  the  hills.  And  on  the 
pedestal  for  a  motto  was  caned  the  single 
word.  Dttrafi',  endure ! 

840  Pi'fsn'oaHcr.  L.  M. 

Who  shall  t!ie  Lord's  elect  condemn  ? 

*T  is  (iiKl  VI' ho  justifies  their  souls  ; 
And  mercy,  like  a  mighty  stream. 

O'er  all  their  sins  tlivinely  rolls. 

* 

2  Who  shall  adjudge  the  saints  to  hell ' 
*T  is  Christ  who  suffered  in  their  stead  ; 

Ami  their  s;ilvalion  to  fulfill. 
Behold  him  rising  from  the  dead  ! 

3  He  lives!  he  lives!  and  sils  above, 
For  ever  interceding  there  : 

Who  shall  tlivltlv  us  from  his  Xow, 
Or  what  shall  tempt  us  to  <lespaii  ? 

4  Shall  persecution  or  distress. 
Famine,  or  sword,  or  naketlncs?.? 

He  wl»»  hath  l<»ve<l  us  bears  us  through, 
And  niakcN  us  more  than  conquenirs  loo. 

5  N<it  all  that  men  aw  earth  can  do. 

N«)r  powers  <ni  high,  n(»r  jM.)wers  helow. 
Shall  cause  his  mercy  to  remove. 
Or  wean  our  hearts  tri>m  Christ,  mir  love. 

The  doctrine  of  the  .saints'  perseverance  is 
one  of  the  most  dogmatic  to  he  found  in  the 
old  Calvinisiic  creeds.  Dr.  Isaac  Watts  has 
.set  himself  (lelil)eraicly  to  sing  it  in  church 
.services.  Ik-  reached  his  end  with  an  emi- 
nent succcs^i  by  employing  a  paraphrase.  He 
gavf  Romans  tS  :  33-3C;  a  metrical  form,  and 
pill  the  conii)osilioii  in  his  Hymns  as  No.  14 
in  15ook  1.  It  lias  .si.x  stanzas,  L.  .M.,  and  is 
cniillcd.  "The  iriuinj)h  of  faith;  or.  Christ's 
unthant^cabh;  Love"  Tiu*  piece  appears  in 
almost  all  the  niuclern  ("ojiectioiis.  It  is 
stately;  but    it    is    orthixio.x.  Scriptural,  and 

ViO'Ki. 

841 


Whi  N  I  «  .III  l«-.ui  tu\   tilli.  I  l.-;it 
To  lUiiii^iotis  III  ihi  skii-'*. 

I  l>i«l  l.iti  well  In  i\  \:\\  K  .It . 
Ami  wipe  m\  weepju.:  cm- 


C.  .M. 


2  Should  earth  against  my  soul  engage, 
And  fiery  darts  be  hurled, 

Then  I  can  smile  at  Satan's  rage. 
And  face  a  frowning  world. 

3  Let  cares  like  a  wild  deluge  come. 
And  storms  of  sorrow  fall. 

May  I  but  safely  reach  my  home. 
My  God,  my  heaven,  my  all ! 

4  There  shall  I  bathe  my  wearv'  soul 
In  seas  of  heavenly  rest : 

And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 
Across  my  peaceful  breast. 

Years  ago,  when  the  revival  system  of  new 
measures  was  fully  in  vogue,  there  used  to  be 
tacked  to  this  piece  a  chorus  beginning.  **  Oh. 
that  will  be  joyful,  joyful,  joyful."  Very  soim 
accretions  of  a  miscellaneous  sort  began  to 
follow,  even  to  the  extreme  of  doggerel.  The 
writer  of  this  annotation  has  seen  m  a  hx-mn- 
book,  and  has  heard  given  out  in  a  meetinj{, 
many  times,  this  stanza : 

**  When  we've  been  there  ten  thousand  year, 
BriKht  shining  as  the  sun, 
There 's  no  less  days  to  sing  God*s  praise 
Than  when  we  first  begun. 

Oh,  that  will  be  jovful,  &c.*' 

Hence  the  associations  of  the  poetrj*  are  not 
altogether  wholesome.  Still  the  old  strains 
have  a  home  in  some  hearts.  If  the  "re- 
storers" clamor  seriouslv  to  have  *^Mri/tsk 
darts,"  as  Dr.  Isaac  Watts  wrote  in  his  No. 
65  of  Book  II..  instead  of  ''fiery  dans/*  the 
compiler  of  I.aiuivs  Domini  would  regret 
having  perpetuated  the  ancient  hymn.  And 
indeed,  there  is  a  way  of  singing  it.  with  one's 
eyes  closed  in  sleek  .satisfaction,  and  an  entire 
forgetfulness  of  the  lost  world  around  rolling 
and  swaying  on  to  judgment.  The  great- 
hearted Norman  Macleod  once  cried  out  in 
his  Scotch  impetuosity  :  "  The  joy  of  the  re- 
deemed is  not  a  selfish  joy.  I  would  despise 
the  saint  who  enjoyed  himself  in  a  glorious 
mansion  singing  psalms,  and  who  did  not 
wish  his  joy  disturbed  by  sharing  Christ  s 
noble  antl  grand  care  about  the  world." 

842  "Satuts"  Inventory:'  C.  M. 

• 

I  J-  (',od  is  mine,  then  present  things  • 

And  things  to  come  are  mine : 
Vca,  Christ,  his  word,  and  Spirit  too, 

.\iid  Klor>-  all  divine. 

1  It  Ik-  is  mine,  then  from  his  love 

He  I'Vt-rv-  trouble  sends  ; 
All  thni^s  are  working  for  my  good. 

And  bliss  his  rofl  attends. 

3  I  flu-  i>  mine,  let  friends  forsake, 
l.ct  wi-alth  and  honor  flee  : 

Sure  he  who  giveth  me  himself 
In  more  than  these  to  me. 

4  0)1.  tell  me,  Lor<l.  that  thou  art  minc; 
What  «aii  1  wish  l»e«ide? 

My  soul  shall  at  the  fountain  lii'C, 
When  all  the  streams  are  dried. 
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Rev.  Benjamin  Beddome  was  a  singularly 
3dest  man.  He  evidently  had  ability  which 
)uld  have  lifted  him  into  a  much  higher 
Dfessional  position  than  the  little  village  he 
ent  his  life  in  afforded.  It  is  on  record  that 
was  invited  to  London  to  become  the  pas- 
-  of  the  congregation  in  which  he  had  first 
ned  the  Church.  The  call  was  actually 
ide  out  and  sent  to  him ;  the  journey  was 
ected  on  horseback,  as  usual  in  those  days, 
d  the  official  member  of  the  body  who  un- 
rtook  the  service  of  the  document  gave  his 
Tse  into  the  care  of  a  man  who  proved  to 

a  member  of  Beddome's  congregation, 
lis  parishioner  found  out  at  once  the  errand 

the   city   visitor;    and   then    he   did   two 

remptoriiy  energetic  things :  he  said  to  the 

lissary  from  (Goodman's  Fields,  "  Robbers 

churches  are  the  worst  sort  of  robbers,"  and 

en  turned  loose  the  animal  he  was  holding 

the  bridle,  to  the  confusion  of  the  owner, 
le  '*  robber  "  got  his  gentle  but  speedy  an- 
er  the  moment  he  presented  his  paper :  "  I 
)uld  rather  honor  Ood  in  a  station  much 
ferior  to  that  in  which  he  has  placed  me 
an  intrude  myself  into  a  higher  without  his 
rection."  So  he  remained  there  fifty-two 
ars,  and  kept  singing  always.  This  hymn 
'peared  first  in  Dr.  Rippon's  Selection,  edi- 
)n  of   1800. 

13  Psalm  125.  C.  M. 

Inshakkn  as  the  sacred  hill, 

And  fixed  as  mountains  be, 
Firm  as  a  nnk  the  soul  sliall  rest 

That  leans,  ()  Lord,  on  thee  ! 

2  Not  walls  nor  hills  could  euard  so  well 

()1<1  Salems  happy  ground, 
As  those  eternal  arms  of  love 

That  every  saint  surroujid. 

.A  Deal  Kcntly,  Lord,  with  souls  sincere, 

And  lead  them  safelv  on 
T(»  the  bright  vjales  o^  Paradise. 

Where  Christ,  their  Lord,  is  jfone. 

There  is  a  natural  wish  in  the  hearts  of 
z\n\  of  (fod's  people  to  preser\'e  their  rev- 
t-nce  for  Dr.  Isaac  Walts,  and  also  for  the 
icient  temple  songs.  Hence  such  versions 
this  of  Psalm  125  are  welcome,  and  most 
ely  will  keep  their  places  for  many  genera- 
)ns  to  conVv\  Two  stanzas  of  the  original 
e  are  omitted  as  being  unnecessary-,  and 
en  in  some  degree  uncouth.  The  piece  is 
titled,  '*  The  Saint's  Trial  and  Safety." 


3  Nor  death  nor  hell  shaii  e'er  remove 

His  favorites  from  his  breast  ; 
In  Ihe  dear  bosom  of  his  love 

They  must  forever  rest. 

"Saints  in  the  hand  of  Christ "  is  the  title 
with  which  Dr.  Isaac  Watts  has  introduced 
this  little  hymn  of  three  stanzas.  He  refers 
to  John  10:  28,  29.     It  is  No.  138  of  Book  I. 


14  Prtsn-rtamr. 

Firm  as  the  earth  th\  j^ospil  stands. 

My  Lord,  my  hope,  my  trust  ; 
If  I  am  fouiul  in  Jesus'  haiuls. 

My  soul  t  an  ne'er  be  lost. 

2  His  honor  is  en)fa)^e<l  t<»  s;i\e 
The  meanest  of  his  sluep  ; 

All.  wh<»m  his  bea\eiilv  Father  nave. 
His  hands  sei  urelv  keep. 


Security.  CM. 

There  is  a  safe  and  secret  place. 

Beneath  the  win^s  divnie. 
Reser\ed  for  all  the  heirs  of  grace — 

Oh,  be  that  refuge  mine! 

a  The  least  and  feeblest  there  may  bide, 

Uninjured  and  una  wed  ; 
While  thousands  fall  on  ever\-  side, 

He  rests  secure  in  God. 

3  He  feeds  in  pastures  large  and  fair 
Of  love  and  truth  divine ; 

O  child  of  God,  O  gIor>*'s  heir! 
How  rich  a  lot  is  thine! 

4  A  hand  almighty  to  defend, 
An  ear  for  ever>'  call, 

An  honored  life,  a  peaceful  end. 
And  heaven  to  crown  it  all  I 

In  the  English  Hymns  Samuel  Willoughby 
Duffield  makes  an  exquisitely  appropriate 
reference  in  his  annotation  upon  this  piece, 
wTitten  by  Rev.  Henr\'  Francis  L)te :  **  There 
is  a  painting  by  Landseer,  called  *  The  Sanc- 
tuary.' The  deer  are  gathered  by  deep,  clear 
waters,  peacefully  lying  in  a  Highland  glen. 
Around  are  the  great  rocks,  and  the  herd  are 
cropping  the  abundant  pasture  or  resting  at 
ease.  There  is  no  trouble  in  the  air  and  no 
lack  of  any  supply,  Thus  it  is  with  God's 
bounty  :  *  green  pastures.'  *  still  waters,'  *  mu- 
nitions of  rocks,'  *  none  to  molest  or  to  make 
afraid.*  "  It  is  likely  that  the  author  under- 
stood this  was  a  paraphrase,  very  free  indeed, 
of  Fsalm  91,  but  he  mcluded  it  in  his  Spirit 
of  the  Psalms,  \  834. 

846  T^f  Covenant.  C.  M. 

Mv  God,  the  covenant  of  thy  love 

.Abides  for  ever  sure; 
And  in  its  matchless  grace  I  feel 

My  happiness  secure. 

3  Since  thou,  the  everlasting  God, 

My  Father  art  become. 
Jesus  my  (>uardian  and  mv  Friend, 

And  heaven  ni>  final  home.  — 

3  I  welcome  all  thy  sovereign  will. 

For  all  that  will  is  love  ; 
And  when  I  know  not  what  thou  dost, 

1  wait  the  light  above. 

In  Dr.  Philip  Doddridge's  Hymns,  1755, 
c.  M.  this  is  found  as  No.  21.  It  bears  the  inscrip- 
tion, **  Support  in  God's  Covenant  under  Do- 
mestic Troubles."  The  text  is  added.  II. 
Samuel  23  :  5.  The  saint  deals  with  the  Sa- 
viour in  the  spirit  of  intense  individualism. 
Each  believer  needed  a  whole  atonement  and 
an  entire  Redeemer  at  the  beginning ;  and  he 
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needs  exactly  the  same  unto  the  extreme  end. 
And  the  purpose  of  all  discipline,  the  solitan' 
aim,  is  the  **  perfecting  of  our  faith."  Through 
all  the  days  and  hours  of  our  sojourning  here, 
be  they  few  or  many,  the  work  of  moulding 
our  character  grxjs  on.  .All  the  providences 
which  anv  believer  meets  arc  strokes  of  tools 
that  are  fitting  him  for  a  place  in  the  spiritual 
temple  of  the  redeemed.  Says  a  quaint  old 
divine,  "  All  the  carvings  of  heaven  are  made 
out  of  knots;  the  temple  of  (iod  is  a  cedar 
one,  but  the  cedars  were  all  gnarly  trees  be- 
fore he  cut  them  down."  Earthly  perplexity 
is  therefore  a  heavenly  discipline. 

847  Adoption.  C.  M. 

My  Father.  (WmI  I  h(»w  swcti  the  sound  ! 

Il(»w  tender  and  how  <lt*ar  ! 
Nr»t  all  the  njeI<Mly  ^»f  heaven 

Could  so  deliKhl  the  ear. 

2  Come,  sacrefl  Spirit,  seal  the  name 
On  my  expanding;  heart ; 

And  show  that  in  Jehovah's  jjrace 
I  share  a  fdial  fiart. 

3  Cheere<l  hy  a  siKual  so  divine, 
C!iwa\erin>j  I  iH'lieve; 

Mv  spirit  Abha,  Father!  cries, 
S'or  (an  the  sijjn  deceive. 

Another  of  Dr.  Philip  Doddridge's  Hymns, 
1755.  It  began  in  his  manuscript  with  the 
line.  **  Sovereign  of  all  the  worlds  on  high," 
and  consi.sted  of  five  stanzas.  The  title  of  it 
was,  *•  Adoption  arguetl  from  a  filial  temper," 
iind  it  followed  a  sermon  on  (lalatians  4:6. 
In  the  Hymns  issued  after  the  poet's  decease, 
the  title  was.  **  \  filial  temper  the  work  of 
the  Spirit,  and  a  proof  of  adoption." 


848 


Tht'  hut  dm  tid/t-d  atttiv." 


P.M. 


1  I. KM  it  all  with  Ji-sus  lon^  aK«», 
All  my  sins  I  hiou^ht  him  aiKlmN  woe; 
When  !)y  faith  I  saw  him  on  the  tree. 
IIe;ir«l  his  small,  still  whispt-r.  "  'T  is  for  thee," 
I''rom  my  heart  tlu-  Itiiidvn  rolled  away  ! 
Happy  da\. 

.'  I  leaxe  it  all  with  Jesus,  for  he  knows 
How  to  steal  the  hitti-r  Irom  lifi-'s  woes; 
I  low  to  jjiUI  tin-  te.ir-droii  with  his  smile, 
M.ikr  the  <l«'s«'it  .i;anliii  bloom  awhile: 
When  my  wr.iknrsN  IratM'th  on  his  mi^ht, 
All  srrms  llkjllt. 

;  1  li-.i\<-  It  all  w  itli  Ji-siis  da\  hv  da>  ; 
Faith  ran  firmU  mi*.t  him.  «  nme  what  may. 
nope  h.is  diMppt'i!  lift  ati<  hot,  l<iiind  her  rest, 
In  tin*  « .dm  sure  ha\  en  of  his  hreast ; 
I,o\«'  r>.tr«-tns  It  lu-a\cti  to  ahitle 
At  his  side. 

In  many  Knvilish  (Millcttions  this  hvnm  is 
.monynioiis  ;  hut  the  name  of  Miss  Kflen  H. 
Willis  is  .'ipiH-nded  to  it  in  llu*  iios/tt/ Styfii^s  of 
r»liss  ;in(|  Sankey,  wlu'iice  it  is  taken.  The 
pivci-  h.is  heronie  iu^tly  j)oinilar.  for  it  voices 
the  C  hristian's  conrKieiiee  in  (mxI's  imfailinvj 
uai(  hfiiliu'sv.  ov«r  his  rhihiren.    We  recall  the 


old  story  of  Bunyan's  Pilgrim  :  "  I  saw  in  my 
dream  that  the  highway  up  which  ChristiaB 
was  to  go  was  fenced  on  either  side  with  t 
wall,  and  that  wall  was  called  Salvation.  (Is. 
26 : 1 . )  Up  this  way  therefore  did  burdened 
Christian  run.  but  not  without  great  difficulty, 
because  of  the  load  on  his  back.  He  ran  thus 
till  he  came  at  a  place  somewhat  ascendin};. 
and  upon  that  place  stood  a  cross,  and  a  little 
below,  in  the  bottom,  a  sepulcher.  So  I  saw 
in  my  dream,  that  just  as  Christian  came  up 
with  the  cross,  his  burden  loosed  from  off  Lis 
shoulders,  and  fell  from  off  his  back,  and  be- 
gan to  tumble,  and  so  continued  to  do,  till  it 
came  to  the  mouth  of  the  sepulcher,  where  it 
fell  in,  and  I  saw  it  no  more.  Then  was  Chris- 
tian glad  and  lightsome,  and  said,  with  a  merry 
heart.  *  He  hath  given  me  rest  by  his  sorrow, 
and  life  by  his  death.'  " 

849  'Full  Salvation r  P.M. 

1  A.M  trusting  thee,  I»rd  Jesus, 

Trusting  onh-  thee! 
Trusting  thee  for  full  salvation. 
(«rcat  and  free. 

2  1  am  trusting?  thee  for  pardon, 

At  thy  feel  1  bow; 
For  thy  j^race  and  tender  mercj", 
T rusting  now. 

3  I  am  trustinf^  thee  for  cleansing 

In  the  crimson  flood ; 
Trusting  thee  to  make  me  holv 
By  thy  blood. 

4  I  am  trusting;  thee  to  guide  me ; 

Thou  alone  shalt  lead. 
Ever\-  day  and  hour  supplying 
All  my  need. 

5  I  am  trusting  thee  for  power, 

Thine  can  never  mil; 
Words  which  thou  thyself  shah  give  roe 
Must  prevail. 

6  I  am  trusting  thee,  I^ord  Jesus; 

Nrvf  r  let  me  rail ; 
I  am  tnisting  thee  for  ever, 
And  for  alt. 

This  is  found  in  Miss  Frances  Ridley  Hav- 
ergal's  Loyai  Kisponsfs,  1878.  It  was  writ- 
ten at  Ormont  Dessons,  September,  1874.  It 
was  noted  by  herself  as  her  *•  own  favorite." 
and  was  found  in  her  pocket  Bible  after  her 
death.  Such  a  poem  makes  an  impression 
upon  an  invalid  who  reads  it  very  like  that  of 
a  visit  from  the  gifted  authoress  in  person. 
She  was  the  happiest  creature  in  the  M*orld. 
though  she  was  ill  and  failing  all  the  time. 
Shf  never  rebelled  nor  repined.  Some  per- 
sons are  very  hard  to  take  care  of  when  they 
are  ill.  Murmuring  is  a  most  unwelcome 
indulgence.  It  easily  becomes  chronic,  and 
then  it  makes  us  think  of  the  verse  in  Leviti- 
cus ( 14 :  35) :  ".And  he  that  owneth  the  house 
shall  (ome  and  tell  the  priest,  saying.  It 
scenuih  to  nie  there  is  as  it  were  a  pilague  in 
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the  house."  It  prejudices  piety.  It  makes  a 
Christian  disagreeable.  In  an  old  volume  of 
The  Spectator  Addison  has  recorded  this : 
*'An  aged  gentlewoman,  whom  I  shall  con- 
ceal under  the  name  of  Nemesis,  is  the  great- 
est discoverer  of  judgments  I  have  met  with. 
She  can  tell  you  what  sin  it  was  that  set  such 
a  man's  house  on  tire,  or  blew  down  his 
barns.  She  has  a  crime  for  every  misfortune 
that  can  befall  any  of  her  acquaintances. 
But  when  she  hears  of  a  robber)'  that  has 
been  made,  or  a  murder  that  has  been  com- 
mitted, she  enlarges  more  on  the  guilt  of  the 
sufferer  than  on  that  of  the  thief  or  the  as- 
sassin. In  short,  she  is  so  good  a  Christian 
that  whatever  happens  to  herself  is  a  trial, 
and  whatever  happens  to  her  neighbors  is  a 
judgment." 

830  Hidiuj^placr.  C.  M.  D. 

THor  art  my  hiding-place.  O  Lord  ! 

In  ihct*  I  put  my  trust ; 
Encouraged  by  thv  holy  word, 

A  feeble  child  of  dust : 

1  have  no  argument  beside, 
I  urge  no  other  plea  ; 

And   t  is  enough  my  Saviour  died, 
My  Saviour  died  for  me! 

2  Whejj  storms  of  fierce  temptation  beat. 
And  furious  foes  assail, 

Mv  refuge  is  the  mercy-seat. 

Sly  hope  within  the  vail : 
From  strife  of  tongues,  and  bitter  words, 

My  spirit  flies  to  thee ; 
Joy  to  my  heart  the  thought  aflibrds, 

Mv  Saviour  died  for  me  ! 

3  .And  when  thine  awful  voice  commands 
This  body  to  decay. 

And  life  in  its  last  lingering  sands 

Is  ebbing  fast  away — 
Then,  though  it  be  in  accents  weak. 

My  voice  shall  call  on  thee. 
And  ask  for  siren^h  in  death  to  speak, 

"  My  Saviour  died  for  me." 

In  1805,  among  the  parishioners  of  the  Rev. 
Dr.  Collyer,  was  a  young  man  in  whom  his 
pastor  took  a  deep  interest,  and  who  after- 
wards became  a  noted  Congregational  minis- 
ter. He  was  Rev.  Thomas  Raffles.  D.  D., 
LL.  D.,born  at  Spitaltields,  London,  May  17, 
1788.  At  first  he  was  a  clerk  in  Doctors* 
Commons ;  but  through  the  influence  of  Dr. 
Collyer  he  entered  Homerton  College,  and 
began  his  preparation  for  the  ministry'.  He 
was  ordained  and  began  to  preach  at  Ham- 
mersmith, June  22.  1809;  but  after  three 
years  went  to  Liverpool  in  response  to  the 
call  of  the  (ireat  ("icorge  Street  Congrega- 
tional Church.  Forty-nine  years  of  useful- 
ness and  honor  were  granted  to  him  in  this 
held  ;  then  he  departed  to  his  reward,  Au- 
gust 18,  1863.  Dr.  Kaftles'  name  was 
well    known     to    the    literary    world  of    his 


day,  both  as  an  author  and  as  an  editor  ; 
and  many  of  his  hymns  are  in  use  in  our 
churches.  The  one  we  quote  is  dated,  **  Burn- 
ley, June  23,  1833,"  and  in  the  original  had 
four  eight-line  stanzas. 


I  CnioM  to  Christ.  C.  M.  I). 

Lord  Jesus,  are  we  one  with  thee? 

Oh,  height  !  oh,  depth  of  love  ! 
With  thee  we  died  upon  the  tree, 

In  thee  we   live  above. 
Such  was  thy  grace,  that  for  our  sake 

Thou  tlidst  from  heaven  come  down. 
Thou  didst  of  flesh  and  blood  partake. 

In  all  our  .sorrows  one. 

2  Our  sins,  our  guilt,  in  love  divine, 
Confessed  ancT borne  by  thee; 

The  gall,  the  curse,  the  wrath,  were  thine, 

To  set  thy  members  free. 
Ascended  now,  in  glor\'  bright. 

Still  one  with  us  thou  art : 
Nor  life,  nor  death,  nor  depth,  nor  height. 

Thy  saints  and  thee  can  part. 

3  Ohj  teach  us,  Lord,  to  know  and  owji 
This  wondrous  myslcr> , 

Thai  thou  with  us  art  truly  one. 

And  we  are  one  with  thee ! 
Soon,  soon  shall  come  that  glorious  day. 

When,  seated  on  thy  throne, 
Thou  shalt  to  wondering  worlds  display 

That  thou  w  ith  us  art  one. 


This  is  one  of  the  contributions  made  by 
Rev.  James  George  Deck  to  the  Psalms  and 
Hymns,  1855,  of  his  brother-in-law,  Dr. 
Walker.  It  is  entitled,  "  One  with  Christ." 
The  secret  of  all  true  repose  is  found  in  the 
consciousness  of  an  actual  union  with  our 
Lord.  *•  I  in  them,  and  thou  in  me,"  said 
Jesus  in  that  intercessor)*  prayer.  Try  to  feel 
the  fullness  of  the  words.  John  17:  2023. 
As  one  of  our  American  liners  was  crossing 
the  Atlantic,  during  a  terrific  gale,  the  cry 
was  raised — "  Man  overboard  I"  It  was  im- 
possible to  put  up  the  helm  of  the  ship  on  ac- 
count of  the  violence  of  the  hurricane,  but 
one  of  the  crew  instantly  seized  a  rope  having 
a  loop  at  the  end,  and  threw  it  over  the  stem, 
crying  out,  *'  Lay  hold  for  your  life  I"  Pas- 
sengers and  crew  had  crowded  together  at 
the  stem,  but  the  rolling  waves  and  blinding 
spray  prevented  them  from  seeing  the  drown- 
ing sailor.  The  captain  cried  out,  **  Have  you 
got  hold  of  the  rope  ?'*  and  the  reply  came, 
**  No.  but  the  rope  has  jt^ot  hold  of  me'*'  The 
sailor  when  he  caught  the  rope  had  passed 
the  loop  over  his  shoulders  and  under  his 
arms,  and  though  too  fatigued  to  hold  on  to 
the  rope,  the  loop  kept  him  from  sinking. 


Gtacf. 

Grace  !  't  is  a  charming  s«»und  I 
Il.irmoiiiou'^  lt»  mine  car  ♦ 

Hea\  en  with  the  tvho  shall  resound. 
And  all  the  earth  shall  hear. 


S.  M. 


-^/, 


«  Hr  f-I  I  \:.    I  :<!'■  ?:IfN«  K. 


t  ';r-4«  *■  .III  111'-  -Aofk  shill  «  rr»wn, 
f  hr'*ii;(ti  •  v»-rl;i-tifi;;  il:i\  -  . 

If  ',:\.  .  in  h''i'."»i  til'-  t'H*fn«»v!  sloii*: 
Afi'l  'Ai-II  'l'-%i-r\'-s  ifi'-  f»rai-". 


I  Ins  f,irriili;ii  jKKtrii  first  ap|x:arc(l  in  Rev. 
In.  I'hilip  I)'KiHri'lv(«' s  posiliuruous  Hymtn, 
I /y^,  arirl  rlilf<rr<|  hnl  slij/htly  from  the  prcs- 
*  fif  WTsifiii.  In  the  <  ourvr  of  its  wide  use  by 
'  htir'  h«'s  of  various  Hrrnorniriations  it  was  con- 
M'lirahly  allrn-d,  aiul  tiiany  forms  r>f  it  are  to 
\h-  fotirwl.  Soirjr  lovrrs  of  the  hvnin  have  l>ecn 
fronhlrd  lx-.<  aiiM;  of  a  j(rainii»ati<al  question 
whi'  h  has  suvjvcesletl .  itself  t(i  their  minds. 
I  \\v  thirrl  hne  of  the  last  vers<-  is,  *'  It  /r/V-V  in 
h<  .ivrn  the  topmost  stone."  and  the  objection 
IS  iip.mmI  that  "  lays  "  is  a  transitive  verb,  and 
if  Ms  usr  IS  rr<|iiired.  "stone"  is  its  object. 
I  h«'  liru'  a<  ronhnj^  to  these  (|uerists  should 
read.  "  It  (^race)  liis  in  heaven  the  topmost 
stone."  It  M-ems  to  us,  however,  that  Dr. 
Doddridj^je  is  alludiii)^  to  Zechariah  4 : 7,  where 
vvc  read  :  "  And  he  shall  brinj^j  forth  the  head- 
stone thereof  with  shouiinji(s,  cryinj^j.  (irace. 
j^;rare  unto  it."  Mach  verse  describes  .some 
work  which  vjrace  has  done:  it  contrived  the 
way.  it  tativjht  my  feet,  it  drew  the  plan,  and 
It  shall  crown  the  wf\rk  by  "  layini; "  the  top- 
most stone  in  heaven. 

303  (/*.*«/ !»«/  tathit.  S.  M. 

lliKi'.  I  t  an  liiinK  tost ; 

I  (l.iir  (0  lKiii<«t  c»i  tliis, 
Ih.tl  (JimI.  tlu'  hiKbfsi  ami  llio  lK"j»t. 

\f\  iMinul  aiitt  Kitliri  is. 

i  N.iiik^ht  h.ivr  I  ol  iu\  DVMi. 

N.iiikilit  III  ilu-  liir  I  U'.iil ; 
Wli.il  1  In  1^1  li.illi  K>^^".  ll»*'^  alone 

I  «i,uc  Ml  t.iitli  to  |iU-a<l. 

;  I  \K'^\  upini  llir  K'**""«' 

»  M  It'>iiN  .iiiil  his  |i|«mkI  : 
It  IN  tliiniii^h  ItiiM  that  I  haxi*  Kmml 

Mv  "-iHjI's  rtt'Mial  k;tHnl. 

I    \t  I  tiNt  III  all  I  lia\  I . 

\t  «  i»nI  i'I  Ii|\-  aiiil  Iiinl'. 
I  I  Iiiii;  l.»  ii«»il  \\  li«»  \»-t  "hall  •'.JVC  ; 

I  \\  ill  iii>t  Uiiii  iioin  luin. 

s  H  In  Spml  III  in»- ilw  t  IN. 

ill  I   all  Mi\    iiiMiil  III    liik^lls; 
Mn  >  III   ar.l  N  i.!ti,-^N  lu- illNpi-Is. 
\n«l  •ii'i'tluN  a\\a\  m\  jMins. 

■   1 1>   PI  .■•.|H  1  ^  ,1.i\  ''x  ,la\ 

M:--  \\.>'s  Wiiluti  -nx    luaM. 
I    "  I  i'..»\ »   Ntt,  'i^th  .»"il  lait li  t-'  Na\ . 
I  !!.■■.•    y  AK-d    M!\  I  atlu  I  at!  ■ 

U,  \    \\\\\\  licih.iidt   \\a»»  the  .uithvT  i^f  the 
.  ■  X  ■'.»  ^ -v :  '\\n  li\;nn.  "/».' i  •'■.'.'  '".■.•   •".•.  ':.  v.* 


/r,  /, ."  It  was  based  upon  Romans  8 :  31-}* 
Ml-s  Catiianr.c  Wmkworth  gave  us  this  tran*- 
liiti'/P.  of  it.  The  entire  version  nnay  be  found 
in  /.-.rtt  iitrMitiii'cii,  First  Scries.  1855.  ^ 
scn'.im»rnt  here  !>  unmistakable.  (#od  himsdf 
iharvjes  that  we  are  rebellious  sinners,  and 
our  hearts  ari.t-pt  the  sense  of  g^ih.  The 
apostle  John  says  that  there  is  no  use  in  in- 
ins(  to  deny  such  an  impeachment.  If  we  re- 
fuse to  ;.dmit  it.  we  are  liars  ourscU'es.  and 
are  attempting  to  show  that  ( *fOd  is  also.  "  Hot 
if  we  walk  in  the  light,  as  he  is  in  the  light,  we 
have  fellowship  one  with  another,  and  the  blood 
of  Jesus  Christ  his  Son  cleanseth  us  from  all 
sin. 

Scholars  tell  us  that  throujjhout  the  Peshito 
Syriac  version  of  the  Scriptures,  deemed 
among  the  most  primitive  and  intcUkrenL 
"salvation"  is  in  all  cases  rendered  "  life  f 
the  saved  .'ire  called  the  Ih'ing^  or  the  ain't: 
the  Saviour  lx*ars  the  name  of  Mahyono^  or 
the  life-giver.  In  all  this  there  is  a  proper 
recognition  of  our  owing  everything  to  Jesus 
Christ,  our  surety.  We  are  dead  in  tres- 
passes and  in  sins,  but  our  life  is  hid  with 
Christ  in  (iod.  "To  be  awakened,"  wisciv 
.said  McCheyne,  **  we  need  to  know  our  omti 
hearts ;  to  be  saved,  we  need  to  know  the 
heart  of  Jesus  Christ."  Chri.st  is,  thcFefore.a 
perfect  Saviour.  Our  relief  is  not  found  in 
denying  sin,  but  in  accepting  him  as  our  Re- 
deemer from  it.  If  w-e  plead  not  guilty,  we 
do  not  tell  the  truth.  "And  if  any  man  sin. 
we  have  an  advoiate  with  the  Father.  Jesus 
Christ  the  righteous :  and  he  is  tbe  propitia- 
tion for  our  sins  :  and  not  for  ours  only,  but 
also  for  the  sins  of  the  whole  world." 


•//  is  weuy  s.  M. 

\Vn  \T  cheering  words  are  these ; 

Their  sweetness  who  eaii  lell.? 
In  time,  unci  to  eternal  da  vs. 

"  T  is  with  the  righteous  well  !'• 

2  Well  when  tliey  see  his  face, 

Drsjiik  amidst  the  flood : 
Well  in  atfliction's  thorny  maxe, 

( >r  on  the  mount  with  God. 

.;  'T  is  well  when  .io>-s  arise, 

"T  is  well  wheti  "sorrows  flow, 
'T  IS  \\  ell  wlieii  ilarkness  vails  the  skies 

Aiul  Ntrong  temptations  gfrow. 

4  "T  is  well  when  Jesus  calls— 

"  Fritm  e.irth  and  sin  arise, 
Ti>  loin  the  ht^ts  of  ransomed  souls, 

M.ule  ti>  salvation  wise!'*. 


John  Kent,  author  of  this  h\'mn.  was  a 
shipwright.  N>rn  at  Bideford.  De%'onshirc, 
Knviland.  December.  1766.  and  died  No\'em- 
Wv  \>.  1S4;.  Naturally  his  occupation  pre- 
citidc'd  the  possibility  of  much  study  or  self- 
culture,  but  we  Ie.im  that  he  was  alu'a\'S 
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ihoujj^htful  and  earnest,  a  thorough  Christian, 
and  fond  of  books.  He  began  to  write  verse 
while  but  a  lad,  and  in  1803,  when  his  Collec- 
//on  of  ( )rti^inal  Gospel  Hymns  was  published, 
it  contained  nearly  three  hundred  of  his 
poems.  All  his  work  is  characterized  by 
simplicity  and  directness,  and  his  pieces  are 
in  constant  use  in  the  churches  of  Great 
ISritain  and  America.  The  one  before  us 
bears  date,  1803. 


Adoption.  S.  M. 

Bkhoi.d!  what  wondrous  grace 

The  Father  has  bestowed 
On  sinners  of  a  mortal  race. 

To  call  thenj  st)ns  of  (iod  ! 

2  Nor  doih  it  yet  appear 

How  Kreat  we  must  be  made; 
But  when  we  see  our  Saviour  here, 
We  shall  be  like  our  Head. 

3  \  hope  so  much  divine 
May  trials  well  endure, 

May  purf^e  our  souls  from  sense  and  sin, 
As  Christ  the  Lord  is  pure. 

4  If  in  my  Father's  love 
I  share  a  filial  part, 

Send  down  thy  Spirit,  like  a  dove, 
To  rest  uj>on  my  heart. 

5  We  would  no  longer  lie 

Like  slaves  beneath  the  throne  ; 
Our  faith  shall  Abba,  Father,  cry. 
And  thou  the  kindred  own. 

One  of  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  most  familiar  com- 
positions. It  is  given  in  his  Works  at  the 
close  of  a  sermon  on  I.  John  3:1,  associated 
with  Oalatians  4:6.  In  his  Hymns  it  is  No. 
64  of  Book  I.  It  needs  no  comment  beyond 
the  choicely  worded  statement  of  the  old 
Westminster  standard:  "All  thoSe  that  are 
justified,  God  vouchsafeth,  in  and  for  his  only 
.Son  Jesus  Christ,  to  make  partakers  of  the 
grace  of  adoption  :  by  which  they  are  taken 
into  the  number  and  enjoy  the  liberties  and 
privileges  of  the  children  of  God  ;  have  his 
name  put  upon  them  ;  receive  the  Spirit  of 
adoption ;  have  access  to  the  throne  of  grace 
with  boldness ;  are  enabled  to  crv,  Abba,  Fa- 
ther :  are  pitied,  protected,  provfded  for  and 
chastened  by  him  as  by  a  father,  yet  never 
cast  olf,  but  sealed  to  the  day  of  redemption, 
and  inherit  the  promises,  as  heirs  of  everlast- 
ing salvation." 


Peace. 

Thoc  very  present  Aid 

In  suflering  and  distress, 
The  mind  which  still  on  thee  is  stayed 

Is  kept  in  perfect  peace. 

2  The  soul  by  faith  rei  lined 
On  the  Rcdecnitr's  breast, 

'Mid  raging  storms  exults  to  find 
An  everlastin)4  rt-sl. 

3  Sorrow  and  fear  are  gone 
Whene'er  thy  Ja*  e  a|)pears  ; 

It  stills  the  sighitiv.'  orphan's  moan. 
And  dries  the  widow's  teap^. 


S.  M. 


4  Jesus,  to  whom  I  fly, 
Doth  all  my  wishes  fill ; 

What  though  created  streams  are  dr>'  ? 
I  have  the  fountain  still. 

5  Stripped  of  each  earthly  friend, 
1  fincf  them  all  in  One, 

And  peace  and  joy  which  never  end, 
And  heaven,  in  Christ,  alone. 

This  poem,  by  Rev.  Charles  Wesley,  first 
appeared  in  Hymns  and  Sacred  Potms,  1749. 
It  is  one  of  several  pieces  entitled  **  Hymns 
for  Widows,"  and  it  expresses  the  unwaver- 
ing tranquillity  in  which  a  mind  stayed  on 
Christ  will  rejoice,  even  in  the  time  of  great 
afflictions.  It  is  interesting,  in  this  connec- 
tion, to  read  what  Rev.  John  Wesley  said  of 
his  brother's  hvmn.  **  If  it  please  Ciod  to 
continue  the  life  of  any  of  his  servants,  he 
will  suspend  any  law  of  nature;  the  stone 
shall  not  fall ;  the  fire  shall  not  burn ;  the 
floods  shall  not  flow ;  or  he  will  give  his 
angels  charge,  and  in  their  hands  shall  they 
bear  him  up,  through  and  above  all  dangers !" 
We  are  not  only  forbidden  to  take  anxious 
thought  for  the  morrow,  we  are  to  leave  that 
care  to  God,  and  be  grateful  to  him  for  his 
mercy  in  the  past  and  his  promise  for  the 
future.  **  Be  careful  for  nothing  "  is  the  en- 
couraging admonition  of  inspired  Scripture; 
**  but  in  everything  by  prayer  and  supplica- 
tion, with  thanksgiving,  let  your  requests  be 
made  known  unto  God."  It  is  only  a  mere 
brute's  heart  which  rests  satisfied  with  the 
acorns  that  feed  its  gluttony,  with  never  a 
grateful  look  upward  into  the  ^ranches  of  the 
generous  oak  from  which  they  drop.  One 
motto  will  in  almost  all  cases  bring  cheer  and 
comfort  to  believing  hearts  in  this  world  of 
worry  and  complaining :  **  Count  up  your 
mercies." 


"  My  springs  in  theer  L.  M. 

Fountain  of  grace,  rich,  full,  and  free, 
What  neetl  I  that  is  not  in  thee? 
Full  pardon,  strength  to  meet  the  day. 
And  peace  which  none  can  take  away. 

3  Doth  sickness  fill  my  hc&rt  with  fear, 
'T  is  sweet  to  know  that  thou  art  near ; 
Am  I  with  dread  of  ju«^ice  tried. 
'T  is  sweet  to  know  that  Christ  hath  died. 

X  In  life,  thv  promises  of  aid 
•    Forbid  my  heart  to  be  afraid ; 

In  death,  "fieace  gently  vails  the  cye» — 
Christ  rose,  and  1  shall  surely  rise. 

This  hymn,  credited  to  Rev. 'James  Edmes- 
ton,  is  not  noticed  by  Samuel  \V.  Duffield  at 
all ;  nor  does  it  appear  in  the  Dictionary  of 
Hymnology.  The  compiler  of  Laudrs  Domini 
found  it,  many  years  ago.  in  the  Plymouth 
Collection,  and  thought  it  ver>'  beautiful.  The 
sentiment  of  it  is  as  cheering  as  it  is  essen- 
tially Christian.  We  hear  it  said  over  and 
over  that  piety   is  a   most  .suspicious  and 


3^8 

doubtful  gift,  for  it  keeps  one  always  thinking 
of  death,  and  dolefully  walking  among  tomb- 
stones. Alas,  for  die  candor  and  honesty  of 
an  objection  like  this  upon  the  lips  of  a  poor 
world  that  is  dying— dying,  and  knows  it  in 
every  fiber  of  its  being,  and  never  for  one 
moment  fan  relieve  itself  of  its  inveterate 
shudder!  Habiliments  of  mourning  are  ac- 
tually in  or  out  of  fashion.  We  saw  that  on 
a  sign  in  the  street.  Cerements  and  coffins, 
as  well  as  gravestones  and  shrouds,  are  sold 
publicly  on  the  avenues.  Caskets  for  children, 
biers  for  trains  on  foot,  black  carriages  for 
first-class  funerals,  self- sealing,  lead-lined 
boxes  for  transport,  all  are  duly  advertised 
at  regular  competition  charges.  Nay,  more ; 
coffins  and  shrouds  are  kept  on  sale  ready- 
made,  with  a  kind  of  horrible  anticipation  of 
some  one's  ultimate  need,  to  save  the  under- 
taker from  failure  in  business!  And  yet  a 
ribald  world  reproaches  piety  with  making 
people  think  of  death  I  What  is  the  world 
Itself  thinking  of,  we  should  like  to  know  ? 

Religion,  ineanwhile.  stands  on  the  comers 
of  the  streets  where  the  funerals  are  passing 
by.  urges  up  close  upon  the  brink  of  the 
grave  when  the  coffin  is  lowered,  comes  back 
to  the  broken  home  of  the  mourner,  every- 
where singing  with  cheerful  heart :  "  Christ 
rose,  and  I  shall  surely  rise!"  Piety  does 
make  one  think  of  death,  but  only  by  remind- 
ing us  of  death's  Destroyer,  by  recounting 
how  Imnianuel  broke  the  iron  of  the  grave 
asunder.  The  gospel  opens  the  great  doors 
of  the  future.  It  bids  us  look  out  of  the 
night  into  the  light.  It  joins  us  to  the  good 
and  the  holy.  It  tells  us  where  are  the 
friends  we  have  buried.  !t  assures  us  we 
shall  meet  thcni  again,  and  shall  know  them 
as  before,  and  shall  evermore  abide  with 
them  in  the  unbroken  home. 
858  PtH,  is  fo.  rv^Y  miu!^-  L.  M. 
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•fi-.fixi-.l..inl.iii,;aliniala; 
Tliat  H.inlwhk'hhuilllh 


happiness  and  faith  ir 
up  in  Christ's  promise  never  to  fors^c 
one  that  should  lead  us  to  cultivate  a  ( 
minate  hopefulness.  There  is  not  the 
measure  of  grace  in  a  lackaclasical>n 
choly  of  spintual  life.  It  is  not  even  h 
ity.  We  areall  creatures  of  habit.  W. 
keep  complaining  and  rehearsing  ailtner 
we  become  as  hypochondriac  in  piety 
anything  else.  Greatheart  told  his  I 
Honest  that  Mr.  Fearing  "  had  a  Slou 
Uespond  in  his  mind,  a  slough  that  he 
ried  even'where  with  him."  Surely  tbi 
no  beaut'v  nor  profit  in  this.  Be  die> 
look  for  the  lining  In  the  clouds.  Reme 
every  success.  Forget  failures.  Answe 
plain  question  now :  What  sort  di 
would  it  make  with  you  if  you  prayed 
the  I'salmisi — ■'  I,et  thy  mercy,  O  Loi 
upon  us,  according  as  we  hope  in  thee  T 


Ihis  pie.-e  bv  Miss   . 

\t\x\f   Steele    tirst  ap- 

ar.-<l   in  h.-r  P.>.m^  ■>•< 

Suhjtit^  (  hi.flv  D<- 

tioiuil.    17CJO.  with  liii- 

\\\V  ■Christ  Ihel.ife 

With  the  birthright  of  an  anccstr>-  c 
jiiishcd  and  beloved.  Grace  Webster 
lalt  came  into  this  world.     Her  father. 
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larles  B.  Haddock.  D.  D.,  a  nephew 
ninent  jurist  and  statesman  Daniel 
was  for  thirty-tive  years  in  Dartmouth 
Professor  of  Intellectual  Thilosophy, 
Economy.  Oratory,  and  Belles  Let- 
picture  of  IVofessor  Haddock  shows 
^  resemblance  to  Daniel  Webster, 
men  were  much  toj^^ether  and  their 
p  was  like  that  of  brothers.  Indeed, 
Ued  between  them  a  deep  reciprocal 
/  which   relationship  cannot  always 

hild  of  the  covenant  became  an  en- 
:  and  resolute  child  of  grace  at  the 

of  seventeen,  and  the  ver)'  next  year 
ried  to  Theodore  Hinsdale,  Esq.,  a 
f  distinguished  ability  and  unblem- 
aracter,  who  practised  in  his  profes- 
over  forty  years  in  New  York  City, 
however  in  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.  She  was 
Hanover.  N,  H.,  May  17,  1833.  Her 
husband  was  taken  from  her  by  death 
Since  this  bereavement  she  has  quietly 

Brooklyn   with   her   children.     This 
th  some  others  of  real  merit,  was  first 
1  in  Songs  for  the  Sanctuary,  1865. 
7  Mrs.  Hinsdale  traveled  abroad  and 

much  food  for  thought  and  new  in- 
s.     .Some  of  her  earliest  productions 

in  Scribners  Magazine,  when  it 
wn  as  Hours  at  Home.  For  more 
ntv  years  she  has  been  a  contributor, 
)  religious  journals,  such  as  the  Bos- 
jregationa/ist,  the  Independent,  the 

Si/ioo/    Times,    and    the    Christian 

These  contributions  have  generally 
he  form  of  versos ;  but  as  a  writer  of 
itches,  expounding  some  Bible  truth, 
ed  words  of  advice  or  comfort,  she  is 
L^essful.  .She  is  the  author  also  of  two 
\)m/ng  to  the  King,  and  Thinking 
published  by  A.  I).  F.  Randolph  & 
V  York,  and  afterward  republished  in 
by  Strahan.  It  is  as  a  contributor  to 
\  of  a  devotional  character  that  Mrs. 
'  is  l)est  known.  Her  hymns  are  char- 
I  by  a  depth  of  earnestness,  a  truly  re- 
lotive  distinguishing  them  from  much 
rature  of  hvninodv  born  within  the 
years. 


3  I  gIor>*  in  infirmity, 
Tl 


II.  C01 .  12:9. 

Lkt  nif  hul  hear  my  Saviour  say, 
"  Slri-iitjlh  shall  In-  iMjual  t<>  tliy  day  ;" 
Then  I  reioitc  in  dtcp  distress. 
Leatiin>;  «)ri  all-suftieieiit  j^race. 

2  I  rati  do  all  Ihiiij^s  -or  tan  hear 
All  sufTeriiifij,  it  tin   Lord  l)e  there; 
Sweel  uleasurrs  miniile  with  the  pains, 
While  ne  my  sinkuiL:  head  sustains. 


L.  M. 


'hat Christ's  own  power  may  rest  on  me: 
When  I  am  weak,  then  am  1  strong; 
Grace  is  my  shield,  and  Christ  my  song. 

The  whole  story  of  the  apostle  Paul's  *•  thorn 
in  the  flesh"  is  in  this  little  hymn.  It  is  No. 
15  of  Book  1.  Dr.  Isaac  Watts  annexed  it  to 
a  sermon  on  II.  Corinthians  12 : 7-10,  calling 
it,  "  Our  own  Weakness,  and  Christ  our 
Strenph."  Of  course  there  have  always  been 
questions  concerning  this  passage.  Begin 
with  the  fact  that  Paul  had  a  great  trouble, 
some  physical  distemper  or  disability,  which 
he  prayed  might  be  removed.  But  he  received 
in  reply  to  his  petitions  the  assurance  that 
more  grace  would  come  to  him  to  bear  it,  but 
he  must  expect  its  continuance.  Our  curiosity 
is  piqued  to  know  what  this  infliction  was; 
but  only  hints  are  given  us  to  guess  by.  He 
seems  to  have  written  his  epistles  always  by 
the  assistance  of  another;  yet  he  generally 
adds  a  sort  of  subscription  or  indorsement  of 
his  own  :  "  The  salutation  of  Paul  with  mine 
own  hand,  which  is  the  token  in  every  epistle  : 
so  I  write."  See  II.  Thess,  3: 17.  This  in- 
timates that  the  act  of  making  manuscript 
was  for  some  reason  hard  to  him.  In  the 
Epistle  to  the  Galatians  (4:13-15)  he  actually 
thanks  his  friends  for  the  forbearance  they 
have  shown  him.  "Ye  know  how  througn 
infirmity  of  the  flesh  I  preached  the  gospel 
unto  you  at  the  first.  And  mv  temptation 
which  was  in  my  flesh  ye  despised  not,  nor 
rejected  ;  but  received  me  as  an  angel  of  God, 
even  as  Christ  Jesus.  Where  is  then  the  bles- 
sedness ye  spake  of  ?  for  I  bear  you  record 
that,  if  it  had  been  possible,  ye  wimld  have 
plucked  out  your  own  eyes  and  have  given 
them  to  me."  Then  at  the  close  (6:  ii)  he 
adds,  **  Ye  see  how  large  a  letter  I  have  writ- 
ten unto  you  with  mine  own  hand."  In  the 
Greek  this  reads  thus  :  **  with  what  large  let- 
ters." And  the  intimation  is  that  when  he 
put  his  own  hand  to  paper  he  was  obliged  to 
scrawl  with  big  characters  so  as  to  see  them 
easily.  And  now  add  to  this  the  fact  that  in 
the  Acts  and  all  through  the  Epistles  the 
Apostle  Paul  is  represented  invariably  as  un- 
der some  sort  of  escort  whenever  he  is  on  his 
journeys,  and  that  at  last  Luke  the  physician 
seems  to  be  his  constant  companion,  and  you 
have  all  there  is  to  make  out  the  case. 

861  77k/»  infinite  Gad,  our  Father.  lis,  los. 

Hoi.v  and  infinite !  viewless  !  eternal ! 

Vailed  in  the  glor>'  that  none  can  sustain. 
None  comprehendeth  thy  beinfc  supernal. 

Nor  can  the  heaven  of  heavens  contain. 

a  Holy  and  infinite!  limitless,  boundless. 

All  thy  perfections,  an<l  powers,  aiul  praise ! 
Ocean  of  myster>- !  awful  and  soundless 

All  thine  unsearchable  judgments  and  wa>*s  I 
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3  Kins  of  eternity !  what  revelation 
Could  the  created  and  finite  sustain, 

But  for  thy  marvelous  manifestation, 
Godhead  incarnate  in  weakness  and  pain  ! 

4  Therefore  archangels  and  aneels  adore  thee. 
Cherubim  wonder,  and  seraphs  admire : 

Therefore  we  praise  thee,  rejoicing  l)efore  thee, 
Joining  in  rapture  the  heavenly  choir. 

5  (tlorious  in  holiness,  fearful  in  praises. 

Who  shall  not  fear  thee,  and  who  shall  not  laud  ? 
Anthems  of  jflor>-  thy  universe  raises. 
Holy  and  infinite !   Father  and  God  ! 

This  hymn,  written  in  1872,  and  published 
in  Under  the  Surface,  1874,  well  represents 
one  of  the  early  phases  of  .\iiss  Frances  Rid- 
ley Havergal's  experience.  She  seems  to 
have  had,  even  from  her  childhood,  deep  reli- 
j^ious  impressions,  but  she  could  fix  no  date 
for  any  positive  conversion.  All  this  time 
her  Maker  seemed  to  her  only  a  "King  of 
Eternity — vailed  in  the  j^lor\-  that  none  can 
sustain."  She  records  in  her  autobiography 
this  mood  of  mind  thus :  "  1  know  1  did  not 
love  God  at  this  time ;  the  ver>'  thought  of 
him  frightened  me ;  but  sometimes  a  feeling 
not  unlike  love  would  make  me  go  to  sleep 
with  a  wet  pillow.  It  would  often  be  thus. 
Going  to  bed  I  would  determine  I  would  try 
to  think  about  ( lod.  hard  as  it  was ;  and  after 
1  lay  down,  as  my  thoughts  did  not  flow  at 
all  naturally  heavenward  any  more  than  wa- 
ter flows  upward,  I  forced  them  into  a  defi- 
nite channel  by  a  half-whisper.  '  How  good 
it  was  of  God  to  send  Jesus  to  die !'  was  my 
usual  beginning,  while  I  by  no  means  felt  or 
believed  that  wonderful  goodness.  Never- 
theless it  usually  ended  in  my  cr^'ing  most 
heartily  because  I  was  so  bad  and  he  was  so 
good,  and  because  I  did  not  and  could  not 
love  him  when  he  even  died  for  sinners." 
The  dav  came  when  she  learned  to  see  the 
*•  Godhead  incarnate  in  weakness  and  pain  " 
and  know  what  it  meant. 


"^ All  th inn s  ate  out .\y 


IIS,  IDS. 


All  tilings  an*  ours  ;  how  ahund.iTit  ihc  trca»iure, 
All  richt*>  whit  li  liwixcri  or  earth  laii  atfor<l  I 

Oh,  may  <»ur  thanks,  likf  his  Kracr.  wiihoui  nu-asure, 
Alxiund  10  iht'  \i,\in\  and  praise  t>i  our  Lord  I 

2  All  ihinvis  arc  ours;  be  il  sic  kiicss  or  lieiiling, 
'T  is  orderiMl  alike  for  our  ititinite  ^immI  ; 

DrierniiniHl  hv  grace,  an<l  t"r  ever  revealing 

Thistrulh.  thai  we  l»»ve  aiul  are  lovetl  of  our  (kkI. 

T,  .\\\  lhini;s  are  ours;  thoujL;!!  the  ImmIv  may  |K'rish, 
We  taint  not  t»)  feel  il  last  waNiinv;  awav; 

The  soul  ils  bright  visions  o1  )^;l<>rN  will  eherish. 
And  strengthen  in  bi»litiess  <lav  alter  da\. 

4  All  things  are  ours  ;  yea,  the  present  atflietion. 
Though  now  through  the  i^iKMnn  <if  mortality  viewed  ; 

For  soon  shall  we  join  in  the  blisstul  n«nvi«'tion 
That  thus  it  \%as  g«H)d  to  be  tried  arul  subdued. 

5  All  things  are  ours;  thn)'  the  Saviour's  jjreat  merit. 
The  sliameol  his  cross,  whii  h  must  neisls  Ik*  our  own. 

Will  brighten  the  glor>-  that  t  in  les  the  spirit. 
And  spiirkles  like  g«*ms  in  our  heavenU  crown. 


From  Hyffins  and  Sacred  Poetry,  1861. 
published  by  Rev.  James  Holme  and  his  bn*- 
ther,  Rev.  T.  Holme,  this  piece  is  taken.  It 
was  written  bv  the  former,  who  entitled  it 
*'  P'or  Time  of  Sickness."  The  author  was 
bom  in  Orton,  Westmoreland,  Englaui 
March  12,  1801.  He  studied  at  Caius  Col- 
lege, Cambridge,  graduating  in  1825.  His 
ordination,  which  took  place  that  same  y«r. 
was  followed  by  his  appointment  to  the  in- 
cumbency of  Low  Harrowgate.  Afterward 
he  became  vicar  of  Kirkleatham,  and  of  Kol- 
ton,  near  Bradford.     He  died  in  1882. 


Thanks  for  all,  CM- 

0  THOU,  whose  bounty  fills  my  cup 
With  every  blessing  meet ! 

1  give  thee  tnanlcs  for  every  drop— 
The  bitter  and  the  sweet. 

a  I  praise  thee  for  the  desert  road, 

And  for  the  river-side ; 
For  all  thy  goodness  hath  bestowed. 

And  all  thy  grace  denied. 

3  I  thank  thee  for  both  smile  and  frown, 
And  for  the  gain  and  loss ; 

I  praise  thee  for  the  future  crown, 
And  for  the  present  cross. 

4  I  thank  thee  for  the  wing  of  love 
Which  stirred  my  worldly  nest. 

And  for  the  stormy  clouds  which  drove 
The  flatterer  to  thy  breast. 

5  I  bless  thee  for  the  ^lad  increase, 
And  for  the  waning  joy ; 

And  for  this  strange,  this  settled  peace. 
Which  nothing  can  destroy. 

This  poem  by  Mrs.  Jane  Crewdson  ** 
written  in  1 860,  and  has  since  been  used  in 
many  collections.  It  expresses  very  beauti- 
fully the  strange  and  yet  common  experience 
of  the  Christian  soul,  that  trouble  is  often 
only  a  blessing  in  disguise,  and  that  it  some- 
times opens  sources  of  joy  which  were  new 
to  us.  It  was  one  of  the  incidents  in  the 
Crimean  war  that  a  soldier  lay  famishiDj^ 
with  thirst,  and  complaining  bitterly,  as  a 
cannon-ball  tore  past  him,  that  he  was  siiD 
left  under  tire.  Meantime  the  missile  of  iron 
buried  itself  in  the  cliff -side  behind  him. 
splintered  the  rock,  disclosed  a  spring,  an^ 
sent  close  to  his  hot  lips  a  full  stream  ti 
water  for  his  refreshment.  Most  of  us  ha\: 
watched  almost  breathlessly  as  some  tremen- 
dous providence  shattered  hope  or  health.  0: 
comfort  or  home,  and  yet  found  we  were  stiH 
alive  afterwards,  and  indeed  surrounded  with 
blessings  of  which  we  never  knew  the  exist- 
enie  before,  and  never  felt  the  power  liD 
now. 

Hertoiftrt,  s.  M. 

Along  my  earthly  way 
How  many  clouds  are  spread  1 

Darkness,  with  scarce  one  cheerful  ray. 
Seems  gtthering  o'er  m>-  head. 


DISCIPLINE   AND   SORROW. 


2  Yet,  Father,  thou  art  Love; 
Oh,  hide  not  from  my  view  ! 

But  when  I  look,  in  prayer,  above. 
Appear  in  mercy  through. 

3  My  pathway  is  not  hid  ; 
Thou  knowest  all  my  nee<I  ; 

And  I  would  do  as  Israel  did — 
Follow  where  thou  wilt  lead. 

4  Lead  me,  and  then  my  feet 
Shall  never,  never  stray  ; 

But  safely  I  shall  reach  the  seat 
Of  happiness  and  day. 

5  And,  oh  !  from  that  bright  throne 
I  shall  look  back  and  see — 

The  path  I  went,  and  that  alone. 
Was  the  right  path  for  me. 

les  Edmeston  published  this  h>TTin  in 
acred  Lyrics,  1822,  Third  Series.  He 
id  it  "  Anxiety."  The  concluding^  stanza, 
/er,  better  voices  the  sentiment  of  the 
!  piece.  It  makes  us  think  of  the  tri- 
ant  words  of  Joshua  in  his  farewell 
ss  to  the  people  he  had  led  across  the 
n  into  peace,  Joshua  23:  14:  "And, 
d,  this  day  1  am  goinj^  the  way  of  all 
irth  :  and  ye  know  in  all  your  hearts  and 

your   souls,  that  not  one  thing  hath 

of  all  the  good  things  which  the  Lord 

7»od  spake  concerning  you  ;  all  are  come 

ss  unto  you,  and  not  one  thing  hath 

thereof."  Perhaps  the  finest  thing  in 
)us  literature  is  the  quaint  passage  in 
itns  Pr Digress  which  tells  the  story  of 
•aiting  ones  by  the  stream  of  Death, 
receiving  summons  in  turn,  taking  his 
;n,"  and  then  making  preparation  for  the 
ture.  *•  When  Mr.  Standfast  had  thus 
ings  in  order,  and  the  time  being  come 
m  to  haste  away,  he  also  went  down  to 
ver.  Now  there  was  a  great  calm  at 
ime  in  the  river;  wherefore  Mr.  Stand- 
,vhen  he  was  about  half  way  in,  stood 
»  and  talked  to  his  companions  that  had 
i  upon  him  thither.  And  he  said  :  '  This 
has  been  a  terror  to  many ;  yea,  the 
hts  of  it  also  have  often  frightened  me : 
ow  methinks  I  stand  easy ;  my  foot  is 
upon  that  on  which  the  feet  of  the 
s   that    bare   the   ark  of   the    covenant 

while  Israel  went  over  Jordan.  The 
s  are  indeed  to  the  palate  bitter,  and  to 
Dmach  cold ;  yet  the  thoughts  of  what  I 
Ding  to.  and  of  the  convoy  that  await 
I  the  other  side,  lit'  as  a  glowing  coal  at 
rart.  I  see  myself  now  at  the  end  of 
urney  ;  my  toilsome  days  are  ended.  I 
ing  to  see  that  head  which  was  crowned 
horns,  and  that  face  which  was  spit 
for  me.  I  have  formerly  lived  by  hear- 
nd  faith  :  but  now  I  go  where  I  shall 
,'  ^ight,  and  shall  be  with  him  in  whose 
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company  I  delight  myself.  I  have  loved  to 
hear  my  Lord  spoken  of;  and  wherever  I 
have  seen  the  print  of  his  shoe  in  the  earth, 
there  I  have  coveted  to  set  my  foot,  too.  His 
name  has  been  to  me  a  civet-box :  yea, 
sweeter  than  all  perfumes.  His  voice  has 
been  to  me  most  sweet ;  and  his  countenance 
I  have  more  desired  than  they  that  have 
most  desired  the  light  of  the  sun.  His  words 
I  did  use  to  gather  for  my  food,  and  for  anti- 
dotes against  my  faintings.  He  has  held  me, 
and  hath  kept  me  from  mine  iniquities ;  yea, 
my  steps  have  been  strengthened  in  his 
way.'  " 

865  ' '  ^<'  ^'Oik  by  faith:'  S.  M . 

If,  through  unruffled  seas, 
Toward  heaven  we  calmly  sail. 

With  grateful  hearts,  O  God,  to  thee, 
We  ni  own  the  favoring  gale. 

2  But  should  the  surges  rise, 
And  rest  delay  to  come. 

Blest  be  the  sorrow — kind  the  storm — 
Which  drives  us  nearer  home. 

3  Soon  shall  our  doubts  and  fears 
All  yield  to  thy  control ; 

Thv  tender  mercies  shall  illume 
The  midnight  of  the  soul. 

4  Teach  us,  in  every  state, 
To  make  thy  will  our  own  : 

And  when  the  Joys  of  sense  depart, 
To  live  by  feith  alone. 

This  hymn  is  made  from  the  same  poem 
as  that  beginning,  "  Your  harps,  ye  trembling 
saints,"  by  Rev.  Augustus  M.  Toplady.  The 
entire  piece,  consisting  of  sixteen  stanzas, 
can  be  found  in  Sir  Roundell  Palmer's  Rook 
of  Praise,  page  435.  The  first  which  is 
used  here  in  Laudes  Domini  has  been  alto- 
gether prepared  by  another  hand,  but  the 
other  verses  have  been  modified  and  altered 
until  they  form  this  fine  and  useful  lyric. 

The  fishermen's  wives,  on  the  shores  of  the 
Adriatic,  are  wont  to  go  down  on  the  beach, 
especially  when  the  chime  of  vespers  strikes 
and  the  night  promises  to  be  tumultuous  or 
unusually  dark,  and  there  lift  up  their  voices, 
as  only  Italian  women  know  how.  singing 
some  sweet  little  barcarolle,  with  a  long  lin- 
gering note  for  a  refrain  at  the  end  of  each  verse. 
When  this  last  beautiful  swell  of  harmony 
has  got  well  started  out  over  the  waves,  they 
suddenly  pause,  and  alertly  listen  for  a  re- 
sponse. If  it  be  possible  to  communicate, 
their  husbands  and  brothers,  far  out  of  sight, 
send  back  the  song.  And  in  it  comes — beat- 
ing across  the  crested  surface  of  the  sea. 
softened  by  the  distance  and  mellowed  by 
the  night.  Then  they  Icnow  all  is  safe,  and 
retire  contented  to  tneir  work,  in  hope  of  a 
sure   meeting  of  their    home-friends  before 
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lon^.  Now,  wc  cann^K  say  that  those  who 
havt  left  us  here,  and  have  sail  jd  out  on  that 
mysterious  main  ail  around  this  living  world, 
do  even  attempt  to et ho  our  music  back  again. 
Hut  wt  arc  sure  they  hear  what  we  sing,  in 
faith  and  love,  in  praise  of  their  Redeemer 
and  ours.  .At  any  rate,  it  is  a  fine  thing  to 
think  of  them  when  the  years  strike  their 
evening  chime.  And  we  know  there  will  be 
on*:  rjav.  when  «:ertainlv  we  shall  hear  from 
them,  when  the  q'jirk  and  the  dead  shall  be 
<  au'.^nt  up  t'/gether.  And  that  dear  day  may 
dawn  even  while  we  are  singing. 


Kindnf.'.i  /I'/'w  tn  afflittion.  S.  M. 

H'jW  ltfid«.-r  \s  lh>  haiKl. 

O  lh«»u  \t*zVt\K*\\,ttu\ ' 
Afili<  ti'ifis  I  oim- at  tii>  iMttimarKl. 

.\ml  lca\  -  u»  at  th\  word. 

2  How  Ktiitic  was  the  hkI 
That  I  ha'>teric<l  us  for  siii '. 

H'jw  si-,ii  \str  found  a  smihnx  ^'od. 
Whcrt:  deep  distress  had  In-tn  I 

3  A  Fath«:r's  hand  wc  felt, 

A  Father'^  heart  we  knew  : 
With  tears  of  )H-iiiten<  e  we  knelt, 
And  touiid  his  word  was  true. 

4  We  told  him  all  our  jfrief. 
We  thought  ol  Jesus"  lo\e; 

A  sense  of  |»ardon  hrouxht  relief, 
.\nd  iKide  <*ur  jains  remi»ve. 

5  Now  we  will  Mess  the  Lor<l, 
And  in  his  strenK:th  tonfide  ; 

For  e\er  1m:  his  nanje  adore<l ; 
For  there  is  rmne  In-sijle. 


Tills  hymn,  from  tht*  Mother  s  Hymn 
/.'  '//'.  18^4.  was  written  by  the  venerable  and 
<•>:  flk-nt  Thomas  Hastin'js,  by  whom  the 
V  isjc  of  th(r  .\nitTi<an  rhunhtrs  has  for  so 
miny  years  Inrcn  t-nriched.  It  tourhes  upon 
a  Scripture  tivjiire  of  speeeh  so  deftly  that  not 
all,  possibly,  may  noti<e  the  allusion.  In  the 
s.'iine  e.xquisitely  dear  passage  r)f  the  Word 
v  hieh  wc  have  leanie<l  so  lovingly  and  so 
often  to  (juote.  "  A  bruised  reed  shall  he  not 
bn-ak.  and  tlie  snioking  tla.x  shall  he  not 
(jueiv  h."  llierr  is  found  a  figure  of  spee<*h  so 
wondrniivsiy  iK-autiful  that  we  ought  always  to 
n-jxat  it  in  the  conncetion  :  '*  l.the  Lord,  have 
eallrd  thee  in  righteousness,  and  will  hold 
th/fir  hiifui."  Just  as  a  ehild.  who  is  going 
out  into  tin-  dark  it  clreads.  or  is  bra«"ing  itself 
uj)  for  pain  wlii<h  it  lias  to  undergo,  says, 
"  Tather.  hold  my  hand."  so  here  the  manliest 
believ<T  is  permitted  to  eiK'ourage  his  faith 
by  a  new  grasp  of  his  omnipotent  Helper's 
hand. 

How  mu<h  wiser  in  this  experien<*e  was 
Jonathan  once  than  David.  David  had  l>ecn 
told  that   he  was   ehosen  of  (Wxl;  but  Saul 


was  so  hard  upon  him  that  he  became  demor- 
alized. He  exclaimed.  "  I  shall  now  perisk 
one  day  by  the  hand  of  Saul !"  No.  be  would 
not :  why.  he  was  already  anointed  to  be  kii^ 
after  Saul  should  be  dead.  But  he  fled  iisc 
the  wilderness.  "  Then  Jonathan,  Saul's  sot. 
arr>se.  and  went  to  Da\'id  into  the  wood,  and 
strengthendi  his  hand  in  God  J*  He  took,  as 
it  were,  the  hand  that  was  flving  looselr 
around  groping  after  help,  and  laid  it  back  is 
the  clasp  it  had  lost ;  for  this  is  all  he  had 
to  say :  **  Fear  not :  for  the  hand  of  Saul  mj 
father  shall  not  rind  thee;  and  thou  shah  be 
king  over  Israel,  and  I  shall  be  next  unto 
thee  :  and  that  also  Saul  my  father  knontth." 


Psalm  103.  S.M. 

Mv  '«4>ul.  repeat  his  praise. 

Whu^c  n-.v-Tv  ics  are  so  f^reat  : 
Wh(»sv  aiit^t-r  is  so  slow  to  ris«. 

So  ready  to  abate. 

3  Go<i  will  not  always  chide : 

Ami  \»h«.ii  his  strokes  arc  felt. 
His  strokes  are  feMi'er  than  our  crimes. 

And  lighter  than  oar  guilt. 

3  The  pity  of  the  Lord 

To  tnt»s*.*  that  fv-ar  his  name. 
Is  such  as  tender  parents  feel ; 
He  knows imr  (eehic  frame. 

4  Our  days  arc  as  the  Krass, 

( )r  like  the  mominK  flower  ; 
If  one  shar|>  blast  sweep  o'er  the  field. 
It  withers  in  an  hour. 

5  But  th%-  compassions.  Lord, 
T<»  cnrlless years  endure; 

And  children's  children  e\'er  find 
Thy  words  of  promise  sure. 


This  is  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  version  of  Psalm 
103,  Second  Part,  S.  M.  It  consists  of  eight 
stanzas,  and  is  entitled,  "  Abounding  Com- 
passion of  Ciod ;  or,  Mercy  in  the  Midst  of 
Judgment."  It  is  related  concemine  the 
family  life  of  Rev.  John  Angell  James  that  it 
was  his  custom  to  read  Psalm  103  alwap 
at  prayers  on  Saturday  night.  But  his  wife 
died,  and  the  Sabbath  drew  nigh  while  she 
lay  dead  in  the  house.  The  members  of  the 
stricken  household  gathered  in  the  twilight; 
some  of  them  wondered  whether  this  old  sonj; 
of  the  temple,  fairly  ringing  and  \ibrant  with 
thanksgiving,  would  be  pven  out  now  while 
the  shadows  were  hanging  so  deeply  o\'cr- 
head.  lUit  the  faithful  serx'ant  of  God  siir- 
])ly  turned  to  the  familiar  place  and  said 
gently :  "  No  reason  do  I  see  why  wc  should 
change  our  cu.stom  to-night ;  let  us  read  our 
usual  Psalm."  Whoever  casts  his  eye  alonj; 
the  verses  will  tind  that  there  are  ereat  sweet 
words  there,  in  the  very  midst  of  the  praises. 
for  those  whom  '*  the  Lord  pitieth." 
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hardness,  to  wean  us  from  this  world  and  tit 
us  for  another  where  no  more  of  it  will  be 
needed.     We  do  not  always  find  this  out  be- 


Thou'ha«  bowed  ll'iedyinir  head; 
Thou  Ihe  blood  of  life  hast  ihed ; 
il  filled  a 


ifl^up. 


There  is  help  even  in  this  discovery.  But 
there  is  more  help  in  the  comfort  which  fol- 
lows. Just  to  be  in  the  companionship  of 
God  is  wonderfully  reassuring.  ■'  The  name 
of  the  Lord  is  a  strong  lower ;  the  righteous 
runneth  into  it.  and  is  safe,"  It  is  not  easy 
to  explain  the  untold  comfort  there  is  in  the 
mere  repose  of  the  soul  which  he  experiences 
who  rests  in  God.  Even  Saint  Paul  had  to 
say  it  "passeth  knowledge."  And  all  David 
had  to  say  was  that  he  was  satistied. 

We  once  saw  a  frightened  child  out  in  a 
thunder-storm,  caught  in  the  full  sight  of  his 
home.  He  ran  with  trembling  footsteps  to- 
wards the  door.  On  the  very  threshold  he 
was  arrested  with  horror  and  alarm.  There 
sat  his  mother  in  full  view ;  could  he  reach 
her  he  was  safe.  But  a  more  blinding  flash, 
accompanied  with  a  peal  which  seemed  to 
tear  the  very  heavens  into  banners,  transfixed 
him  with  terror  and  rooted  him  speechless 
on  the  spot.  But  one  word  from  those  be- 
loved lips  dissolved  the  spell.  One  more  step 
and  his  face  was  buried  on  the  bosom  he 
knew  best.  And  then  we  understood,  as 
never  before,  the  inspired  symbol.  "  As  one 
whom  his  mother  comforteih,  so  will  I  com- 
fort you,  saiththe  Lord." 
SOS  Looti-r  u 


IK  lilt's 


This  poem  by  Rev.  Dr.  Henry  Hart  Mil- 
man  appeared  first  in  Bishop  Heber's  pos- 
thumous Hymns.  1827.  The  portrait  shows 
changes ;  it  was  taken  later  in  life  than  the 
one  previously  given.  The  refrain  has  been 
altered  frequently,  its  original  fonn  being, 
■■  Gracious  -Son  ol  Marj',  hear."  but  the  poem 
itself  is  unchanged.  It  was  written  to  follow 
in  the  service  the  Gospel  which  describes  the 
raising  of  the  widow's  son  at  Nain.  but  it  deals 
only  with  the  death.  It  stands,  however, 
without  a  peer  in  its  presentation  of  Christ's 
human  sympathy  for  sorrow.  Explanation 
of  the  affliction  helps  much.  We  learn  that 
iiur  sorrow  is  not  like  that  of  a  nestless  bird. 
chirping  sadly  for  the  loss  of  her  young — a 
mere  calamity.  It  is  a  disciphne  Intelligently 
sent  to  the  intelligent  creatures  of  God.  It  is 
intended  10  refine  character,  to  inure  us  to 


When  the  wily  lempler-s  near. 
Filling  us  wiih  doubl  and  feai : 
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Soon  in  alory  Ihou  ihatt  come. 
jKus^^henwealliballbe. 


This  is  lalten  from  Rev.  James  George 
Deck's  Hymns  for  Ihe  Poor  of  Iht  Flock, 
1838,     From  tfie  Icmely  castle  of  Machairus 
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came  the  news  that  John  the  Baptist  had  at 
last  sealed  his  work  by  his  martyrdom.  The 
chosen  twelve  hastened  back  in  time  to  re- 
ceive his  mutilated  remains  and  lay  them  in 
the  sepulcher.  The  jjreat  and  shining  light 
of  the  new  dispensation  had  in  one  savage 
moment  of  lust  l>een  put  out  by  the  king  in 
order  to  gratify  the  spite  of  a  wicked  woman 
•and  answer  the  whim  of  a  dancing  girl. 
These  disciples  felt  the  unutterable  gloom 
deepening  around  them.  It  is  plain  that  they 
were  heavily  depressed  in  spirits.  The  rec- 
ord is  exceedingly  affecting  in  its  artless  sim- 
plicity, especially  in  one  verse  which  Matthew 
adds  to  the  narrative  in  Mark  :  "And  his  dis- 
ciples came,  and  took  up  the  body  and  buried 
it.  and  went  and  told  Jesus."  Fitting  and 
beautiful  words  are  these  for  any  bereaved 
Ix^liever  to  remember.  It  is  a  good  thing  for 
a  moumer  to  feel  that  the  heart  of  the  Re- 
deemer we  love  is  tender  and  kind  in  its  hu- 
man invitation.  If  we  are  filial  and  affec- 
tionate, we  may  be  sure  of  a  welcome  when- 
ever, in  any  suffering,  we  just  "  go  and  tell 
Jesus."  It  is  not  without  significance  that 
one  of  our  home  hymns  has  caught  the  senti- 
ment and  set  it  to  music. 

870  Comfott.  7s,  58. 

In  the  dark  and  oloudv  day. 
When  earth's  riches  tfee  away. 
And  the  last  hone  will  not  stay, 
Saviour,  conifort  ine  I 

2  When  the  secret  idol 's  >jone 
That  my  iXK)r  heart  yearne<l  \x\yov\. — 
Desolate.  iK'reft.  alone, 

Saviour,  comfort  me ! 

3  Thou,  who  wast  so  sorely  trietl, 
In  the  darkness  crucificjl. 

Bid  me  in  thv  l<»ve  confide; 
Saviour,  comfort  me  I 

4  Comfort  me :  I  am  cast  down  : 
'T  is  my  hcavcnU  Father's  frown  ; 
I  descrvr  it  all.  I  own  : 

Savi»»ur.  cotnfort  me! 

5  So  it  shall  l»c  vjt)od  for  me 
Mu«  h  aOlictcd  nt>w  to  he. 

If  llioii  will  hut  tenderly. 
S;i\  M>iir.  coinlort  me  I 

\Vc  have  in  ihi^  oiu*  of  (icorge  Rawson's 
hymns  taken  from  ilu*  /.tufs  /{ymn-Book, 
1853.  not  only  his  In-st  <'<)nip()sition  for  real 
use.  but  the  aeknowledgnient  of  a  mood  of 
feelinv;  easily  reeovjnized  by  most  of  (lod's 
children  who  have  ever  been  bereaved  of 
what  ihey  now  discover  to  have  lK*cn  a  veri- 
t.'ible  "  idol  of  their  heart."  They  have  been 
rest  in  V,'  upon  a  human  love,  and  now  are 
simply  desolate.  It  is  of  no  use  to  try  to 
straii^duen  up  into  resistance  and  so  to  brave 
it  out  like  a  Stoic.  It  is  evident  that,  if  their 
religion  is  w(»rth  anything  to  them,  it   must 


show  its  power  of  substitution  just  at  tfe 
moment,  or  they  will  go  to  pieces  under  the 
strain.  Jesus  the  Master  and  Lord  most 
take  the  place  of  the  **  secret  idol."  or  hope 
will  fail.  There  is  a  certain  amount  of  htlp 
in  human  courage,  cool  temperament,  and 
dauntless  will.  But  in  times  of  perplexity  like 
this  there  is  no  real  reliance  save  in  di\'ine  in- 
terposition and  (iod's  powerful  aid.  And 
especially  at  the  final  agony,  when  nerves  are 
racked  with  pain,  and  resolution  is  worn  out 
with  watching,  when  usual  fortitude  gi^ts 
way  before  unusual  strain,  neither  one  s  own 
brave  heart  nor  the  sustaining  sympathy  of 
friends  is  enough  to  hold  us  up.  At  the  Ia.«t 
extremity  the  eye  must  be  taught  to  look,  nrt 
within  or  aroimd.  but  aloft.  Such  a  glanof 
(i(Ki  meets  with  reassurance ;  the  Son  of  Cicd 
was  the  son  of  Mar\'.  "A  living  hope."  sa'C 
gtxxl  Hishop  Leighton,  "  lives  in  death  itself; 
the  world  dares  say  no  more  than  Dam  spir^. 
spero ;  but  the  children  of  God  can  add. 
Dum  cxpiro,  spero  y 

87  I  ''For  he  carethr 

Cast  tliy  burden  on  the  Lord, 
Only  lean  u|K)n  Ids  word  ; 
Thou  wilt  soon  have  cause  to  bless 
His  unchanging  faithfulness. . 

a  He  sustains  thee  by  his  hand, 
He  enables  thee  to  to  stand  ; 
Those  whom  Jesus  once  hath  loved, 
From  his  grace  are  never  nio\*ed. 


;»■ 


\, 


Heaven  and  earth  may  pass  awajr, 
yod's  free  grace  shall  not  decay  ; 
He  hath  promised  to  fulfill 
All  the  pleasure  of  his  will. 

4  Jesus  !  guardian  of  thy  flock, 
Be  thyself  our  constant  rork  ; 
Make  us,  by  thy  i)owcrful  hand. 
Firm  as  Zion's  mountain  stand. 

After  being  tos.sed  around  for  many  years, 
this  is  now,  in  the  Dictionary  of  Hymnoicgy, 
1892,  ascribed  to  Kev.  Rowland '  Hill,  and 
traced  to  his  collection  of  Psalms  ami  Hymns, 
chiefly  infefttied  far  Public  IVorshipJ  xy^}. 
The  author  was  a  clergyman  of  the  Chun  h 
of  Kngland.  born  at  Hawkstone,  England. 
August  23,  1744,  educated  at  Shrewsbur>% 
graduated  at  St.  John's  College,  Cambridge. 
1769,  and  admitted  to  Holy  Orders.  But  he 
itinerated  for  twelve  years,  preaching  in  \'a- 
rious  places.  He  opened  the  well-knox^n 
Surrey  Chapel  in  London  in  1783;  there  he 
ministered  nearly  fifty  years.  He  died  April 
II.  I  '^33-  1  his  composition  has  been  much 
altered,  and  appears  in  several  forms.  The 
reference  is  to  Psalm  55  :  22. 

Rowland  Hill  was  eccentric  and  humorous, 
but  he  acted  naturally,  and  it  would  be  dan- 
gerous to  imitate  him.    We  get  the  heart  of 
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b«ter  off  than  the  sinner  at  liberty.  He  com- 
pares the  Christian  to  a  child  gathering  How- 
ers,  but  constantly  wairhing  its  father.  A 
Christian,  he  asserts,  reliecis  Hod's  love  In 
the  world,  as  the  diamond  does  the  sunlight, 
tn  Christ's  ■'  unsearchable  riches  "  he  sees 
more  than  telescopes  can  display  on  earth.  A 
spirit  of  prayer  is  like  a  bird  ready  to  fly.  "  I 
think,"  said  he. "  that  sermon  is  not  north  a 
rush  that  has  not  got  the  Redeemer  m  it." 

872  iow  *"»  -  "■<■'>•  Ts- 


I  Trials  must  and  will  bebll ; 


1  saying.  "  The  best 
of  living  is  to  live  for  others."  He  preached 
extemporaneously,  and  averaged  350  sermons 
a  year  for  sixty-six  years.  He  once  preached 
"  one  and  twenty  sermons  for  one  and  twenty 
meals.  ■     He  th:)ught  a  careful  extemporary' 

Treacher  should  tind  preaching  ■'  his  daily  de- 
ght."  When  told  that  a  sermon  of  his'  had 
gone  from  Dan  to  Iteersheba,  he  replied. 
"  Never  mind,  my  friend,  it  is  all  holy 
ground."  He  once  beyan  a  sermon  by  shout- 
ing "  Matches ! "  and  said  he  felt  that  he  had 
not  labored  to  save  souls  as  laboriously  as  a 
match-seller  under  his  study  window  had  to 


selln 


nstantiy  prayerful  man. 
He  said,  "  I  like  e jar ulatory  prayer :  it  reaches 
heaven  before  the  devil  can  get  a  shot  at  ii." 
Ai  one  time  his  tru.itful  feeling  showed  itself 
to  a  friend  who  heard  him  in  an  undertone  in 
his  chapel,  after  an  exhausting  service,  thus 
soliloquizing  ; 

■•  .\tic1  «hen  1  'ra  lo  die.  Rettive  mt!  I  'II  cry. 
For  J.-SUS  halh  li..-r.l  mr.  I  .aiiiKil  Irll  why ; 
Kilt  [hi.  1 ,1..  Um\,  »,;  i»o  n.c  »>  joined, 
lie  '11  n<4  he  ill  lilorv  and  leave  ne  behind," 

As  to  delii'ering  sermons,  he  said  that  those 
hearint;  a  will  read  would  consider  the  con- 
tents rather  than  the  reader's  manner.  On 
hearini;  scandal,  lie  called  for  a  brush  and 
dust -pan.  and  swept  the  carpet,  saying  "  much 
dust  and  dirt  h^d  been  scattered."  Of  afflic- 
tions he  remarks  :  "  Kvery  twig  of  (lod's  rod 
grows  in  the  paradise  ol  his  Irwe."  and  coun- 
sels  prayer,  deeming  an  afflicted    Christian 


The  hymn  now  before  us  was  written  by 
William  Cow  per,  and  was  lirst  published  in 
Lady  Huntingdon's  Ci«7.r//'ow.  1774.  It  was 
then,  and  afterwards  in  the  Olney  Hymns, 
1779.  closely  associated  with  the  one  Ijegin- 
ning,  "Ciod  moves  in  a  mysterious  way,"  and 
it  suggests  many  of  the  sorrowful  circum- 
stances under  which  that  was  compo,sed.  It  is 
a  little  unfortunate  for  the  literary  reputation 
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of  this  poet  that  he  should,  by  reason  of  his 
invalidhood,  invariably  have  made  upon  the 
minds  that  came  more  immediately  in  contact 
with  his  life  the  impression  of  weakness  and 
melancholy.  For  really  he  ought  to  be  reck- 
oned among  the  intensest  and  most  vigorous 
of  writers  w^hen  he  was  in  the  mood  of  proper 
composition.  He  wrote  much  besides  hymns. 
He  has  been  credited  by  his  biographers  with 
being  actually  the  first  poet  of  eminent  genius 
in  open  opposition  to  the  slave  trade  in  Brit- 
ain ;  he  denounced  injustice,  he  fought  in- 
temperance, he  wielded  his  pen  in  behalf  of 
all  the  miq;hty  reforms  that  agitated  the  day 
in  which  he  lived.  He  was  bold  and  earnest 
in  his  intercession  for  dumb  animals  ;  he  did 
all  he  could  to  kindle  interest  in  Christian 
missions  over  the  whole  world.  Personally, 
he  was  a  man  to  love  and  to  be  loved.  His 
feebleness  was  due  to  sickness  and  insanity ; 
his  trials  were  numberless,  but  his  faith  was 
firm. 

There  is  in  existence  a  book,  by  Thomas 
Wright,  entitled  The  Tinvn  of  Cowper  ;  it  is 
a  history  of  Olney,  written  by  a  schoolmaster 
of  excellent  taste  and  brightness.  It  is  em- 
bellished with  engravings,  and  contains  five 
portraits  of  the  poet.  One  of  these  has  in  it 
the  desk  which  was  his  favorite  ;  he  caused 
this  to  be  included  in  the  picture ;  he  x^alued 
it  as  the  gift  of  his  cousin,  Theodore  Cowper, 
the  one  he  in  his  young  days  loved  sincerely. 
In  a  letter  to  Lady  Hesketh,  December  7, 
1785,  he  speaks  of  "  my  desk,  the  most  ele- 
gant, the  compactest,  the  most  commodious 
desk  in  the  world,  and  of  all  the  desks  that 
ever  were  or  ever  shall  be,  the  desk  that  I  love 
the  most." 


•*  AW  my  will,  but  thiner  6s.  D. 

Mv  Jesus,  as  thou  will ! 

On,  may  ihv  will  be  mine  ; 
Into  ihy  hanu  of  love 

I  would  my  all  resijjn  ; 
Through  sorrow,  or  through  joy, 

Conmict  me  as  thine  own, 
Ami  help  me  still  to  say, 

My  Lord,  thy  will  be  done! 

2  My  Jesus,  as  thou  wilt  ! 
Though  seen  through  many  a  tear. 

Let  not  mv  star  of  hope 

Grow  <lim  or  (lisapi>ear; 
Since  thou  on  earth  hast  wept, 

And  sorrfiweii  oft  alone. 
If  I  must  weep  with  thee, 

My  Lord,  thy  will  be  done! 

3  My  Jesus,  as  thou  wilt ! 
^  All  shall  be  wt-ll  for  me ; 

Eath  changing  future  scene 

I  gladly  trust  with  thee  : 
Straight  to  my  home  above 

I  travel  calmly  on, 
An<l  sing,  in  life  or  death. 

My  Lord,  thy  will  be  done! 

Another  of  the  translations  of  Miss  Jane 


Borthwick,  taken  from  Hymns  from  tkeLni 
of  Luther,  the  first  series,  1854,  It  is  arcD- 
dering  from  ''  Mein  fesu,  luie  du  willsi^ 
written  by  the  Silesian  pastor,  Benjamin 
Schmolck,  about  1704.  It  is  founded  upoo 
Mark  14 :  36,  and  was  published  in  1709.  The 
thought  is  this :  We  are  to  bend  our  wills  in 
simple  submission  to  Jesus,  as  Jesus  bent  his 
to  that  of  his  Father,  and  so  settle  the 
less  inquisitiveness  of  our  wounded 
bility.  There  is  no  other  way  of  dealing  with 
such  a  question  as  this.  We  must  take  the 
testimony  of  those  who  have  had  experience 
of  trouble.  Four  eminent  men  there  han 
been  whose  histor\'  in  this  particular  is  before 
us.  Aaron  was  terribly  bereaved  when  his 
sons  were  struck  deaa ;  but  *•  he  held  his 
peace."  That  was  well,  but  Eli  took  higher 
ground  ;  he  spoke  ;  he  said  :  "It  is  the  llmi, 
let  him  do  what  seemeth  good  in  his  sight" 
But  Job  reached  a  step  higher  than  either ;  he 
spoke  not  only  in  submission,  but  in  thanldal- 
ness :  "  Blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord." 
And  then,  from  a  far  more  serene  and  ele- 
vated summit  of  satisfaction,  Paul,  that  mnd 
old  apostle  of  the  New  Testament,  deckred. 
*'  I  take  pleasure  in  my  distresses.*'  This 
ought  to  be  enough  for  us.  Even  the  un- 
inspired Robert  Burns  could  say : 

"  Thoui^h  crosses  and  losses 
Be  lessons  right  severe. 
There 's  wit  there,  ye  Ml  ijet  there, 
Ye  MI  get  nae  ither  where." 

874  "  He  knowetk  thr  way:*  6b.  D. 

Thy  way,  not  mine.  O  Lord, 

However  dark  it  be ! 
Lead  me  by  thine  own  hand ; 

Choose  out  my  path  for  me. 

1  dare  not  choose  my  lot : 
I  would  not  if  I  might ; 

Choose  thou  for  me^  my  God, 
So  shall  I  walk  anght. 

2  The  kingdom  that  I  seek 
Is  thine:  so  let  the  way 

That  leads  to  it  be  thine, 

Else  I  must  surely  stray. 
Take  thou  my  cup,  and  n 

With  joy  or  sorrow  fill, 
As  best  to  thee  may  seem  ; 

Choose  thou  my  good  and  IIL 

3  Choose  thou  for  me  my  friends. 
My  sickness  or  my  health ; 

Choose  thou  my  cares  for  me, 

My  poverty  or  wealth. 
Not  mine,  not  mine  the  choice. 

In  things  or  great  jBr<mnAl1 ; 
Be  thou  mv  £ume:' my  Strength, 

My  Wisdom  ana  my  All. 

This  well-known  poem,  by  Rev.  Dr,  Hora- 
tius  Bonar,  was  tirst  published  in  1857  in  his 
Hymns  of  Faith  and  Hope,  It  is  a  prayer 
for  submission  to  a  higher  power,  which  atone 
can  lead  us  to  the  best  development.  By  re- 
signing our  own  will  we  accept  that  of  Clurist ; 


DISCIPLINE  AND  SORROW. 


377 


brth  it  is  he  who  works  in  us,  and  we 
verything  by  that  substitution.     It  was 

0  once  said  :  "  Thou  knowest  not  now ; 
)u  shalt  know  hereafter."  One  supreme 
nt  there  is  to  each  faithful  Christian's 
ice,  forward  to  which  he  may  often 
profit   even    now   summon   himself    to 

It  will  be  the  finest  moment  of  his 
,'  life,  and  it  will  be  the  final  one. 
gh  one  valley,  and  over  one  hill  after 
ir,  he  will  journey,  oftentimes  shining, 
mes  shadowed,  perhaps  worn  and  weary 
:  dilficult  way.     But  he  will,  one  sweet 

morning,  really  reach  the  beautiful 
**  on  golden  hinges  turning."  It  would 
:  a  wonder  if,  amid  even  the  rejoicings 
rs  from  the  near  throng  that  welcome 
e  should  ask  just  one  flashing  instant  of 

to  look  behind  him  over  the  long,  de- 
3ath  he  has  trodden.  TAen  he  ivill  un- 
nd  it  at  last.  It  may  not  have  been 
le  would  have  chosen  ;  but  its  discipline 
rofitable,  and  now  its  end  is  peace — 
I,  sacred,  sure. 

The  Homrland.  6s.  D. 

Thkrk  is  a  blessed  home 

Beyond  this  land  of  woe, 
Where  trials  never  come, 

Nor  tears  of  sorrow  flow  ; 
Where  faith  is  lost  in  sight, 

And  patient  hope  is  crowned, 
And  everlasting;  light 

Its  gIor>'  throws  around. 

2  There  is  a  land  of  p>eace; 
Good  angels  know  it  well ; 

Glad  songs  that  never  cease 

Within  Its  portals  swell ; 
Around  its  glorious  throne 

Ten  thousand  saints  adore 
Christ,  with  the  Father  one. 

And  Spirit,  evermore. 

3  Look  up.  ye  saints  of  God  ! 
Nor  fear  to  tread  below 

The  path  your  Saviour  trod 

Of  daily  toil  and  woe; 
Wait  but  a  little  while 

In  uncomplaining  love; 
His  own  most  gracious  smile 

Shall  welcome  you  above. 

.  beautiful  and  pathetic  poem  by  Sir 
Williams  Baker  was  published  in  Hymns 
it  and  Modern,  i86i .  and  has  since  been 

1  many  collections.  It  was  sung  over 
ive  of  the  author,  whose  talent  as  a  poet 
■  a  very  high  order,  although  inclining 
less  and  plaintiveness.  It  is  in  Psalm 
:  we  meet  first  the  words  which  have 
^peated  so  many  times  as  the  cry  of  a 
earied  of  life  :  "  Oh,  that  I  had  wings 
dove ;  for  then  would  I  fly  away  and 
•est."  King  David  is  believed  to  have 
I  this  Psalm  at  the  time  when  Absalom 


his  son  had  begun  the  attacks  of  his  treacher- 
ous rebellion.  He  was  driven  already  from 
his  throne.  That  very  afternoon  he  had  been 
expelled  from  the  capital.  He  was  forced 
across  the  slender  Kidron  into  the  Mount  of 
Olives.  All  things  seemed  going  to  ruin.  The 
entire  realm  shook  to  its  center.  The  fugitive 
monarch  passed  the  night  there  unsheltered 
among  the  trees.  Meantime  he  alleviated  the 
tediousness  of  the  midnight  by  praying  and 
making  a  psalm.  You  cannot  take  his  words 
as  those  of  a  petulant  caviler  who  had  settled 
down  into  desperate  melancholy.  He  is  neither 
peevish  nor  purposeless.  The  exciting  history 
culminates  at  the  point  when  he  begins  to 
pray  there  upon  the  mountain.  The  Psalm 
before  us  is  his  prayer. 

It  will  be  well  for  us,  as  we  take  up  such  a 
theme  as  this,  to  consider,  first,  the  universal- 
ity of  the  sentiment  to  which  the  Psalmist  gives 
an  impassioned  utterance.  It  was  no  individ- 
ual wish  he  expressed :  the  cry  is  more  like 
the  sigh  of  the  ages,  the  irrepressible  longing 
of  an  imprisoned  soul  for  freedom  from  its 
fetters.  It  is  not  really  a  call  for  death  to 
come  and  end  one's  despair ;  it  is  the  demand 
for  a  new  or  at  least  another  region  in  which 
to  work  out  the  problems  of  life.  And  this  is 
as  old  as  the  race  is,  for  all  we  can  see.  The 
book  of  human  history  is  not  complete :  it 
has  lost  some  of  its  early  pages.  But  what- 
ever records  it  has  kept  are  full  of  this  same 
wistfulness.  A  fine  old  fable  was  that  taught 
in  the  mediaeval  times ;  the  knights  were  told 
to  think  of  the  vast  temple  of  the  Sangreal. 
Deep  in  the  impenetrable  forest  it  stood, 
guarded  by  its  mailed  warriors ;  six  and  thirty 
towers  rose  into  the  quiet  sky,  and  over  them 
all  the  grand  dome  of  apocah'ptic  sapphire ; 
and  there  hung,  just  beneath,  crystal  crosses 
and  curtains  of  ^een.  The  eye  of  mortal 
could  not  behold  it  yet ;  only  it  was  sure  that 
the  glory  remained  in  waiting.  But  that  struc- 
ture would  be  for  ever  invisible  to  an  impure 
heart,  for  ever  inaccessible  to  every  faltering 
or  faithless  soul.  There  it  stood  upon  the 
onyx  summit  of  Mount  Salvage ;  and  he  that 
was  brave  and  holy  might  one  time  reach  the 
portal,  and  so  be  at  rest.  Men  sighed  to  go 
to  that  far-away  citadel. 


876 


A  Father's  hand. 

Bb  tfmnciun,  O  my  soul ! 

Be  quiet,  ever>-  fear  I 
Thy  Father  hath  control, 

And  he  is  ever  near. 
Ne'er  of  thy  lot  complain, 

Whatever  may  befall ; 
Sickness,  or  care,  or  pain, 

'T  is  well  appointed  all. 


68.  D. 
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a  A  Father's  chastening  hand 

Is  leading  thee  along ; 
Nor  distant  is  the  land 

Where  swells  the  immortal  song. 
Oh,  then,  my  soul,  be  still ! 

Await  heaven's  high  decree ; 
Seek  but  thy  Father's  will, 

It  shall  be  well  with  thee. 

This  poem  by  Dr.  Thomas  Hastings  was 
first  published  in  Softj^'s  oj"  the  Church,  1862, 
with  the  title  **  Patience  m  Affliction."  It  is 
an  appeal  to  "  those  who  are  troubled  or  dis- 
tressed in  mind,  body,  or  estate,"  to  strengthen 
their  failing  courage  by  remembering  that  God 
has  sent  the  trial  for  a  definite  purpose.  As 
we  receive  it,  so  it  will  be  to  us  either  a  bless- 
ing or  a  wasted  opportunity.  Bishop  Brooks 
has  said  :  The  sunlight  falls  upon  a  clod,  and 
the  clod  drinks  it  in,  is  itself  warmed  by  it. 
but  lies  as  black  as  ever,  and  sheds  out  no 
light.  But  the  sun  touches  a  diamond,  and 
the  diamond  almost  chills  itself  as  it  sends  out 
in  radiance  on  every  side  the  light  that  has 
fallen  upon  it.  So  Cod  helps  one  man  bear 
his  pain,  and  nobody  but  that  ma.i  is  a  whit 
the  richer,  dod  comes  to  another  sufferer — 
reverent,  unselfish,  humble — and  the  lame 
leap,  and  the  dumb  speak,  and  the  wretched 
are  comforted  all  around  by  the  radiated  com- 
fort of  that  happy  soul." 

877  "  Balm  in  Gtleadr  L.M.  61. 

Peacr,  trouhlc<lsoul.  whose  plaintive  moan 
Hath  taught  e;ich  scene  the  notes  of  woe  ; 

Cease  ihy  complaint,  suppress  thy  groan, 
And  let  thy  tears  forget  to  flow  : 

Behold,  the  precious  balm  is  found 

To  lull  thy  pain,  to  heal  thy  wound. 

2  Come,  freely  come,  by  sin  oppressed  ; 

On  Jesus  cast  thy  weighty  load  ; 
In  him  thy  refuge  find,  thy  rest, 

Safe  in  the  mercy  of  thy  Ood  : 
Thy  CJod  's  thy  Saviour — glorious  word  ! 
For  ever  love  and  praise  the  Lord. 

The  Honorable  Walter  Shirley,  M.  A.,  was 
born  in  1725.  and  died  April  7.  1786.  As  a 
relative  of  the  Countess  of  Huntingdon,  he 
became  interested  in  her  cin  le  of  friends,  and 
often  preached  in  the  chapels  established  by 
Whitehcld  and  the  Wesleys.  For  some  time 
he  was  rector  of  Lout^hrea,  in  the  countv  of 
(lahvay,  Ireland.  He  wrote  a  number  of 
hymns,  of  which  a  few  remain  in  general 
use.  Among  them  the  one  quoted  here  is 
well  known,  although  it  has  often  been 
altered  and  ahbreviaiecl.  It  is  a  call  to  those 
who  are  in  trouble,  that  they  should  seek 
eariu'stlv  for  divine  hel|).  It  is  folly  to  blame 
(fod's  (lilatoriness  when  our  supplications  are 
delayed  or  di'nied.  Certainly  mere  senti- 
mental complaints  do  not  better  the  matter ; 
we  must  keep  on  prayini^.  For  it  is  no  he- 
roic man  or  woman  who.  having  been  hin- 
dered  in  petition,   sits   in  the   doorway  ex- 


claiming, like  another  Jeremiah.  ••  Is  it  noth- 
ing to  you,  all  ye  that  pass  by?  behold, and 
see  if  there  be  any  sorrow  like  unto  my  s«f^ 
row,  which  is  done  unto  me,  wherewiih  dk 
Lord  hath  afflicted  me  in  the  day  of  his  ficrct 
anger !"     Sympathy  does  not  help  the  case 

The  reply  is :  "I  will  not  let  thee  gof 
Nothing  more  or  less  than  pray  again,  and 
keep  praying.  The  two  parables  of  our 
Saviour  are  exactly  in  point.  The  widow's 
importunity  prevailed  over  even  an  unjust 
judge ;  how  much  more  ours  over  One  who 
is  just  and  merciful  likewise!  The  friends 
importunity  gained  bread  even  at  midnight 
for  his  guests  from  one  who  was  resistarJ 
and  churlish ;  how  much  more  ours  from  a 
Father  who  seeks  chances  for  generous  sup- 
ply !  And  Jesus  told  his  meaning  at  the  be- 
ginning. *'  He  spake  a  parable  unto  them. 
to  this  end,  that  men  ought  always  to  pray, 
and  not  to  faint." 

878  "  Ebrn-fzer."  L.M.6L 

Rk  still,  my  heart !  these  anxious  cares 
To  thoc  are  burdens,  thorns,  and  snares: 
They  cast  dishonor  on  thy  Lord, 
And  contradict  his  gracious  word ; 
Broiij;ht  safely  by  his  hand  thus  fitr, 
Why  wilt  thou  now  give  place  to  fear? 

2  When  first  before  his  mercy-seat 
Thou  didst  to  him  thy  all  commit. 
He  gave  thee  warrant  from  that  hour 
To  trust  his  wisdom,  love,  and  power: 
Did  ever  trouble  yet  befall 
And  he  refuse  to  hear  thy  call  ? 

^  He  who  has  heli)ed  thee  hitherto 
vV'ill  help  thee  all  thy  journey  through ; 
Though  rough  and  thorny  be  the  road, 
It  leads  thee  home,  apace,  to  God  ; 
Then  count  thy  present  trials  small. 
For  heaven  will  make  amends  for  an. 

This  piece  of  Rev.  John  Newton's  is 
found  in  the  O/ney  Hymns,  1779,  No.  40  of 
Book  III.  It  consists  of  seven  stanzas,  and 
is  entitled.  **  Why  art  thou  cast  down.^'*  It 
was  written  in  a  season  of  serious  trial  and 
depression  of  spirits,  and  it  well  shows  how 
calmly  he  could  teach  his  mind  to  rest  in  the 
providence  of  (rod  as  well  as  on  his  grace. 

When  the  world  pursues  a  Christian  who 
has  in  his  heart  the  hope  of  salvation,  who 
remembers  at  least  one  revolutionary  hour  in 
his  private  experience  in  which  he  committed 
his  all  unto  his  Saviour  in  full  trust  and  ac- 
ceptance, it  usually  finds  him  far  out  of  its 
reach.  Think  of  good  old  Rutherford  urit- 
\x\sr  from  the  prison  of  Aberdeen.  He  re- 
peats the  words  of  the  prophet,  *  And  a 
man  shall  be  as  a  hiding-place  from  the 
wind,  and  a  covert  from  the  tempest;  as  riv- 
ers of  water  in  a  dr>'  place ;  as  the  ^dow  of 
a  v:reat  rock  in  a  weary  land."  And  then  he 
adds :  **  I  creep  under  my  Lord's  \^ings  in  the 
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great  shower,  and  the  waters  cannot  reach  me. 
Let  fools  laugh  the  fools'  laughter  and  scorn 
Christ,  and  bid  the  weeping  captives  in  Baby- 
lon sing  them  one  of  the  songs  of  Zion.  We 
may  sing,  even  in  our  winter's  tempest,  in  the 
expectation  of  our  summer's  sun  at  the  turn 
of  the  year.  No  created  powers  in  hell  or  out 
of  hell  can  mar  our  Lord's  work  or  spoil  our 
song  of  joy.  Let  us  then  be  glad  and  rejoice 
in  the  salvation  of  our  Lord ;  for  faith  hath 
never  yet  the  cause  to  have  tearful  eyes  or 
a  saddened  brow." 


"As  thy  days."  L,  M.  61. 

Whkn  adverse  winds  and  waves  arise, 
And  in  my  heart  despondence  sighs ; 
When  life  her  throni;  of  cares  reveals, 
And  weakness  o'er  my  spirit  steals, 
Grateful  I  hear  the  kind  decree. 
That  "  as  my  day,  my  strength  shall  be.'* 

2  One  trial  more  must  yet  be  past. 
One  pang — the  keenest  and  the  last : 
And  when,  with  brow  convulsed  and  pale, 
My  feeble,  quivering  heart-strings  fiiti. 
Redeemer !  grant  my  soul  to  see 
That  "  as  my  day,  my  strength  shall  be.*' 

Another  of  the  ver>'  acceptable  pieces  con- 
tributed by  Mrs.  Lydia  Huntley  Sigoumey  to 
Dr.  Bacon's  Hymns  and  Sacred  Songs  for 
the  Monthly  Concert,  1823.  It  is  founded 
upon  the  promise  of  the  Old  Testament  re- 
corded in  Deuteronomy  33 :  25  :  *' As  thy  days, 
so  shall  thy  strength  be."  This  engagement 
is  unlike  anv  other  in  Ciod's  Word :  it  an- 
nounces  itself  as  limited;  and  yet  it  is 
charged  with  grace  that  is  measureless.  God 
does  not  pledge  himself  to  give  his  children 
help  before  thev  need  it,  nor  more  help  than 
thev  need ;  but  he  will  be  obscnant  of  them 
all  their  lives,  and  when  they  are  at  the  high- 
est in  their  necessities  he  will  send  them 
swift  and  sufficient  supply. 

880  "/!/  nfrninx  hm^."  L.  M.  61. 

At  evening  time  let  there  be  light ; 
Life's  little  day  draws  near  its  cUj^m; 

Around  me  iall  the  shades  of  night. 
The  night  of  death,  the  graved  repose : 
To  crown  my  j«»ys.  to  eiid  ray  woes, 

At  e\ening  time  let  there  be  light. 

2  At  evt-fiing  time  let  there  be  light : 
Stormy  and  dark  hath  t*een  my  <lay — 

Yet  rose  the  m'/ni  divinely  brignl ; 
I>ew*..  birds,  and  bl'/svims  cbcrred  the  way— 
<^>h,  i"T  'tu*r  ^'**'*'i,  r»tie  parting  ray! 

At  evcninj^  tirmr  M  tliereDe  light, 

3  At  e%m!nif  ttm*-  there  *hall  he  light! 
For  i'f'ifi  ha'.li  •-jK.km  .  it  muwt  be : 

Fear,  d'^y^tr.  awi  an^rui'-h  lake  their  flight ; 

His  iflfiry  rt'^w  is  riw-ti  *m  me  ; 

Min*:  *'\f^  v^i'a!!  hi»>  saU'dium  fcrr; 
"Tis  everi:rijf  ♦rn*-,  and  thtrfe  is  light ! 

This  hymn   by   James    Montg^imer)*  was 
written  at  Cf^nway.  North  \Val«.  in  Septem- 
ber, 1828.  and  published  in   his  /'o^ft  Port- 
folio, 183$.     It  is  referred  to  1^'  H'Jland  in 


his  Memoirs  of  Montgomery,  and  has  come 
into  general  use  in  America.  The  poem  was 
suggested  by  the  close  of  the  .seventh  verso 
in  the  fourteenth  chapter  of  Zechariah:  "It 
shall  come  to  pass,  that  at  evening  time  it 
shall  be  light.'  If  one  were  to  be  sum- 
moned to  mention  any  single  characteri.stic 
of  the  divine  government  in  this  world  which 
had  most  arrested  his  attention,  he  would  t)c 
likely  to  specify  its  vast  system  of  8ur|)ri.seH. 
It  might  be  said  of  every  spiritual  day,  espe- 
cially of  one  which  has  been  hazy  and  fitful 
in  its  shinings  and  its  shadows,  that  "It 
shall  come  to  pass,  that  at  evening  tin)e  it 
shall  be  light."  The  darkness  of  every  wor- 
rying experience  goes  on  deepening  into 
eloom,  but  when  the  sundown  occurs — the 
hour  that  surely  predicts  and  precurses  the 
inevitable  night— then  at  evening  time  it  is 
light,  (^od's  way  with  his  children  is  to 
strengthen  with  denial  and  reward  by  sur- 
prise. All  things  ought  to  be  judged  by 
their  6nal  outlook.  Worldly  wisdom  is  pru- 
dent enough  to  admit  that  "  all 's  well  that 
ends  well.'  Here  Ls  hint  emnigh  that  when 
these  systems  are  near  their  dispersion  there 
will  be  final  explanation  and  relea.se.  Mow- 
ever  ready  we  may  be  patiently  to  bear  with 
this  confusion  around  us,  there  can  be  no 
denial  that  to  the  sincere  Christian  the  end  is 
the  best  part  of  it.  There  is  great  wclctmie 
in  the  thought  of  a  clearer  life  to  amie  after 
this.  From  all  this  we  learn  a  lesson  as  to 
the  grand  purpose  of  existence.  When  the 
cloud  passes,  and  the  mist  clears,  and  the 
confusion  ends,  where  will  the  evening  time 
find  us  ?  No  one  is  made  the  butt  of  circum- 
stances ;  no  one  has  been  pitched  upon  as  a 
child  of  disa.ster.  The  day  is  alike  confused 
to  all :  but  (tcxi's  grace  lias  been  added  as  an 
unfailing  helper.  By  that  grace  any  belie\'ing 
penitent  man  may  be  like  John's  **angei 
standing  in  the  sun !" 


"  jfius  u'^ptr 


L.  M.6L 


Whkn  gathering  cWmd%  around  I  %iew. 
And  davH  are  dark.  ar»d  fri«iid»  are  few, 
iyxx  him  I  leain,  who,  tvA  in  vain, 
KspenetKed  every  human  pain; 
He  vees  my  wariCk.  alla>%  my  fcan, 
Arn)  <  'Mints  and  trcsMirct  up  ny  tcar». 

a  If  aught  %b'juld  tnntit  my  soal  toitrmy 
Frfjm  heavenly  virtue  »  narrvw  wsy— 
To  fly  the  %f»iA  I  wfjuld  fmraoe, 
Or  do  the  wn  I  w'jald  not  do— 
Mill  be,  whfi  felt  temptati'ja'ft  power. 
Shall  guard  me  in  thai  dancrruua  b«jur. 


3  When  M/rrrjwing  o'er  mmbt  atcme.  I  bcud. 
Whi*  h  f  tfvrt%  all  that  was  a  friend. 
And  U*0m  bi«  y*Mrr.  his  hand,  hia  ftmile, 
f  >i\  id^«  w.  i*n  a  little  while. 
Mv  Sa\ifjur  m>«s  the  t««nk  I  •^hed. 
Vvf  JrMit  wcfit  tf'er  Laxanis 
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VAnd.  oh,  when  I  have  safely  passed 
hrouj^h  evcr>'  conflict  but  the  last — 
Still,  still  unchaneiiiji;,  watch  beside 
My  painful  be<l— lor  thou  hast  died  ; 
Then  |>oint  to  realms  of  cloudless  day, 
And  wipe  my  latest  tear  away. 

I-ord  Glenelg  included  this  hymn  in  the 
Sacred  Poems,  1 839,  he  published,  written  by 
his  brother,  Sir  Robert  (^rant.  It  had  ap- 
peared before  in  the  Christian  Observer^ 
February,  1806.  The  simplicity  of  the  sen- 
timent embodied  in  these  familiar  stanzas, 
and  the  smoothness  of  the  poetical  rhythm, 
are  what  have  rendered  the  piece  so  popular. 
The  troubled  soul  finds  its  relief  in  the  mere 
sense  of  the  Saviour's  presence.  Here  again 
we  are  reminded  of  the  experience  of  the  dis- 
ciples, who,  when  they  had  buried  the  body 
of  John  the  Baptist, "  went  and  told  Jesus. 
It  is  not  easy  to  say  just  what  our  Lord  did  ; 
they  were  interrupted  by  a  crowd  before  long, 
liut  we  feel  perfectly  satisfied  that  the  com- 
passionate Saviour  suffered  their  natural 
emotion  to  find  vent  without  any  rebuke.  He 
gave  them  proper  indulgence  in  mourning 
over  the  loss  of  one  so  dear  as  John  the  Bap- 
tist. And,  no  doubt,  they  told  over  and  over 
the  reminiscences  of  his  career.  Where  was 
there  ever  before  a  forerunner  so  brave,  a 
preacher  so  faithful,  a  hero  so  noble  ?  He 
was  Jesus'  affectionate  kinsman  ;  he  had  most 
likely  baptized  Andrew,  Peter,  and  John. 
Christ  had  loved  and  trusted  him  ;  indeed, 
he  once  said  publicly  that  John  was  the 
greatest  man  ever  born  of  woman.  And 
now  we  may  be  certain  that  when  the  disci- 
ples went  and  told  him,  he  would  point  out 
to  them  how  fine  a  thing  it  was  just  to  be 
genuine  and  true  and  steady  to  the  end. 
And  if  Simon  Peter  got  up  on  his  feet  to  say 
he  was  not  going  to  break  for  all  this,  it 
would  have  been  just  like  him.  And  if  the 
rest  thought  so.  and  said  nothing,  it  would 
have  been  just  like  them,  too.  Perhaps  they 
bowed  their  heads  and  wept ;  if  they  did,  it 
was  not  un-Christian  nor  unmanly.  "  Jesus 
wept "  once ;  possibly  more  than  once. 
There  are  times  when  (lod  asks  nothing  of 
his  children  exct-pt  siienre.  patience,  and 
tears.  He  lets  them  go  aside  aw<iy  from  in- 
terruption, in  order  to  wet'p  till  nature  is  re- 
lieved of  her  heaviest  burden ;  then  he  gives 
**  a  season  of  clear  shining  that  cometh  after 
rain." 

'*  Lrad  thou  mr  on."  los,  4s. 

Lkai).  kimlly  Liji;ht  !  anii<l  the  encircling  KUK)m, 

Lead  iluMi  mc  <»ii ; 
The  nii;hl  is  «laik.  arMJ  I  am  far  from  h<»me, 

L«4<1  llnm  m«"  «>ri ; 
K«'cp  thou  mv  ii'fi  ;  I  <lo  not  ask  to  see 
The  distant  s<<'n«' ;  one  step  enough  for  me. 


2  I  was  not  ever  thus,  nor  i»mycd  that  thou 

Shouldsi  lead  me  on  ; 
I  loved  to  choose  and  see  my  path ;  bnt  now 
Lead  thou  me  on ; 

3  loved  the  garish  day,  and,  spite  of  fiHtn. 
Pride  ruled  my  will.    Remember  not  past  yean. 

3  So  lon^r  thy  power  has  blessed  me,  sure  H  ftill 

Will  lead  me  on 
O'er  moor  and  fen,  o'er  crmg  and  torrcilt,  tiB 

The  nif^ht  is  gone ; 
And  with  the  mom  those  angel  foces  smile 
Which  I  have  loved  long  since,  and  lost  awhikl 

John  Henry  Newman.  D.  D.,  was  bom  m 
London,  February  21,  1801 ;  he  died  in  Bir- 
mingham, Au^st  II,  1890.  His  father  was 
a  banker.  His  ihother  was  a  Huc^enot,  and 
both  of  his  parents  were  decidedly  religious 
in  profession  and  life.  His  father  died  while 
he  was  very  young,  and  then  the  boy  was  seat 
away  to  school.  He  tells  us  that  from  a  chikl 
he  **  was  brought  up  to  take  great  delight  id 
reading  the  Bible." 

He  was  graduated  at  Trinity  College,  Oi- 
ford,  in  1820,  and  in  Oriel  College  afteru-ard 
he  became  a  tutor,  and  was  thrown  into  the 
association  and  companionship  of  Richard 
Hurrell  Froude.  In  1828  he  found  such 
friends  as  John  Keble  and  Edward  Bou%'erie 
Pusey.  With  those  men  commenced  what 
has  been  known  as  the  Oxford  movement  in 
the  English  Establishment.  The  candor  of 
Dr.  Newman's  narrative  rei'eals  a  singular 
state  of  mind  through  which  he  was  passii^ 
for  a  period  of  years.  He  says  he  was  dis- 
turbed in  his  faitn  by  infidels  like  Paine  and 
Hume  and  Voltaire.  He  used  to  believe  in 
angels  living  here  among  men  disguised  as 
human  beings ;  he  got  into  the  habit  uncon- 
sciously of  making  the  si^  of  the  cross,  as 
Roman  Catholics  do ;  and  it  was  a  volunne  of 
pious  old  Romaine  that  settled  his  confidence, 
and  then  he  moved  straight  on  till  he  became 
a  formal  communicant  in  the  Church  of  Rome 
at  the  last. 

From  the  papal  city  Dr.  Newman  went  to 
Sicily ;  there  he  fell  ill  close  unto  death.  But 
when  the  ser\'ant  came  to  him  for  the  \a£l 
orders,  he  cried  out :  **  I  shall  not  die,  for  I 
have  not  sinned  against  light,  I  ha\*e  not 
sinned  against  light !"  That  seemed  to  be 
the  burden  of  every  meditation.  He  gained 
strength,  and  departed  for  home  by  the  sea. 
In  the  calm  of  a  sultry  week,  when  the  sails 
would  not  stir,  out  between  the  two  islands 
of  Corsica  and  Sardinia,  he  composed  this 
hymn,  which  all  the  world  knows  and  sings 
with  universal  acceptance.  The  title  which 
the  author  affixed  to  it  was  "  The  Pillar  of 
the  Cloud."  It  was  first  published  in  the 
British  Mtijrasine,  and  then  incorporated  in 
the  Lyra  Afiostoiica,  1836,  which  he  and  his 
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fellow-travelers  had  already  begun  to  write 
while  they  were  in  the  city  of  Rome  together. 
There  were  only  three  stanzas  to  it  as  he 
wrote  it — these  are  the  three  we  have. 

He  came  home  to  begin  the  publication  of 
the  Oxford  Tracts,  That  small  company  of 
determined  friends  shook  the  British  Islands 
with  the  throes  of  a  passionate  discussion, 
never  violent  on  their  part,  but  always  vigor- 
ous and  often  intense.  It  was  not  until  1845 
that  Dr.  Newman  finally  was  received  into 
the  communion  of  the  Roman  Church.  The 
ecclesiastical  auth':)rities  gave  him  an  enthu- 
siastic welcome,  and  rewarded  him  with 
their  honors.  He  was  made  the  rector  of  a 
university  in  Dublin,  and  ultimately  there  was 
given  him  a  cardinal's  hat  in  1879.  Lat- 
terly he  made  his  home  at  Birmingham ;  but 
his  old  age  drew  him  aside  from  public  life. 


"  Thy  will  be  donry  8s,  4s. 

My  God,  my  Father!  while  I  stray 
Far  from  my  home,  in  life's  rough  way, 
Oil !  l;.*ach  me  from  my  heart  to  say, 
Thy  will  be  done. 

2  If  thou  couldst  call  me  to  resign 
What  most  I  prize — it  ne'er  was  mine : 
I  only  yield  thee  what  was  thine; 
Thy  will  be  done. 

X  If  but  my  fainting  heart  be  blest 
With  thy  sweet  Spirit  for  its  guest. 
My  God,  to  thee  I  leave  the  rest — 
Thy  will  be  done. 

4  Renew  my  will  from  day  to  day. 
Blend  it  with  thine,  and  take  away 
All  now  that  makes  it  hard  to  say, 

Thy  will  be  done. 

5  Then  when  on  earth  I  breathe  no  more 
The  ^>rayer  oft  mixed  with  tears  before, 

I  '11  sing  upon  a  happier  shore, 
1  tiy  will  be  done. 

For  some  rea.«;on  or  other.  Miss  Charlotte 
Elliott  wrote  this  piece  over  four  times,  and 
issued  the  text  in  various  books.  Hence  the 
confusion  as  to  the  legitimate  form  she  pre- 
ferred. The  one  before  us  is  the  earliest  of 
them  all.  and  is  found  in  the  Appendix  to  the 
first  edition  of  the  Invalid's  Hymn  Book, 
1834.  In  the  general  acceptance  of  Christian 
people  this  ranks  next  to  the  author's 
•*  Just  as  I  am."  It  has  been  translated  into 
almost  all  the  modern  langu.iges,  notably 
into  German  and  French,  as  well  as  into  the 
stately  rhythm  of  the  Latin  tongue.  The 
point  of  the  sentiment  is  found  in  the  re- 
frain. Said  the  poet  Goethe  once  :  ♦•  Only 
with  self-renunciation  can  the  divine  life  be 
said  to  begin." 


Krstinji^  in  God. 

Since  thy  Father's  arm  sustains  thee 
Peaceful  be;  * 

When  a  chastening  hand  restrains  thee 
It  is  he! 


P.M. 


ICnow  his  love  in  full  completeness 
Fills  the  measure  of  thy  weakness ; 
If  he  wound  thy  spirit  sore, 
Trust  him  more. 

a  Without  murmur,  uncomplaining, 

In  his  hand 
Lay  whatever  things  thou  canst  not 

Understand : 
Though  the  world  thy  folly  spumeth, 
From  thy  faith  in  pity  turiieth. 
Peace  thy  inmost  soul  shall  fill— 

Lying  still. 

3  Fearest  sometimes  that  thy  Father 

Hath  forgot  ? 
When  the  clouds  around  thee  gather. 

Doubt  him  not ! 
Always  hath  the  daylight  broken— 
Always  hath  he  comfort  spoken — 
Belter  hath  he  been  for  years 

Than  thy  fears. 

4  To  his  own  thy  Saviour  giveth 

Daily  strength ; 

To  each  troublra  soul  that  Itveth 
Peace  at  length : 

Weakest  lambs  have  largest  sharing 

Of  this  tender  ShephercTs  caring ; 

Ask  him  not,  then— when  or  how- 
Only  bow. 

This  is  the  translation  by  an  unknown  au- 
thor from  a  German  poem.  Rev.  Carl  Ru- 
dolph Hagenbach,  D.  D.,  was  bom  at  Basel, 
Germany,  March  4,  1801,  and  studied  at  the 
Universities  of  Basel,  Bonn,  and  Berlin.  On 
returning  to  his  native  town  he  was  appointed 
Professor  of  Church  History,  and  his  life  was 
spent  in  this  work,  his  death  occurring  June  7. 
1874.  A  volume  of  his  poems  was  pub- 
lished in  1846,  and  in  this  appeared  the  orig- 
inal of  our  hymn.  The  English  version  was 
first  printed  in  the  Fami/v  Treasury,  1861, 
and  has  since  been  included  in  many  collec- 
tions, sometimes  bearing  appended  to  it. 
"  translated  by  *H.  A.  P.*  "  The  sentiment 
of  the  hymn  is  a  sense  of  the  necessity  of 
our  coming  often  to  Christ  in  our  daily  life, 
not  only  for  our  own  wants,  but  also  for 
those  of  others.  In  him  alone  lies  help  for 
all  our  need,  whatever  it  may  be.  Full  of 
quaintness  and  yet  of  homely  power,  is  a 
story  told  by  Rev.  C.  H.  Spurgeon  of  an  in- 
cident on  a  European  trip.  "  I  was  in  Co- 
logne on  a  very  rainy  day.  and  I  was  looking 
out  for  similes  and  metaphors,  as  I  generally 
am,  but  I  had  nothing  on  earth  to  look  at  in  the 
square  of  the  city  but  an  old  pump,  and  what 
kind  of  a  simile  I  could  make  out  of  it  I 
could  not  tell.  .All  traffic  seemed  suspended, 
it  rained  so  hard;  but  I  noticed  a  woman 
come  to  the  pump  with  a  bucket.  Presently 
I  noticed  a  man  come  in  with  a  bucket,  nay, 
he  came  with  a  yoke  and  two  buckets.  As  I 
kept  on  writing  and  looking  out  every  now 
and  then,  I  saw  the  same  friend  with  the 
often-buckets  and  the  blue  blouse  coming  to 
the  same  pump  again.     In   the  course  of  the 
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morning  I  think  I  saw  him  a  dozen  times.  I 
thought  to  myself,  '  Ah,  you  do  not  fetch 
water  for  your  own  house,  1  am  persuaded  ; 
ou  are  a  water-carrier  ;  you  fetch  water  for 
ots  of  people,  and  that  is  why  you  come  of- 
tener  than  anybody  else.'  Now  there  was  a 
meaning  in  that  at  once  to  my  soul,  that  in- 
asmuch as  I  had  not  only  to  go  to  Christ 
for  myself,  but  had  been  made  a  water-car- 
rier to  carry  the  water  of  everlasting  life  to 
others,  I  must  come  a  great  deal  oftener  than 
anybody  else." 

885  ^  //ymn  of  Trust.  C.  M. 

1  CANNOT  Idl  if  short  or  long 
My  earthly  journey  be ; 

But,  all  the  way,  I  know  thy  rod 
And  staff  will  comfort  me. 

2  Though  fierce  temptations  lie  in  wait, 
VV'hat  need  have  I  to  care? 

Thou  wilt  not  sufler  them  to  hurt 
Beyond  my  strength  to  bear. 

3  What  storms  may  beat,  what  burdens  (all, 
My  soul  would  not  avoid  ; 

Who  follows  thee,  O  Lord,  may  be 
Cast  down,  but  not  destroyea. 

4  Though  over  steen  and  rugged  ways 
My  wearj-  feet  be  hrought, 

Still  following  where  thy  footprints  lead, 
I  take  no  anxious  thought. 

5  Oh,  perfect  peace  !  oh,  endless  rest  1 
No  care,  no  vain  alarms ; 

Beneath  my  ever>'  cross  I  find 
The  Everlasting  Arms. 

Nothing  is  known  of  the  author  of  this 
hymn,  Miss  H.  O.  Knowlton,  except  that  she 
was  a  school-girl  in  Illinois  at  the  time  it  was 
written.  It  was  first  published  in  Lawfts 
DomifuWn  1884,  and  entitled  "A  Hymn  of 
Trust."  It  is  the  expression  of  an  absolute 
confidence  in  God's  guidance  through  the 
many  difficulties  and  dangers  of  life,  as  well 
as  a  recognition  of  the  fact  that  the  divine 
leading  is  the  only  one  upon  which  it  is  safe 
for  us  to  rely.  A  vcr)'  famous  Welsh  preacher 
was  using  for  his  text  the  words  of  the  apostle's 
counsel.  "  See.  then,  that  ye  walk  circumspect- 
ly." and  he  Ixjgan  his  sermon  with  this  remark- 
able strain  of  rhetoric:  "  Did  you,  my  brethren, 
ever  notici*.  when  you  happened  to  be  looking 
from  the  back  window  of  vour  house,  a  cat 
making  her  devious  way  across  the  line  of 
wall  ^^eparaiiiivc  you  from  your  neighbor  }  For 
some  reason  or  other  that  barrier  had  never 
been  i'onstructed  in  a  very  hospitable  manner. 
Indeed,  it  had  a  belii'^crent  aspect  from  the 
fact  of  its  having  Incn  <Towned  with  the  rag- 
geti  fdgcs  of  broken  v^lass  bottles  set  heavily 
in  the  mortar  which  held  them  upright,  as  if 
they  had  grown  out  of  the  stone.  Your  feline 
friend,  as  she  advanced   along  the   perilous 


path,  selected  her  footsteps  with  the  utmatt 
precision,  planting  her  feet  with  wonderful  in- 
genuity upon  the  smooth  spots  which  lay  b^ 
tween  the  keen  edges  of  the  glass  she  had  to 
encounter.  /Vs  you  watched  her  in  the  xxzusi, 
it  would  seem  as  if  you  must  have  gained  1 
better  imderstanding  of  the  apostle's  words," 
and  here  the  preacher's  tones  grew  solemn 
and  his  speech  hesitant  as  with  strange  and 
graphic  gesticulation  he  seemed  in  imagini- 
tion  to  be  following  the  animal  through  its 
dangerous  course  :  *'  See — then — that — ye— 
walk — circumspectly." 

This  quaint  commencement  insured  the 
attention  of  his  people  and  a  forcible  impres- 
sion of  the  truth  on  their  lives.  There  is  no 
royal  road  to  excellence.  Life  is  full  of  peril 
from  beginning  to  end.  God  has  promised 
to  guard  his  chosen  by  his  providence,  but  his 
measures  of  guardianship  are  usually  unseen. 
Much  lies,  therefore,  upon  the  responsibility 
of  each  individual  for  himself.  It  is  not 
always,  nor  even  in  the  majority  of  instances 
among  our  American  youth,  true  that  it  is 
wilfulness  which  leads  youn^  men  and  young 
women  astray  so  much  as  it  is  simple  thought- 
lessness. It  is  a  good  thing  to  leam  to  put 
one's  foot  down  firmly,  but  it  depends  <&  gneat 
deal  upon  what  you  put  it  down  on.  "fiiere 
is  no  use  in  homilizing  just  here ;  we  beliei'e 
that  our  counsel  will  be  most  acceptable  and 
most  pertinently  made  if  we  leave  it  in  the 
hands  of  the  bright  old  Welsh  preacher,  call- 
ing your  attention  to  his  text :  "  See,  then,  that 
ye  walk  circumspectly." 


Pt  ogress. 

Like  the  eagle,  upward,  onward, 
Let  my  soul  in  laith  be  borne; 

Calmly  gazing  skyward,  sunward, 
Let  my  eye  unshrinking  turn. 


8«,7». 


ling. 


2  Where  the  cross,  God's  love  rev 
Sets  the  lettereci  spirit  free. 

Where  it  shetls  its  wondrous  healing. 
There,  my  soul,  thy  rest  shall  be ! 

3  Oh,  may  I  no  longer,  dreaming. 
Idly  waste  my  golden  day. 

But,  each  pret^ious  hour  redeeming, 
I'pward.  onward,  press  my  way. 

Another  of  Dr.  Horatius  Bonar's  stirring 
calls  to  growth  in  grace  and  duty.  It  is 
taken  from  one  of  his  long  poems  in  Hymns 
of  Faith  a  fid  Hope,  1857.  Allusion  is  nuide 
to  the  promise  given  of  old,  Isaiah  40: 31: 
"  Hut  they  that  wait  upon  the  Lord  shall  re- 
new their  strength ;  they  shall  mount  up  with 
wings  as  eagles ;  they  shall  run  and  not  be 
weary :  and  they  shall  walk  and  not  faint" 
What  we  want  is  a  little  more  imagination  in 
labor  :  a  small  amount,  at  least,  of  poetic  en- 
thusiasm.    Some  of   us  have  seen  a  fire- 
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igine  on  gala- day  covered  with  its  flowers 
id  glittering  with  its  gilt  and  crimson  stripes, 
nd  perhaps  we  have  smiled  somewhat  cynic- 
ly  at  the  show  of  red  coats  and  white  belts, 
e  brass  of  the  trumpet  or  the  patent  luster 
1  the  leather  hat.  But  have  we  never  seen 
em  together,  the  engine  and  the  workers, 
ken  suddenly  from  the  procession  at  the 
lund  of  a  bell?  and  have  we  marked  how 
nid  the  roar  of  conflagration  and  the  falling 

timbers  the  loud  tone  of  command  went 
iging  through  the  very  trumpet  we  laughed 
,  and  how  powerfully  those  painted  brakes 
pt  time  with  their  thumping,  while  the  hiss 

the  rushing  water  seemed  to  sneer  at  the 
ime  as  it  stifled  it  ?     We  saw  then  the  need 

some  usefulness  under  the  beauty,  as  we 
id  seen  before  the  beauty  overlying  the  use- 
Iness.  And  when  we  looked  upon  those  same 
ight  garments  soaked  with  the  spray  and 
'.grimed  with  the  cinders,  then  we  felt  there 
as  no  less  of  manliness  in  the  stalwart  arms 
r  all  that  the  red  coats  covered  them ;  and 
e  felt  how  much  more  beautiful  hereafter 
ould  the  parade  decorations  appear  to  all 
tio  remembered  the  power  in  the  sinewy 
ms,  uncrippled  by  the  flowers  and  gold. 
Now,  the  secret  of  all  cheerful,  useful  life 
found  in  putting  a  measure  of  imagination 
to  toil.  Think  all  the  time  what  it  is  for ; 
)w  finely  it  will  end ;  how  well  it  looks ;  and 
meml>er  who  loves  us  and  cares  for  as  to 
e  end  of  it. 

J7  *' Leavin}!^  us  an  example.'^  8s,  7s. 

Onward.  Christian,  thouj^h  the  region 
Where  thou  art  be  drear  and  lone  ; 

Go<l  has  set  a  guardian  legion 
Very  near  thee  ;  press  thou  on. 

2  By  the  thorn- road,  and  none  other, 
Is  the  mount  of  vision  won  : 

Tread  it  without  shrinking,  brother — 
Jesus  trod  it ;  press  thou  on. 

3  Be  this  world  the  wiser,  stronger, 
For  thy  life  of  pain  and  peace; 

While  it  needs  thee,  oh  !  no  longer 
Pray  thou  for  thy  quick  release. 

4  Pray  thou,  Christian,  daily  rather, 
That  thou  be  a  faithful  son  ; 

By  the  prayer  of  Jesus,  "  Father, 
Not  my  will,  but  thine,  be  done." 

Another  of  Rev.  Samuel  Johnson's  contri- 
itions  to  A  Book  of  Hymns,  1846;  it  was 
terward  altered  a  little  for  the  Hymns  of 
e  Spirit,  1864.  It  is  entitled  "Conflict;" 
id,  without  any  lachrymose  or  sentimental 
cw  of  life,  it  suggests  that  a  Christian 
ould  take  up  his  commonplace  duties  with 
plucky  heart.  The  ambition  we  most  fre- 
lently  meet  consists  in  self-seeking.  That 
the  way  we  expect  to  become  great ;  while 


the  true  way  is  not  to  become  but  be  great, 
and  that  at  once  and  by  ourselves.  He  is 
great  who  is  earnest  and  faithful,  where  he  is 
and  as  he  is,  whether  he  knows  it,  or  the 
world  knows  it,  or  nobody  knows  it.  Let  a 
man  do  his  simple  duty,  straining  at  nothing, 
aping  no  one,  and  he  will  eventuate  great 
things.  A  higher  use,  a  deeper  meaning,  is 
always  working  itself  out  in  what  a  true  man 
accomplishes.  He  does  the  little  things,  and 
finds  they  are  great  things  after  all.  The  old 
fable  of  Scandinavian  mythology  is  the  type 
of  human  life.  The  giant-deity  Thor  was 
once  set  to  drain  a  drinking-horn  whose 
waters  fled  from  his  lips  as  he  touched  them. 
And  then  he  was  bidden  to  wrestle  with  a 
hag  whose  sinewy  hands  shook  his  frame  till 
it  quivered.  Then  he  was  commanded  to 
race  with  a  courser  whose  very  feet  spumed 
the  milestones  on  the  rapid  way.  He  tri- 
umphed at  last  in  all  these  labors,  and  when 
they  shouted  his  praises  in  the  halls  of  the 
demigods  as  chief  in  exploits,  he  found  he 
had  been  wrestling  with  Old  Age,  racing  with 
Thought,  and  drinking  the  sea.  Does  any 
one  say  this  is  heathen  }  Let  him  remember 
that  one  who  was  not  a  heathen  wrestled  by 
the  brook  Jabbok  with  what  he  thought  was 
a  man — it  proved  to  be  an  angel ;  and  then 
he  wrestled  the  harder,  and  it  proved  to  be 
God. 


PuJm  irj.  8s,  7s. 

Vainly,  through  night's  weary  hours, 

Keep  we  watch,  lest  foes  alarm ; 
Vain  our  bulwarks  and  our  towers, 
t  But  for  God's  protecting  arm. 

2  Vain  were  all  our  toil  and  labor. 
Did  not  God  that  labor  bless ; 

Vain,  without  his  grace  and  favor, 
Every  talent  we  possess. 

3  Vainer  still  the  hope  of  heaven 
That  on  human  strength  relies; 

But  to  him  shall  help  be  given 
Who  in  humble  faith  applies. 

4  Seek  we,  then,  the  Lord's  Anointed  ; 
He  will  grant  us  peace  and  rest  ; 

Ne'er  was  suppliant  disappointed 
Who  thro'  Christ  his  prayer  addressed. 

In  a  book  called  the  Spirit  of  the  Psalms, 
by  Miss  Harriet  Auber,  published  in  London. 
1829.  this  hymn  first  appeared.  It  is  a  poet- 
ical version  of  the  first  verses  of  Psalm  127, 
which  assure  us  that  all  earthly  efforts  are 
useless  unless  they  are  blessed  by  the  divine 
power.  With  that  help  from  above,  no  en- 
deavor is  too  humble  to  deser\'e  a  blessing  as 
often  as  it  may  be  asked.  Self-seeking  in 
religious  work  is  excluded.  Here  is  given  a 
possible  explanation  of  unexpected  failures  in 
great  projects.     He  who  is  bravest  and  truest 
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is  ever  the  one  to  reco^ize  most  humbly  just 
wherein  his  disaster  lies,  when  all  his  plans 
come  to  naught.  It  seems  lo  me  there  is  no 
more  pathetic  record  in  all  biography  than 
that  which  the  honored  Chalmers  left  for  him- 
self. He  had  lived  long  enough  to  hear  his 
favorite  project  to  relieve  Britain  of  pauper- 
ism pronounced  a  failure.  Then  he  wrote 
this :  '■  1  have  been  set  on  the  erection  of 
my  Babe!.  1  have  (rusted  more  lo  my  own 
arguments  and  combinations  among  my  fol- 
lowers, than  to  prayers.  And  though  I  can- 
not resign  my  connctions.  [  must  now — and 
surely  it  is  good  to  be  so  taught— I  must 
now,  under  the  experimental  sense  of  my  own 
helplessness,  acknowledge  with  all  humility, 
yet  with  hope  in  the  efficacy  of  a  blessing 
from  on  high,  still  in  reserve  for  the  day  o( 
God's  own  appointed  time,  that  except  the 
Lord  build  the  house,  the  builders  laoor  in 
vain!"  Oh.  what  a  sight  is  this!  The  old 
veteran  soldier  of  the  cross,  bringing  his 
sword,  and  quietly  laying  it  down  at  eventide, 
confessing  even  with  tears  that  though  he  be- 
lieves the  temper  of  the  weapon  is  still  good, 
yet  because  of  the  weakness  of  his  arm  and 
the  faithlessness  of  his  heart,  the  enemy  is 
still  unvanquished.  Surely  never  was  this 
great  Scotchman  so  great  as  when  he  humbled 
himself  thus  to  be  useful. 
889  a>Mrag^  a„d  FaM.  gs,  ys. 


3  Not  for  ever  by  slill  walera 
Would  wc  idly  niiiel  Klay : 


3  Be  our  «rene<h  in  hou 


■xz 


lilat 


l.-Lkes 


cible. 


learn  from  the  ciincluding  portion  of  an  ad- 
dress <in  his  own  career  delivered  recently  by 
I'rofcssor  Tyndiill.  the  eminent  scientist.  "  I 
beg  you  to  accept  my  address  as  a  fragment 
of  the  life  of  a  brother  who  had  felt  the  scars 
of  the  battle  in  which  many  of  you  are  now  en- 
gaged. Duty  lias  been  mentioned  as  my  mo- 
tive ("rie.  In  (iermany  one  heard  this  word 
min)i  more  frequently  than  ihc  word  glory. 
1  asked  two  iVussian   officers   whom   I    inel 


of  1871,  at  PontroBia. 
the  German  troops  behaved  when  goiq 
battle,  did  they  cheer  and  encourage 
other.  The  reply  ]  received  was :  Nei 
our  experience  has  the  cry,  '  fVir  m 
siegen ' — we  must  conquer — ^been  beanl 
German  soldiers  ;  but  in  a  hundred  inn 
we  have  heard  them  resolutely  exctaiin, 
mussen  unsure  Pfiicht  thun  '—we  mti 
our  duty.  It  was  a  sense  of  duty  rathe 
love  of  glory  that  strengthened  thoBcroe 
tilled  them  with  an  invincible  hercMsm. 
in  England  have  always  liked  the  iroc 
of  the  word'  duty.'  It  was  Nelson's  tali 
at  Trafalgar.  It  was  the  guiding  star  of 
lington," 

890  Benrmlent  Efforts. 

Cast  Ihy  bread  upon  the  wmten, 

Thinkine  .101  't  i«  thrown  awav  ; 
God  hiiTweiruilh  thou  Shalt  ntttcr 

It  again  some  future  day. 
3  Cast  Ihy  bread  upon  the  waten ; 

Wildly  Ihough  the  billovrs  r<rfl, 
They  bul  aid  thee  u  Ihou  toilest 

Truth  LO  spread  from  pole  to  pole. 


That  thou  fliiigesi  iTuy  be  bomc. 
4  Ca^l  thy  bread  upon  the  waten  \ 

hall  God  Knd  ihe^rveal. 


This  poem  appeared  anonymously  in 
Psitlmsof  Life.  1857.  and  although  it  has 
since  Iwen  republished  in  many  collections, 
its  aulhorship  remains  unknown,  it  is  a  pe- 
tition tor  faith  and  sircnijih.  that  we  may  be 
n  the  struggle  o[  life.     What 


This  hymn  was  written  by  Rev.  Phoeb 
Hanaford.  now  residing  in  New  York 
She  is  a  regularly  ordained  minister  in 
Universalis!  denomination.  She  was 
on  the  island  of  Nantucket,  May  6, 1829 
is  a  descendant  of  Tristram  QdUta,  the 
chief  magistrate  there,  and  as  well  of  1 
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ger.  the  grandfather  of  Benjamin  Franklin, 
was  educated  under  the  care  and  super- 
on  of  Rev  Ethan  Allen,  rector  of  St.  Paul's 
scopai  Church,  in  her  native  village.  In 
9  she  was  married  to  Joseph  H.  Hana- 
1,  and  has  two  children,  a  son  and  a 
ighter. 

n  1868.  after  a  year's  preaching  in  the 
:e,  she  was  ordained  as  pastor  of  the  Uni- 
salist  church  in  Hingham,  Mass.     In  1870 

removed  to  New  Haven,  Conn.,  and 
jmed  the  pastoral  office  in  a  church 
re.  She  removed  to  Jersey  City,  N.  J.,  in 
4,  in  order  to  take  charge  of  the  **  Church 
he  Good  Shepherd  "  on  the  Heights.  It  is 
ly  that  she  was  the  first  woman  ever  or- 
ned  as  a  preacher  in  New  England, 
firs.  Hanaford  has  been  one  of  the  most 
jminous  writers  of  prose  and  poetry.     She 

edited  and  lectured  all  through  her 
eer.  and  is  busily  occupied  in  contributions 
1  addresses  to  this  day.  She  has  served 
Chaplain  in  tiie  Connecticut  Legislature, 

delivered  the  charge  when  a  man  was 
ained.  She  married  her  own  daughter, 
1  claims  to  be  the  first,  if  not  the  only,  wo- 
n  that  ever  responded  in  a  Masonic  Festi- 
to  a  toast.  She  is  a  very  lady-like,  mod- 
,  and  unassuming  woman,  with  many 
nds.  This  h^-mn  was  written  for  the 
me  Mission  Ricord :  it  was  a  waif  in  the 
vspapers.  and  has  been  kept  alive  in  the 
nnais.  It  is  founded  upon  Ecclesiastes 
:  I. 

I  'Wot your  own."  8s,  7s. 

LrjkD  of  Klory  I  Ihou  hast  bought  us, 

With  tny  life-blood  as  the  price, 
Never  grud^itiK.  for  the  lost  ones, 

That  tretnendous  sacrifice. 

2  (irant  us  hearts,  dear  Lord!  to  yield  Ihce 
Gladly,  freely,  of  thine  own; 

With  the  sunshine  of  thy  goodness 
Melt  our  thankless  hearts  of  stone. 

3  Wondrous  honor  hast  thou  given 
To  our  humblest  charity, 

In  thine  own  mysterious  sentence — 
"  Ye  have  done  it  unto  me!" 

4  Give  us  faith,  to  trust  thee  boldly, 
Hope,  to  slay  our  souls  <)n  thee : 

But,  oh — best  of  all  thy  graces — 
Give  us  thine  own  charity. 

vlrs.  Eliza  Sibbald  Alderson,  who  is  a  sis- 
of  Rev.  Dr.  Dvkes.  was  born  in  1818,  and 
rried,  in  1850,  Rev.  W.  T.  Alderson,  who 
s  at  one  time  Chaplain  to  the  West  Riding 
use  of  Correction,  Wakefield.  This  hymn 
s  written  in  1864,  and  had  five  stanzas  of 
ht  lines  each  :  but  was  not  published  until 
►8,  When  it  appeared  in  the  Appendix  to 
mns.  Ancient  and  Modern.  In  regard  to 
:he  author  says,  "It  was  the  very  strong 


feeling  that  a  tithe  of  our  income  was  a  sol- 
emn debt  to  God  and  his  poor,  which  inspired 
it."  Some  most  excellent  and  worthy  work- 
ers in  the  church  of  Christ  become  discour- 
aged. They  have  no  wealth,  and  what  they 
can  set  apart  for  the  great  causes  seems  piti- 
fully meager.  No  words  in  the  Bible  arc 
more  definite  than  these :  '*  It  is  required  of 
stewards  that  they  be  io\xnd/ait/t/ui."  Very 
well:  faithful  over  what.^  Over  what  God 
has  given  them ;  nothing  more.  Let  every 
one  be  true,  as  far  as  he  goes ;  and  Christ 
will  never  blame  him  for  not  going  farther. 
He  marks  well  and  with  grand  approval  all 
the  minor  ministries  of  affection  for  him.  He 
says :  "If  there  first  be  a  cheerful  heart,  it  is 
accepted  according  to  that  a  man  hath,  and 
not  according  to  that  he  hath  not." 


Psalm  1 26  :  6.  8s,  TS. 

He  that  goeth  forth  with  weeping, 

Bearini^  precious  seed  in  love, 
Never  tiring,  never  sleeping, 

Findeth  mercy  from  atxive. 

2  Soft  descend  the  dews  of  heaven, 
Bright  the  rays  celestial  shine; 

Precious  fniits  will  thus  be  given, 
Through  an  influence  all  divine. 

3  Sow  thy  seed,  be  ne>'er  wear>'. 
Let  no  fears  thy  soul  annoy  ; 

Be  the  prospect  ne'er  so  drean', 
Thou  shait  reap  the  fruits  of  joy. 

4  Lo,  the  scene  of  verdure  brightening! 
See  the  rising  grain  appear ; 

Look  again  I  the  fields  are  whitening. 
For  the  harvest  time  is  near. 


This  well-known  hymn  by  Dr.  Thomas 
Hastings,  founded  on  Psalm  126:5,  6»  ^P" 
peared  first  in  his  Christian  Psalmist^  1836. 
and  has  become  a  favorite  with  churches  of 
every  denomination.  It  is  an  expression  of 
confidence  that  God  will  bless  with  rich  in- 
crease any  efforts  made  by  us  to  benefit  oth- 
ers. It  is  a  bad  principle  to  say,  **  We  have 
so  much  trouble  of  our  own,  we  will  help 
when  we  are  more  able,  or  have  more  time." 
We  must  give  our  bread,  invest  our  grain  for 
seed,  and  then  wait  trustfully  for  the  reaping. 
Our  aid  must  be  given  when  that  aid  is 
needed.  Consider  times  of  narrowness,  of 
panic,  of  business  depression,  as  offering  spe- 
cial occasion.  Then  the  poor  are  poorer  than 
ever.  And  yet  then  our  craven,  greedy  hu- 
man nature  is  most  inclined  to  run  to  cover. 
People  begin  to  retrench  because  of  close 
markets;  but  who  feel  close  markets  the 
most  ?  When  it  seems  as  if  we  had  noth- 
ing to  spare,  when  all  time  of  leisure  is  ex- 
hausted, when  one's  brain  is  heaxy  with 
overwork,  then  our  first  impulse  is  to  draw 
aside  from  labor  among  the  Door.     But  the 
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slenderest  philosophy  ought  to  be  enough  to 
show  that  these  are  the  very  occasions  above 
all  others  when  the  need  is  most  pressing. 
What  we  feel  some,  the  poor  feel  more. 
What  if  some  cautious  sailor  on  a  vessel  of 
relief,  as  they  drift  near  a  sinking  wreck, 
should  coolly  reply  when  the  captain  ordered 
him  into  the  life-boat :  *'  It  is  always  hard 
enough  to  go  out  in  the  water  to  save  people ; 
to-night  the  sea  is  stormier  than  usual ;  it  is 
really  dangerous  to  think  of  leaping  over- 
board ttow ;  these  billows  are  extraordinarily 
high ;  the  air  is  chilly,  too ;  and  then,  look !  the 
ocean  is  positively  full  of  drowning  men  and 
women  ;  folks  say  that  drowning  females  will 
drag  one  right  under  most  thoughtlessly ;  it 
is  dreadful  to  think  of  it ;  why  do  not  people 
shipwreck  themselves  in  the  daytime,  and  in 
warm  weather  and  in  quiet  oceans  ?  It  is  as 
much  as  any  wise  seaman  can  do  now  to 
take  care  oi  himself,  and  keep  ordinarily 
comfortable  till  the  storm  slacks  somewhat !" 


"  So  Jesus  looked:'  C.  M. 

Father  of  mercies !  send  thy  grace, 

All-powerful  from  above, 
To  form  in  our  obedient  souls 

The  image  of  thy  love. 

2  Oh,  may  our  sympathizing  breasts 
The  generous  pleasures  know, 

Kindly  to  share  in  others'  joy, 
And  weep  for  others'  woe  I 

3  When  the  most  helpless  sons  of  grief 
In  low  distress  are  laid, 

Soft  be  our  hearts  their  pains  to  feel. 
And  swift  our  hands  to  aid. 

4  So  Jesus  looked  on  dying  men, 
When  throned  above  the  skies; 

And  'mid  the  embraces  of  his  God, 
He  felt  compassion  rise. 

5  On  wings  of  love  the  Saviour  flew, 
To  raise  us  from  the  ground, 

And  made  the  richest  of  his  blood 
A  balm  for  every  wound. 

This  hymn  was  written  by  Dr.  Philip  Dod- 
dridge, and  published  among  his  other  works 
in  1755.  It  bears  the  title  "  Sympathy,"  and 
its  central  thought  is  the  need  of  earnest,  piti- 
ful love  in  our  efforts  to  help  the  souls  of  our 
fellow-men.  There  is  too  little  delicate  svm- 
pathy  for  human  weakness  in  our  clumsy 
effort  to  relieve  it.  We  do  not  respect  the 
solemn  reserves  of  each  soul  as  we  push,  in 
the  presence  of  others,  the  probes  of  our  ques- 
tioning into  its  wounds.  Souls  are  solitary 
when  they  wrestle  with  God's  angel.  They 
do  not  give  their  trust  easily,  and  never  unless 
they  know  it  is  to  a  true  friend.  Remember 
that  some  of  us  have  supreme  advantage  in 
this  respect.  **  God  is  love ;  and  he  that  dwell- 
eth  in  love  dwelleth  in  God,  and  God  in 
him."    That  is  true  for  all,  and  yet  not  every 


one  sees  it.  "  And  we  have  known  s 
lieved  the  love  that  God  hath  to  u& 
yes !  we  have  known  and  believed  QoA 
but  men  who  hear  only  rough,  quidc 
from  our  lips  cannot  believe  in  our 
must  make  them  reach  confidence  in  i 
cerity  of  our  affection  by  supreme  a 
of  patient  forbearance  and  regard.  T 
the  faith  that  old  Crimean  soldier 
Florence  Nightingale  when  he  lifted  1 
ing  body  up  just  to  kiss  her  shadow  as 
denly  ran  along  the  wall ! 

894  God's  hidden  ones. 

Lord,  lead  the  w^ay  the  Saviour  went, 

Bv  lane  and  cell  obscure^ 
Ana  let  love's  treasures  still  be  spent. 

Like  his,  npon  the  poor. 

2  Like  him,  through  scenes  of  deep  dis 
Who  bore  the  world's  sad  weight, 

We,  in  their  crowded  loneliness, 
\Vould  seek  the  desolate. 

3  For  thou  hast  placed  us  side  by  side 
In  this  wide  world  of  ill ; 

And  that  thy  followers  may  be  tried, 
The  poor  are  with  us  sttll. 

4  Mean  are  all  offerings  we  can  make; 
Yet  thou  hast  taught  us,  Lord. 

If  jgiven  for  the  Saviour's  sake. 
They  lose  not  their  reward. 

Rev.  Dr.  William  Croswell  was  t 
Hudson,  N.  Y.,  November  7.  1804,  an 
uated  at  Yale  College.  He  studied  law 
but  subsequently  decided  to  enter  th 
istry,  and  took  Holy  Orders  in  1829,  w 
became  rector  of  Christ  Church,  Bost( 
1840  he  removed  to  St.  Peter's  Church 
burn,  N.  Y.,  but  four  years  later  he  n 
to  Boston  as  rector  of  the  Church  of  t 
vent,  where  he  remained  until  his  deai 
vember  9,  1851.  \Ws  Poems,  collected 
father,  were  published  at  Boston  in  i8i 
contain  quite  a  number  of  hymns  wfc 
now  in  common  use.  The  one  here 
was  written  in  1831  for  the  meeting  o 
nevolent  society  in  Boston,  and  it  ha 
generally  accepted  as  the  best  Americai 
for  similar  occasions.  It  is  a  plea  t 
should  strive  to  follow  Christ's  examp 
tr>'  to  enter  into  the  life  of  those  who  a 
and  desolate  and  oppressed.  It  is  unfo 
for  all  parties  concerned  that  laborir 
are  not  more  frequently  heard  in  th< 
behalf.  Some  people  are  inclined  tc 
that  there  are  complications — not  a  fe 
culiar  to  our  own  times,  and  fresh  to  t 
cussion  betA\'een  capital  and  labor.  Ir 
has  often  been  done  merely  through  igr 
of  first  facts.  Wc  grow  very  an^  o 
inconvenience  we  feci  from  stnkes 
work-people;  and  we  upbraid  the  wl 
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them  for  their  folly  in  harming  themselves,  as 
well  as  everybody  else,  by  their  spiteful  be- 
havior. We  clamor  at  the  extraordinary 
prices  they  demand  for  their  services.  We 
institute  ungenerous  comparisons  of  these 
times  with  those  which  came  earlier.  Dema- 
gogues declaim  against  the  unappeased  rest- 
lessness of  the  masses,  and  actually  talk  of 
force  as  becoming  necessary  to  coerce  them 
into  a  more  obsequious  silence  in  the  presence 
of  their  betters. 

Now  the  lion,  in  itsop's  fable,  was  remind- 
ed that  he  had  been  pictured  always  with  the 
foot  of  a  man  upon  his  neck,  and  hence  he 
must  infer  his  own  inferiority.  Whereupon 
he  mildly  requested  that  he  might  be  permit- 
ted to  draw  the  picture  once ;  **  and  then," 
said  he,  **  we  shall  see  where  the  supremacy 
will  lie."  He  painted  the  paw  upon  the  man's 
neck  instead. 

It  becomes  a  serious  and  interesting  inquiry 
whether  there  is  yet  one  side  altogether  un- 
represented in  the  debate.  Is  it  a  settled  con- 
clusion, that,  in  all  the  present  conflict  of 
opinion,  laboring-men  have  no  case  at  all,  and 
must  be  immediately  thrown  out  of  court  ? 
Have  they  no  words  of  soberness  to  speak  to 
the  community,  no  message  of  solemn  ex- 
planation to  utter  in  the  ears  of  the  church- 
es ?  They  do  have  thus  much  to  say  to  the 
community  :  they  assert  that  all  the  old  hope 
to  work-people,  of  better  times  coming,  is 
gone.  They  repeat  with  wonderful  pathos 
that  "The  good  time  coming,  boys,'  is  a 
good  long  time  a-coming ! 


Minute  fidelity.  C.  M. 

Scorn  not  the  slightest  word  or  deed. 

Nor  deem  it  void  of  power ; 
There  's  fruit  in  each  wind-waded  seed 

That  waits  its  natal  hour. 

a  A  whispered  word  may  touch  the  heart, 

And  call  it  back  to  life ; 
A  look  of  love  bid  sin  depart. 

And  still  unholy  strife. 

3  No  act  falls  fruitless;  none  can  tell 
How  vast  its  power  may  be, 

Nor  what  results  infolded  dwell 
Within  it  silently. 

4  Work  on,  despair  not,  bring  thy  mite, 
Nor  care  how  small  it  be ; 

God  is  with  all  that  serve  the  right, 
The  holy,  true,  and  free. 

No  account  is  given  of  the  authorship  of  this 
small  poem ;  it  can  hardly  be  called  a  hymn ; 
still  it  takes  the  place  of  one,  and  it  has  a  sort 
of  appropriateness  at  the  close  of  a  charity 
service,  or  the  like.  In  some  of  the  collec- 
tions where  it  appears  it  is  credited  to  the 
London  Inquirer.  An  illustration  of  its  senti- 
ment can  be  found  in  an  incident  of  Rev. 


Charles  H.  Spurgeon's  early  history,  vouched 
for  as  true.  Thirty  years  ago  or  more  he  was 
invited  to  preach  in  the  vast  Crystal  Palace 
at  Sydenham.  Would  his  voice  fill  the  im- 
mense area  ?  Resolving  to  test  it,  he  w^ent  in 
the  morning  to  the  building,  and  thinking  for 
a  passage  of  Scripture  to  repeat,  this,  as  he 
reached  the  stage,  came  to  mind :  **  It  is  a 
faithful  saying,  and  worthy  of  all  acceptation, 
that  Christ  Jesus  came  into  the  world  to  save 
sinners."  Pronouncing  the  words,  he  felt  sure 
that  he  would  be  heard,  and  then  repeated 
the  verse  in  a  softer  tone.  More  than  a  quar- 
ter of  a  century  later  Mr.  Spurgeon's  brother, 
who  is  also  a  pastor,  was  called  to  the  bed- 
side of  a  man,  an  artisan,  who  was  near  his 
end.  "  Are  you  ready  to  die  .^"  asked  the 
pastor.  •'  Oh,  yes  !"  answered  the  man,  with  a 
modest  but  firm  measure  of  assurance.  **  Can 
you  tell  me  how  you  obtained  the  salvation  of 
your  soul  }"  he  inquired  again,  very  earnestly. 
**  It  is  very  simple,"  said  the  artisan,  his  face 
radiant  with  joy.  *'  I  am  a  plumber  by  trade. 
Some  years  ago  I  was  working  under  the 
dome  of  the  Crystal  Palace,  and  thought  my- 
self entirely  alone.  I  was  without  God  and 
without  hope.  All  at  once  I  heard  a  voice 
coming  from  heaven  which  said :  *  It  is  a  faith- 
ful saying,  and  worthy  of  all  acceptation,  that 
Christ  Jesus  came  into  the  world  to  save  sin- 
ners.' By  the  meaning  of  these  words  I  was 
convinced  of  sin ;  Jesus  Christ  appeared  to 
me  as  my  Saviour.  I  accepted  him  in  my 
heart  as  such  at  the  same  moment,  and  I  have 
served  him  ever  since." 


Psalm  ^i.  CM. 

Blest  is  the  man  whose  softening  heart 

Feels  all  another's  pain ; 
To  whom  the  supplicating  eye 

Was  never  raised  in  vam : — 

a  Whose  breast  expands  with  g«ierotis  warmth 

A  stranger's  woes  to  feel ; 
And  bleeds  in  pity  o'er  the  wound 

He  wants  the  power  to  heal. 

3  He  spreads  his  kind  supporting  arms 
To  ever>'  child  of  grief; 

His  secret  bounty  larrely  flows, 
And  brings  unaskea  relief. 

4  To  gentle  oflfices  of  love 
His  feet  are  never  slow  : 

He  views,  through  mercy's  mehing  eye, 
A  brother  in  a  toe. 

5  Peace  from  the  bosom  of  his  God 
The  Saviour's  grace  shall  give: 

And^  when  he  kneels  before  the  throne. 
His  trembling  soul  shall  live. 

The  story  of  this  gifted  woman,  Mrs.  Anna 
Laetitia  Barbauld,  who  \*Totc  the  hymn  before 
us,  is  in  all  the  annotated  hvTiinals  on  both 
sides  of  the  sea.  She  did  not  give  many  of 
her  compositions  to  the  churches  at  laqge,  but 
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what  have  come  down  into  use  are  appro- 
priate for  special  purposes.  This  one  is  an 
excellent  charity  hymn,  and  deals  viith  inner 
motives  and  delicate  considerations  in  admin- 
istering help  lo  the  sons  and  daughters  o( 
poverty.  The  great  English  critic,  Ruskin, 
used  to  direct  attention  to  the  phraseology  of 
the  verse,  "  Blessed  is  he  that  considereth  the 
pnor :"  he  insisted  that  emphasis  should  be 
thrown  upon  the  word  "  considereth,"  as  inti- 
mating that  it  was  not  the  pittance  bestowed, 
but  the  feeling  of  putting  one's  self  in  the 
place  of  the  needy  brother,  which  gave  to  the 
bestowment  of  alms  its  intrinsic  value. 

Mrs,  Barbauld  was  bom  June  20,  1743.  at 
Kibworth.  Leicestershire.  England,  where  her 
father,  Ur.  John  Aikin,  was  a  schoolmaster. 
She  was  highly  educated,  proficient  in  Latin 
and  Greek,  as  well  as  in  all  the  acquirements 
of  elegant  scholarship.  Her  admirers  were 
wont  to  speak  of  her  personal  charms,  line 
figure,  and  dark-blue  eyes,  as  well  as  of  her 
brilliant  accomplishments,  in  1774  she  was 
married  to  the  Rev.  Rochemonl  Barbauld,  a 
Unitarian  minister  of  French  descent,  who 
kept  school  at  Palgrave,  in  Suffolk ;  she  be- 
came his  assistant  in  the  regular  duties  of  in- 
struction during  the  next  eleven  years.  No- 
body seems  to  speak  in  terms  of  satisfaction 
of  this  man.  He  became  crazy  after  awhile, 
and  so  dangerous  that  she  was  in  peril  of  her 
life.  He  attacked  her  with  a  knife,  and  she 
put  him  in  an  asylum,  from  which  he  escaped 
and  ultimately  drowned  himself ;  and  she 
wrote  ■■  an  affecting  dirge."  The  poetess  pub- 
lished many  works,  lived  to  be  over  eighty 
years  old.  Beloved  and  honored  and  useful, 
and  died  March  9,  1835,  mourned  by  all. 


^^H 

Lord,  how  rich  thy  eracel 

F  the  mishiy  debt  r 

.  Ihrm-e  of  ™d«m  lisht 

rtiMaMed  shine; 

CM. 

11  r  poverty  besloi 

J  Bui  Ihou  hut  biethren  here  below, 

The  partners  of  Ihy  grace. 
And  uill  coiitess  Iheirhumble  lumea 

Before  (hy  Father's  bee. 

4  In  them  thou  nuyn  beckMhed  and  M, 

And  visited  and  cheered : 
And  in  tiieir  accents  of  distress 
Out  Saviour's  voice  is  beard. 

Kev.  IJr.  Philip  Doddridge  has  piven  us  a 
notion  of  practical  beneficence  in  tnb  hymn; 
in  his  book,  1755,  it  is  No.  1 83,  and  is  entkltd 
"  Kelieving  Christ  in  His  Poor  Saints.  Mat- 
thew 25:40."  The  best  illustration  of  the 
sentiment,  perhaps,  is  furnished  in  a  ciKnmii- 
nication  addressed  to  the  Scotch  luller  de- 
partment of  a  religious  journal.  The  writs 
IS  simply  describing  the  way  in  which  our 
foreign  neighbors  blend  spirituality  of  enjoy- 
ment with  commonplace  duty.  He  says :  "  A 
few  Sundays  ago,  in  a  parish  church  not  a 
hundred  miles  from  where  I  write,  the  even- 
poorly  attended  that  tl 


the  very  small  congregatio 
tion.  and  with  the  remark  that  the  meager  at- 
tendance did  not  warrant  him  in  entering  fur- 
ther on  the  service.  But  he  kept  the  coppers ; 
the  collection  was  not '  retumral  at  the  doots.' 
The  collection,  nevertheless,  is  a  strong  point 
in  Highland  churches.  A  famous  Highland 
minister  once  announced  for  the  following 
Sabbath  a  collection  for  foreign  missions, 
which,  he  said,  would  be  taken  at  the  Gaelic 
and  the  English  services,  so  that  '  every  one 
would  have  the  preevilege  of  contreebut)i% 
in  his  own  language.'  The  Highlanders,  loa 
are  not  unaccustomed  to  having  blank  Sun- 
days during  winter  and  spring,  a  circiunstance 
quaintly  embodied  in  the  announcement  of 
one  patriarch,  that  '  there  will  be  no  Lord's 
day  here  next  Sabbath.'  The  beadle,  or  min- 
ister's man.  is  a  great  institution  ia  these 


He  i: 


y  fountain  of  shrewdnen 


and  self-sufficiency.' 

Mart  latvrm. 

Oh,  siiu  in  acceniH  tweet  (Dd  siroac 

"  More  reapers  for  white  harvcM  fields. 
More  li^ren  for  the  Lord  I" 

In  selfish  ease  we  lie, 
Bui,  girded  for  our  FUIki>i  wmk, 
GoTonh  beneath  his  U.J. 
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Where  prophets'  word,  and  martyrs'  blood, 
And  prayers  of  saints  were  sown, 
Ve,  to  their  labors  entering  in, 
Would  reap  where  they  have  strown. 

poem,  written  by  Rev.  Samuel  Long- 
brother  of  H.  W.  Longfellow,  first  ap- 
in  a  Unitarian  collection  called  Hymns 
Spirit,  1864.  It  was  not  intended  to 
i  in  missionary  services,  and  is  an 
ion  of  the  zeal  which  the  Gospel  call 
rouse  in  our  hearts.  Zeal  means  boil- 
n  earnest,  irrepressible  desire  to  reach 
ther  souls,  and  bring  them  into  the 
fty  relationship  with  Jesus,  springs  up 
Dreast  of  every  right-minded  chud  of 
[Jy  and  by,  in  some  cases,  this  really 
s  the  ruling  passion.  There  was  one 
Id  martvr  who  even  in  the  moment  of 
ould  think  only  of  people  to  be  saved. 
le  saw  the  vast  crowd  bringing  fagots 
lich  to  burn  him,  he  thought  only 
I  as  such  a  fine  audience  !  He  sent 
inquiry  whether  he  might  just  preach 
for  half  an  hour.  When  they  silenced 
was  keenly  disappointed,  and  turned 
to  prayer,  saying :  **  Behold,  the  har- 
)  Master,  send  thy  laborers  forth  to 


CharUahleness.  C.  M. 

Think  Kently  of  the  erring  one! 

And  1ft  us  n<»t  forxct, 
However  darkly  staitie<l  by  sin, 

He  is  our  brother  yet. 

2  Heir  of  the  same  inheritance. 
Child  of  the  self-same  God  ; 

He  hath  but  stumbled  in  the  path 
We  have  in  weakness  trod. 

3  Forget  not  thou  hast  often  sinned, 
Aiul  sinful  yet  must  be: 

Deal  K<^>'tly  with  the  erring  one, 
As  (iod  hath  dealt  with  thee. 

•  Universaiist  Hytnns  fiyr  Christian 
t,  published  in  Boston.  1846,  this 
ascribed  to   Miss   F'letcher.  a  writer 

remained  unknown  to  the  present 
he  piece  is  a  favorite  one  on  account 
;a  for  gentleness  and  tenderness  in 
ts  to  help  f)ur  needy  brothers.  We 
^e  a  heart  in  the  hand  when  we  offer 
Kven, thing  seems  so  chill  in  our 
ways  of  working.  We  need  more 
•arted  love.  For  here  is  the  secret  of 
ss  in  the  winning  of  souls.  A  man 
:en  through  the  ice  and  was  drown- 
c  Merrimac  River.  The  neighbors 
)  save   him  with   a  plank  thrust  out 

vd^c.      'rwi(c    he    caught    it   and     90I 
•ack  into  the  stream.     Then   he  had 
igth  enough  to  say."  Oh.  for  heaven's 
'   me   the  \voo(I-<-rui   of  the  plank  I " 


They  pulled  it  in,  and  found  that  the  end  they 
offered  was  round  and  chill  with  ice.  They 
changed  it ;  and  then  his  numb  fingers  clasped 
the  friendly  board,  and  he  was  saved.  Ah, 
me !  we  must,  in  saving  souls,  present  some- 
thing beside  the  ice-end  of  a  mere  conven- 
tional piety. 

900  Thr  Martyr-sptrtt.  C.  M. 

The  Son  of  God  goes  forth  to  war, 

A  kingly  crown  to  gain ; 
His  bloMi-red  banner  streams  afar; 

Who  follows  in  his  train  ? 

2  Who  best  can  drink  his  cup  of  woe, 
And  triumph  over  pain, 

Who  patient  bears  his  cross  below — 
He  follows  in  his  train. 

3  A  glorious  band,  the  chosen  few, 
On  whom  the  spirit  came: 

Twelve  valiant  saints,  their  hope  they  knew. 
And  mocked  the  cross  and  flame. 

4  They  climbed  the  dizzy  steep  to  heaven 
Through  peril,  toil,  and  |>ain : 

O  God !  to  us  may  grace  be  given 
To  follow  in  their  train  I 

This  is  one  of  Bishop  Reginald  Hcber's 
finest  lyrics,  ranking  in  the  estimate  of  many 
with  that  anthem-like  composition,  "  Holy, 
holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Almighty."  It  was 
published  first  in  his  posthumous  Hymns, 
Written  and  Adapted  to  the  IVeeh/y  Church 
Service  of  the  Year,  1827.  There  it  consists 
of  eight  stanzas  of  four  lines.  It  seems 
strange  to  us  that  the  poetry  of  such  a  man 
should  have  to  wait  for  a  htting  recognition 
until  after  his  death.  It  is  related  in  his  biog- 
raphy that  he  endeavored  with  much  zeal  to 
persuade  Archbishop  Manners  Sutton,  jmd 
afterwards  the  Bishop  of  London,  even  as 
early  as  the  year  1820.  to  authorize  the  publi- 
cation of  his  work,  still  in  manuscript,  and  the 
use  of  some  of  his  compositions  m  regular 
scr\'ices.  His  argument  was  pressed  seri- 
ously that  the  churches  outside  of  the  Estab- 
lishment were  making  their  singing  a  '*  power- 
ful engine "  for  religious  good,  and  these 
popular  lyrics  were  forcing  their  way  across 
the  ecclesiastical  barriers  into  the  Episcopal 
congregations ;  he  urged  forcibly  that  as  such 
a  use  was  irre^lar,  it  would  be  better  to  reg- 
ulate it,  since  it  would  be  impossible  to  sup- 
press it.  But  he  did  not  succeed.  And  now 
the  fact  stands  that  the  total  contents  of  the 
manuscript  collection  he  made  are  in  the 
hymnals  of  all  the  churches  on  both  sides  of 
the  sea,  with  a  wideness  in  the  welcome  alto- 
gether unique  in  the  history  of  compilation. 


Expedititm. 

Work  while  it  is  to-day  I 
This  was  our  Saviour's  rule : 

With  docile  minds  let  us  obe\ , 
As  learners  in  his  school. 


S.  M. 
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2  Lord  Christ,  we  humbly  ask 
Of  thee  the  power  and  will. 

With  fear  and  meekness,  every  task 
Ofduty  to  fulfill. 

3  At  home,  by  word  and  deed. 
Adorn  redeeming  grace ; 

And  sow  abroad  the  precious  seed 
Of  truth  in  ever>-  place: 

4  That  thus  the  wilderness 
May  blossom  like  the  rose. 

And  trees  spring  up  of  righteousness, 
Where'er  life's  river  flows. 

5  For  thee  our  all  to  spend, 
Still  may  we  watch  and  pray. 

And,  perseveringj  to  the  end. 
Work  while  it  is  to-day. 

■ 

This  appears  in  James  Montgomery's 
Original  Hymns  for  Public,  Private,  and 
Social  Dn>ot ion,  1853,  as  No.  156,  and  is  en- 
titled, "  Working  the  Works  of  God."  The 
general  trend  of  Christian  experience  at  the 
present  day  is  towards  activity  rather  than 
towards  meditation  or  sensibility.  For  one 
mystic  we  may  tind  fifty  hustlers.  Religion 
includes  a  form  of  feeling,  a  form  of  knowl- 
edge, a  form  of  work — the  heart,  the  head, 
and  the  hand  are  all  employed.  These  are 
to  move  in  unity,  and  then  the  individual  is  to 
grow  greater  and  stronger  as  a  whole.  Some 
people  increase  in  wealth,  in  social  position, 
m  prosperity,  for  half  a  lifetime,  and  die  as 
contractedly  little  as  they  began.  Did  you 
ever  see  a  bird  hopping  up  on  the  doorstone 
of  a  village  church  }  In  a  moment  it  sprang 
higher,  and  lit  on  an  upper  window-sill ;  then 
with  another  little  flutter  it  reached  the  point 
of  the  roof ;  and  now  you  imagined  how  far 
away  it  could  see.  Up  it  flew  again  to  the 
belfry ;  ah  !  the  hills,  and  the  rivers,  and  the 
meadows  in  the  prospect ;  then  another  flight, 
and  it  stood  sheer  aloft  upon  the  spire.  Your 
heart  swelled  with  the  thought  of  the  vast 
reach  of  landscape  by  this  time  under  its  eye. 
but  you  felt  really  surprised  that  the  bird 
continued  so  preposterously  little  all  the  time. 
You  could  hardly  see  it  now  at  all.  away  up 
there  on  the  gilt  vane,  and  in  an  instant,  with 
rapid  skips  from  point  to  point,  it  settled  clear 
to  the  ground  again,  in  no  respect  expanded, 
a  poor  little  bit  of  a  bird,  pecking  in  the 
gravel  for  the  worm  it  came  down  after,  just 
as  it  had  started,  satisfied  with  the  curbstone, 
when  it  might  have  seen  the  stars.  Bad 
enough  for  a  bird,  but  what  will  you  say  of  a 
man.  journeying  up  from  poverty  to  wealth, 
and  yet  never  growing  beyond  the  narrow- 
ness of  stature  with  which  he  started.'  It 
must  be  a  most  inveterate  contraction  of  the 
soul  which  forces  one  to  per\-ert  the  words  of 
Jesus  into  a  strange  motto — receive  freely, 
but  keep  mean. 


Q02  ConMbuium,  S.  M. 

Wr  give  thee  but  thine  own, 

Wnate'er  the  gill  may  be : 
All  that  we  have  is  thine  alone, 

A  trust,  O  Lord,  from  thee. 

a  May  we  thy  bounties  thus 

As  stewards  true  receive, 
And  gladly,  as  thou  blessest  us. 

To  thee  our  first-fruits  givc- 

3  To  comfort  and  to  bless, 
To  find  a  balm  for  woe. 

To  tend  the  lone  and  (atheiiesi. 
Is  angels'  work  below. 

4  The  captive  to  release. 
To  God  the  lost  to  bring. 

To  teach  the  wa^  of  life  and  peace — 
It  is  a  Christ-like  thing. 

5  And  we  believe  thy  word. 
Though  dim  our  faith  may  be; 

Whale'er  for  thine  we  do,  O  Lord, 
We  do  it  unto  thee. 

This  is  one  of  the  most  popular  of  Bishop 
William  Walsham  How's  many  admirable 
hymns,  written  in  1858,  and  first  published  in 
Morrell  and  How's  Psalms  and  Hymns,  1864. 
It  has  become  associated  in  churches  ol 
every  denomination  with  the  chanties  of  the 
members,  and  from  its  simplicity  of  style 
combined  with  glowing  enthusiasm,  seems  a 
fit  expression  of  a  Christian's  gratitude.  John 
Wesley  said  once,  **  You  will  have  no  reward 
in  heaven  for  what  you  lay  up  :  you  will  for 
what  you  lay  out ;  every  pound  you  put  into 
the  earthly  bank  is  sunk :  it  brings  no  interest 
above.  But  every  pound  you  give  to  the 
poor  you  put  into  the  bank  of  heaven.  And 
It  will  bring  glorious  interest." 

903  ChrisVs  Burden.  S.  M. 

It  is  no  untried  way 

That  takes  us  home  to  God , 
The  road  that  leads  to  realms  of  day 

By  Christ  himself  was  trod. 

2  The  Lord  of  Love  has  borne 
The  burdens  of  this  life, 

The  Man  of  Sorrows  oft  was  worn 
With  earth's  incessant  strife. 

3  See  from  his  throne  of  lirht 
He  now  in  erace  looks  down ; 

He  holds  within  faith's  piercing  sight, 
And  bids  us  win — the  crown. 

4  Our  hearts  can  never  fiiint 
With  such  a  goal  in  view ; 

But  doubts  dismissed,  hushed  each  complaini. 
We  will  the  way  pursue. 

Another  of  Rev.  Robert  M.  OfTord's  hymns* 
It  was  first  published  in  the  New  York  Ob- 
sen>er,  F^ebruar)'  i ,  1 883.  The  introduction  of  it 
to  the  singing  public  was  made  in  Laudes Dom- 
ini, 1884.  It  is  the  evident  presence  of  a 
rich  and  fruitful  experience  in  the  poetry  of 
this  writer  which  renders  it  so  welcome  to 
read,  and  sometimes  to  sing.  For  the  editor 
of  a  metropolitan  paper  it  must  be  a  relief  to 
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think  that  *  The  Man  of  Sorrows  oft  was 
worn  with  earth's  incessant  strife,"  and  yet 
now  *•  lojks  down  "  to  see  his  chosen,  and  to 
bid  them  win  the  crown.  How  busy  and 
disturbed  this  world  is!  how  serene  the 
other! 

904  ''Harvest  home:'  S.  M. 

Sow  in  the  morn  thy  seed, 

At  eve  hold  not  thy  hand  ; 
To  doubt  and  fear  ^ive  thou  no  heed  ; 

Broadcast  it  o'er  the  land. 

2  And  duly  shall  appear 

In  verdure,  beautv,  strength, 
The  tender  blade,  the  stalk,  the  ear, 
And  the  full  corn  at  length. 

3  Th-m  canst  not  toil  in  vain; 
Cold,  heal,  the  moist  and  dry^ 

Shall  foster  and  mature  the  grain 
For  garners  in  the  sky. 

4  Then,  when  the  glorious  end, 
The  day  of  God  shall  come, 

The  angel-reapers  shall  descend, 
And  heaven  sing  "  Harvest  home!" 

James  Montgomery  has  included  this  in  his 
Or li^inai  Hymns,  ^ub\\s\\^6.  in  1853.  It  has 
there  seven  stanzas,  and  is  entitled  **  The 
Field  of  the  World."  The  piece  was  written 
for  the  Sheffield  Sunday-School  Union  to  sing 
at  the  Whitsuntide  gathering,  1832. 

A  Welsh  clergyman  asked  a  little  girl  for 
the  text  of  his  last  sermon.  The  child  ^ave 
no  answer — she  only  wept.  He  ascertamed 
that  she  had  no  Bible  in  which  to  look  for  the 
text.  And  this  led  him  to  inquire  whether 
her  parents  and  neighbors  had  a  Bible ;  and 
this  led  to  that  meeting  in  London,  in  1804, 
of  a  few  devoted  Christians,  to  devise  means 
to  supply  the  poor  in  Wales  with  the  Bible, 
the  grand  issue  of  which  was  the  formation 
of  the  British  and  Foreign  Bible  Society — a 
society  which  has  already  distributed  more 
than  30,000.000  copies  of  the  Bible,  its  issues 
now  reaching  nearly  2,500,000  anntially.  And 
this,  in  turn,  led  to  the  formation  of  the 
American  Bible  Society,  and  to  the  whole 
beautiful  cluster  of  sister  institutions  through- 
out the  world,  which  are  so  many  trees  of 
life,  scattering  the  golden  fruits  of  immortal- 
ity among  all  nations  of  the  earth.  This 
mighty  river,  so  deep,  so  broad,  so  far-reach- 
ing in  its  many  branches,  we  may  trace  back 
to  the  tears  of  that  little  girl.  '*  Behold  how 
great  a  matter  a  little  fire  kindleth !" 


"  Thf  night  Cometh:' 

Work,  (or  the  night  is  comiag: 

Work,  thr<»ugh  the  momlnr flours; 
Work,  whilf  the  dew  is  sparkling; 

Work.  *niid  springing  (lowers  : 
Work,  when  the  day  grows  brighter, 

Work,  in  the  glowing  sun ; 
W<»rk,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

When  man's  work  is  done. 


P.M. 


2  Work,  for  the  ni-jht  is  coming. 
Work  through  the  sunny  noon  : 

Fill  brightest  hours  with  labor, 

Rest  comes  sure  and  soon. 
Give  every  flying  minute 

Something  to  keep  in  store: 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

When  man  works  no  more. 

3  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming. 
Under  the  sunset  skies  : 

While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing, 

Work,  for  daylight  flies. 
Work  till  the  last  Deam  fadeth, 

Fadeth  to  shine  no  more ; 
Work,  while  the  night  is  darkening, 

When  man's  work  is  o'er. 

This  hymn,  althou^jh  sometimes  ascribed 
to  Rev.  Sidney  Dyer,  is  really  by  Miss  Anna 
L.  Walker,  of  Canada,  and  was  published  in 
her  Poems,  1868.  .Mr.  Dyer  once  wrote  a 
h^mn  on  the  same  subject,  hence  the  confu- 
sion which  has  arisen.  The  poem  is  an 
earnest  call  to  activity,  suggested  by  the  say- 
ing of  Jesus,  **  The  night  cometh,  when  no 
man  can  work."  It  is  for  us,  therefore,  to  use 
to  its  utmost  the  time  that  is  left. 

There  is  found  among  the  children's  hymns 
one  concerning  "a  starless  crown."  Who 
wants  to  wear  such  ?  If  we  could  just  our- 
selves be  successful  enough  to  worry  through 
life  into  heaven,  would  not  our  hearts  be  sad 
to  remember  no  soul  was  waiting  there  to 
welcome  us,  for  not  one  had  we  set  on  in  the 
way !  Think  of  this  world  of  ruin  and  sin 
all  around  us ;  how  it  welcomes  any  help  of- 
fered to  it!  Did  you  ever  lay  your  finger 
upon  the  edge  of  a  bird's  nest,  when  the 
mother  was  absent,  and  mark  how  blindly, 
but  instinctively,  those  callow  necks  and  open 
bills  all  stretched  up  towards  you  for  food  } 
So  the  whole  race  stands  expectant.  If  you 
have  any  good  to  offer,  you  will  find  a  million 
hearts  around  you  that  need  it. 


Encouragement.  L.  M. 

It  may  not  be  our  lot  to  wield 
The  sickle  m  the  ripened  field : 
Nor  ours  to  hear,  on  summer  eves. 
The  reaper's  song  among  the  sheaves. 

2  Yet  ours  the  grateful  service  whence 
Comes,  day  by  day,  the  recompense ; 
The  hope,  the  trust,  the  purpose  staved. 
The  fountain,  and  the  noonaay  shaae. 

3  And  were  this  life  the  utmost  span. 
The  only  end  and  aim  of  man, 
Better  the  toil  of  fields  like  these 
Than  waking  dream  and  slothful 


tBut  life,  though  falling  like  our  ^rrain, 
ike  that  revives  and  springs  agam ; 
And,  early  called,  how  blest  are  they 
Who  wait,  in  heaven,  their  harvest  day  1 

Another  of  John  G.  Whittier's  poems 
transmuted  into  a  hymn ;  and  indeed  it  makes 
an  excellent  one  for  all  public  meetings  of 
societies  for  Christian  activity  and    bencvo- 


»^ 


CHRISTIAN   EXPERIEXCT. 


fence.  This  was  written  abcm  1850.  and  is 
f^TAahtd  in  hts  MiictUatuaiu  Poems,  where 
nbear^  the  titk.  "Seoi-omt  and  Harvest." 
The  sentiment  of  the  piere  is  quite  genuine. 
and  has  all  the  inteili^^ent  teswrhing  of  the 
<^>>spei  behind  :t :  nzmtW.  'Jtist  k  is  one's  tr^- 
tr^  to  do  ^<xid  whkh  pleases  our  Master : 
and  if  we  fail  in  acr.omplishing  all  we  fondh* 
wLshrd.  it  is  still  profitable  to  keep  at  work 
ber^use  of  the  ^"igor  and  growth  it  secures  to 
us ;  and  we  can  afford  to  wait  a  little  while  till 
we  <';an  ber^^me  acquainted  with  final  results. 
The  p'jet  him.veif  died  September  7.  1892.  He 
said  just  before  hLs  death :  "  >f  y  work  is  done ; 
I  wish  it  were  better  done.  My  sole  trust  is 
in  the  g^yxlnessof  r>jd."  What  more  could 
any  tmc  find  to  say  near  the  end  of  life  ? 

kermcmljer  our  I-ord's  parable :  One  man 
tlierc  was  who  ref^ivcd  only  a  single  talent ; 
but  he  was  expected  Ut  put  it  at  work.  He 
hid  it  in  the  ground.  When  the  day  of  rcck- 
c/ning  came,  tr^ward  which  all  the  others  had 
lK«n  shrewd  enough  10  kxik,  this  ser\'ant 
In'ought  fja'  k  his  money.  He  had  never  so 
murh  as  touched  it ;  he  had  not  ventured  it 
in  exchangers'  loans;  he  deemed  himself 
praisworthy  Ixrcause  he  bore  the  money  back 
uninjured.  In  the  end  the  lord  not  only 
blame/1  him  for  his  indolent  and  distrustful 
prudenrc.  but  issued  a  most  surprising  com- 
mand, that  the  single  talent  he  had  so  cau- 
tiously pn:scr\ed  in  idleness  .should  be  taken 
away  and  given  to  another.  The  c\ident 
teaching  conveyed  in  this  order  is  that  one's 
opp^irt  unity  or  capability  or  gift  for  useful- 
ness may  actually  be  rrxitcd  violently  up  out 
of  his  |Kiss<!ssion  as  a  punishment  for  disuse ; 
he  was  Ix^und  in  do  s^)mething  with  it ;  he 
let  it  lir  waste  ;  so  he  lost  it.  This  happens 
quite  frequently  in  this  life  of  ours;  and 
»imctimcs  a  man  supp^)ses  he  has  still  his 
trrasiirc  in  l>eautiful  secrecy  of  preservation 
after  it  is  j^one. 
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"  'r:ik«'  lip  thv  <  n>ss,"  th<' Saviour  said, 
"  n  tlioii  woiiMst  inv  'li%(  iplc  be; 

I>«fi>  thvsrU   tin-  w»»r(<l  l''rsakc', 
Afi«l  liurntiK  (olh»w  aftiT  rnc." 

i  Takr  lip  thv  <  ffiss :  let  ri'tt  its  weight 
l-ill  thv  wi-ak  snirit  with  alarm  : 

His  stmiKth  shall  lN*ar  thv  spirit  tij), 
Ami  hrari-  thy  ht-art  and  iicrvc  thine  arm. 

^  T.iki-  up  thy  cuiss,  nor  hrtfl  Iht*  shame, 
Nor  h't  thv  f'Milish  pride  rrU'l  : 

Thv  Lord  forthi'rthc  rn»ss  cndun**!, 
T«»  s;ivr  thy  s«iiil  fmm  death  and  hell. 

4  Take  up  thv  <  r(»ss,  and  follow  Christ; 

Nor  think  till  death  to  lav  it  down  ; 
Fm  onlv  In-  who  hi-ai^  the  < niss 

M.iv  hop!'  to  wi-ai  thr  ^loriouK  rrown. 


Rev.  Charles  Wilbm  Eivresc  M.  i 
bom  ac  East  Windsor.  CdmL.  May  3; 
and  gradaaced  ac  Trinicy  CoDeee,  H 
in  1958.     He  decided  to'  cncicr  uie  n 

and  in  1842  became  nectar  at  Hampden 
where  be  remained  for  tfairty-ooc  jpear 
ing  the  greater  part  of  this  time  hen 
the  head  of  a  soccessfnl  school,  and 
f!uence  was  far-reacfaii^.  He  died  at 
bury.  Conn^  January  11,  1S77.  Thi 
was  first  published  by  him  in  a  %oiuroi 
etr\-  entitled  I'/siohj  of  Deatk^  in  183 
although  not  so  widely  known  in  this  < 
it  is  to  be  found  in  most  of  the  1 
books,  where  it  has  received  h^;fa  praia 
beautiful  American  h\'mn.*' 


Go.  labor  oa.  while  it  ts  day : 
The  world's  dark  nigfat  is  YoAa 


Speed,  speed  thy 
It  b  ooc  thus  that  soals  are 


sloth  a 


in^oi 


1  Men  die  in  darkness  at  yoar  side. 

Without  a  hope  to  cheer  the  toaib  : 
Take  up  the  torch  and  wave  it  widc- 

The  torch  that  lisfau  timers  thickest  «! 

3  Toil  on — frint  not,  keep  watch  and  pia 
Be  wise  the  erring^  soul  to  win  ; 

Go  forth  into  the  worid*s  highway ; 
Compel  the  wanderer  to  come  m. 

4  Go.  labor  on  :  jroor  hands  are  weak  : 
Your  knees  are  &int,  >-oar  soul  cast  doi 

Yet  (alter  not :  the  prize  yoa  scdc 
Is  near — a  kingdom  and  a  crown  ! 

This  popular  poem,  bv  Rev.  Dr.  K 
Bonar.  was  written  in  1&4.3  and  first 
in  a  small  booklet  of  three  or  four  hym 
was  included  in  his  Songs  for  the  IVik 
1843,  and  consisted  of  eight  stanzas  ;  hi 
frequently  been  altered  and  divided  ii 
parts.  It  is  full  of  an  intense  realizi 
the  need  of  the  world,  and  our  impera: 
ligation  to  respond  to  such  a  dema 
help.  Although  what  we  can  do  may 
mere  trifle,  yet  God's  blessing  can  tun 
a  powerful  aid.  An  English  clergyr 
latcs  the  following  incident,  which  pny 
we  should  not  despise  thedayofsinall 
*'  During  a  voyage  to  India,  I  sat  or 
evening  in  my  cabin  feeling  thorougl 
well,  as  the  sea  was  rising  fast  and  I  1 
a  poor  sailor.  Suddenly  the  cry  ol 
overboard  ! '  made  me  spring  to  my  : 
heard  a  trampling  overhead,  but  resol 
to  go  on  deck  lest  I  should  interfere  w 
crew  in  their  efforts  to  save  the  poo! 
*  What  can  I  do  .^  *  I  asked  myself,  i 
stantly  unhooking  my  lamp,  I  held  it  r 
top  of  my  cabin  and  close  to  my  bull's  e; 
dow.  that  its  light  might  shine  on  thes 
as  near  the  ship  as  possible.     In  half 
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ute's  time  I  heard  the  joyful  cry,  •  It 's  all 
right,  he  s  safe,'  upon  which  I  put  my  lamp  in 
its  place.  The  next  day,  however,  I  was  told 
that  my  little  lamp  was  the  sole  means  of  sav- 
ing the  man's  life ;  it  was  only  by  the  timely 
light  which  shone  upon  him  tnat  the  knotted 
rope  could  be  thrown  so  as  to  -each  him." 


Forbearance.  L.  M. 

Oh,  what  stupendous  mercy  shines 

Around  the  majesty  of  heaven  ! 
Rebels  he  deigns  to  call  his  sons — 

Their  souls  renewed,  their  sins  forgiven. 

2  Go,  imitate  the  jrrace  divine — 
The  grace  that  blazes  Hke  the  sun  : 

Hold  forth  your  fair  though  feeble  light, 
Through  all  your  lives  let  mercy  run. 

3  When  all  is  done,  renounce  your  deeds, 
Renounce  self- righteousness  with  scorn : 

Thus  will  you  glorify  your  Go<l, 
And  thus  the  Christian  name  adorn. 

Rev.  Dr.  Thomas  Gibbons,  author  of  this 
hymn,  was  the  biographer  as  well  as  the 
friend  of  Watts,  whose  influence  is  plainly 
seen  in  his  writings,  although  they  lack  the 
quality  which  gives  permanent  value  to  reli- 
gious poems.  Thomas  Gibbons  was  born  at 
Reak,  near  Newmarket.  England,  May  31, 
1720,  and  received  a  good  education  at  a 
grammar  school  and  an  academy.  In  1742 
he  was  ordained,  and  became  assistant  to 
Rev.  Thomas  Bures  at  Silver  St.  Chapel, 
London  ;  a  year  later  he  assumed  the  charge 
of  an  Independent  Church  in  Cheapside, 
where  he  remained  until  his  death,  February 
22,  1785.  In  addition  to  his  pastoral  work  he 
was  tutor  of  Logic,  Ethics,  and  Mathematics 
at  an  academy  in  London,  and  Sunday  Even- 
ing Lecturer  at  Monkwell  Street  Meeting 
House.  He  assisted  President  Davies  of 
Princeton  College,  N.  J.,  in  securing  funds  in 
England,  and  received  from  that  mstitution 
the  degree  of  D.  D..  1760.  FoOr  years  later, 
1764,  he  received  the  same  degree  from  the 
University  of  Aberdeen.  Dr.  Gibbons  pub- 
lished a  number  of  works  both  in  prose  and 
poetrv'.  This  piece  is  from  his  Hymns,  1784. 
He  was  a  friend  of  Lady  Huntingdon,  and  of 
Dr.  Samuel  Johnson,  and  in  that  brilliant  cir- 
cle was  distinguished  by  his  zealous  piety. 


9  I O  f^attfi  ^ind  IVorks, 

Onf.  cup  of  healing  oil  and  wine. 
One  ofTcritig  laid  on  mercy's  shrine. 
Is  ihri<  c  more  grateful.  L«)rd,  to  thee 
Than  lifte<l  eye  or  bende<i  knee. 

2  III  true  and  inward  faith  we  trace 
The  source  of  every  outward  grace; 
Within  the  pious  heart  it  plays, 
A  living  fount  of  joy  and  praise. 

\  KituI  dee<ls  of  peace  an<i  love  betray 
VVhere'er  the  stream  has  found  its  way; 
But,  where  these  spring  not  rich  and  lair, 
The  stream  has  never  wandered  there. 


Rev.  William  Hamilton  Drummond  was 
born  at  Lame,  County  Antrim,  Ireland,  in 
August,  1772.  His  father,  who  was  a  physi- 
cian, died  while  the  boy  was  very  young,  and 
his  education  was  the  result  of  his  mother's 
energy  and  determination.  He  studied  for 
the  ministry  at  the  University  of  Glasgow, 
and  at  the  early  age  of  twenty-one  became 
pastor  of  the  Second  Presbyterian  Church  in 
Belfast;  where  he  remained  until  18 16,  when 
he  assumed  charge  of  the  Strand  Street  Chapel 
in  Dublin.  He  continued  in  this  pastorate  un- 
til his  death,  which  occurred  October  16,  1865. 
Mr.  Drummond  wrote  a  good  number  of 
poems  and  a  few  hymns,  of  which  the  one 
given  here  is  the  best  known.  It  illustrates 
the  sentiment  of  Lowell's  beautiful  '*  V^ision  of 
Sir  Launfal :" 

"Who  gives  himself,  with  his  alms,  feeds  three. 
Himself,  his  hungering  neighbor,  and  Me." 

We  take  up  this  work  of  caring  for  the  poor ; 
we  do  it,  after  our  fashion.  But  wherein  lies 
the  discipline  of  surprise  }  That  is  revealed  in 
a  Bible  text :  **  Inasmuch  as  ye  have  done  it 
unto  one  of  the  least  of  these  my  brethren,  ye 
have  done  it  unto  Me."  There  is  something 
exquisitely  interesting  in  the  ancient  legends 
of  the  saints,  always  referring  to  this.  One 
hermit  will  be  sitting  at  the  door  of  his  cave ; 
along  comes  a  beggar ;  he  helps  him ;  then 
the  beggar  throws  back  his  garment  and  van- 
ishes. But  as  he  departs,  the  hermit  sees  the 
wounds  in  his  side  and  hands.  He  has  given 
food  to  Christ.  Then  another  will  be  in  his 
room  praying ;  in  stalks  a  laboring-man ;  he 
is  covered  with  dust ;  the  saint  washes  his 
feet,  and  sees  where  the  cross-nails  went 
through  :  his  pauper  guest  is  Christ.  So  they 
visit  men  in  prison,  they  clothe  the  naked, 
they  watch  the  sick;  they  succor  the  oppressed. 
And  everywhere,  as  the  tale  ends,  it  is  made 
evident  that  they  have  been  tested  in  charity. 
and  given  help  to  Christ.  It  is  ever  the  **  poor 
wayfaring  man  of  grief "  who  eventually 
starts,  the  "  stranger  from  disguise,"  and 
praises  the  unconscious  man  who  has  given 
him  help  when  in  need. 


L.  M.      911 


Librrality.  L.  M. 

Wmkn  Jesus  dwelt  in  mortal  clay. 
What  were  his  works  from  day  to  day 
But  miracles  of  power  and  grace 
That  spread  salvation  through  our  race? 

2  Teach  us,  O  Lord,  to  keep  in  view 
Thy  pattern,  and  thy  steps  pursue; 
Let  alms  bestowed,  let  kmaness  done. 
Be  witnessed  by  each  rolling  sun. 

3  That  man  may  last,  but  never  lives. 
Who  much  receives,  hut  nothing  gives ; 
Whom  none  can  love,  whom  none  can  thank. 
Creation's  blot,  creatit»n's  blank  ! 
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4  But  he  who  marks,  from  day  to  day, 
In  generous  acts  his  radiant  way. 
Treads  the  same  path  his  Saviour  trod, 
The  (jath  to  glory  and  to  God. 

In  Rev.  Dr.  Thomas  Gibbons'  Hymns 
adapted  to  Dh'hie  Worship.  1784,  this  poem 
appears,  entitled  **  Jesus  our  Example."  It  has 
been  reprinted  in  several  American  collec- 
tions, its  chief  value  lying  in  the  third  verse, 
which  has  been  called  **  illustrious,"  from  the 
felicity  of  its  description  of  true  greatness. 
The  philanthropist  who  has  helped  the  poor  to 
rise :  the  statesman  who  has  led  his  country 
on  to  higher  advancement ;  the  soldier  who 
has  bravely  periled  his  life  in  order  to  quell  a 
rising  in  arms,  and  establish  the  right  over 
the  wrong ;  the  scholar  who  has  WTought  out 
in  his  vigils  systems  or  appliances  of  truth 
which  show  men  advantage  or  aid  them  in 
bearing  their  burdens ;  in  one  word,  the  man 
who  in  public  or  private  has  addressed  him- 
self sincerely  to  the  work  of  being  serviceable 
to  his  fellow-men.  he  it  is  who  receives  the 
award  of  greatness.  He  abides  in  the  emi- 
nent estimation  of  the  gocxi  and  the  true  of  all 
ages.  *•  Put  a  sun-dial  over  my  grave,  and  let 
me  be  forgotten,"  were  the  dymg  words  of 
John  Howard.  A  most  modest  request  surely ; 
and  yet  it  is  fair  to  say  that,  though  his  coun- 
tr>'men,  and  the  world  at  large,  would  have 
granted  him  any  other  prayer,  this  they 
promptly  denied.  "  The  name  of  the  righteous 
shall  be  held  in  everlasting  remembrance,  but 
the  name  of  the  wicked  shall  rot." 

Q I  2  God  f^iveth  all  things.  8s,  4s. 

( »  LtiRP  of  ht*aven,  and  earth,  and  sea, 
To  thcf  :ill  praise  and  j?Ior>-  be  ; 
How  shall  we  show  our  love  to  thee, 
Who  jjivcsl  all? 

2  For  ncacrful  homes  and  healthful  days, 
For  all  thf  blessings  earth  displays, 
Weowt-  thet'  thankfulness  and  praise, 
Who  Kivest  all. 

;  Thou  didst  not  spare  thine  only  Son, 
Hut  i;av'>l  him  for  a  world  undone, 
Ami  frfi'lv  with  that  blessf'd  One 
Thou  i;i\f»«t  all. 

4  F«»r  souls  rodeenuMl,  for  sins  forgiven, 
For  nu'ans  (if  urart-  and  hopt-s  of  heaven, 
F'ather  what  »an  t<»  tln'e  be  Kivc-n. 

Who  xjiwsi  all  * 

5  Wr  I'ist*  what  on  <»ur^clves  Wf  .spend  ; 
W"  h  i\  I-  as  treasure  w  ithoul  end 

Wi»  itrver.  Lor<l.  to  thee  we  lend, 
Wh<»  Kivest  all. 

This  popular  poem  first  appeared  in  Bishop 
Christopher  Wordsworth's  Holy  Year,  1863, 
and  was  desiv^ned  by  him  to  be  used  a^^ 
an  offertory  Inmn.  The  refrain  of  eacii 
stanza  emphasizes  the  supreme  completeness 
of  (ichI's  lienerosjty ;   and  in   the  picture  of 


Christ's  sacrifice  there  comes  to  us  the  thou^ 
that  there  is  a   corresponding    duty  which 
devolves  upon  us.    Not  only  our  p>ossessioiis, 
but  we  ourselves,  are  owed  to  Christ^ue 
on  the  instant — as  St.   Paul  said,  "  1  am  a 
debtor."    Once  a  wealthy  merchant  gave  this 
excuse.    "  I  had  a  dream/'  he  said ;  **  I  mis 
erecting  a  pyramid  of  gold.     Its  vast  base 
stood  four-square  on  the  rock.     Its  glittering 
sides  shone  in  the  sun.     But  its  pinnacle  was 
vet  unfinished,  as  it  rose  near  the  sky.    I  saw 
now  the  gains  of  toiling  years  were  lifting  k 
layer  by  layer.     I  even  awoke  myself  by  ex- 
claiming, *  When  it  is  entirely  done  I  will  be- 
gin to  give  away.'  "    Then  the  slow  months 
passed  and  the  twelvemonth  vanished.    And 
again  came  the  call,  with  the  question.  Is  the 
pyramid  finished  yet }    And  the  answer  was 
ouite  ready.    "  I  have  had  another  dream; 
the  mass  of  gold  was  shining  clear  to  its 
apex  ;  it  was  the  wonder  of  the  world ;  but  I 
said,  as  I  waked  from  sleep.  How  can  I  pluck 
away  from  its  beauty,  or  injure  the  sj'mmetiy 
of  its  pattern  }     I  am  now  busy  laymg  up  a 
little  more,  lest  it  should  ever  crumble  and 
need  repairs." 

He  who  gives  tithes  at  the  start  will  grow 
himself  as  his  fortune  grows.  He  that  delays 
will  harden.  And  it  should  never  be  foi^got- 
ten  that  money  is  only  the  measure  of  man- 
hood, when  consecrated  to  Christ.  It  is  our- 
selves we  give  to  him,  ourselves  he  demands. 


913 


"  Fear  not,  little /lock:' 


C.  P.M. 


Fkar  not.  O  little  flock,  the  foe 
W'ho  mauly  seeks  your  overthrow ; 

Dread  not  his  ra^  and  power ; 
What  though  your  courage  sometimes  ftints. 
His  seeming  triumph  o'er  God's  saints 

Lasts  but  a  little  nour. 

a  Be  of  gcKKl  cheer ;  your  cause  hek>ncs 
To  him  who  can  avenge  your  wrongs; 

Leave  it  to  him,  our  Lord  I 
Though  hidden  yet  from  mortal  eyes, 
He  sees  the  Gideon  that  shall  rise 

To  save  us  and  his  word. 

X  As  true  as  God's  o^'n  word  is  true, 
Not  earth  nor  hell  with  all  their  crew 

Against  us  shall  prevail ; 
A  jest  and  by-word  are  they  grown ; 
God  is  with  us.  we  are  his  own. 

Our  violor\-  cannot  fail. 

4  Amen.  L<»rd  Jesus,  grant  our  prayer  I 
Gre.it  Captain,  now  thine  arm  make  bare, 

FiKht  UiT  us  once  arain  I 
So  shall  thy  saints  and  martyrs  raise 
A  mighty  chorus  to  thy  praise. 

World  without  end:  Amen! 

This  is  a  translation  by  Miss  Catharine 
Wink  worth  from  the  German,  "  Verst^e 
m'c/tt,  dii  Hauflein  klet'ny  It  was  published 
first  in  her  Lyra  Germanica^  ^^SSt  and  has 
passed  into  use  in  many  hymnals  in  Great 
r>ritain  and  America.    The  original  poem  has 
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iited  to  Gustavus  Adolphus,  and 

"  Swan  Song,"  from  the  fact  that 
ng  it  on  the  morning  of  the  battle 

in  which  the  king  w^as  fatally 
But  later  researches  seem  to  prove 
:om posed  by  Rev.  Johann  Michael 

pastor  of  several  churches  near 
huringia.  In  the  troubled  time  of 
i'ears*  War  he  was  forced  to  i\y  to 

there,  on  hearing  of  the  victory  of 
ptember  17,  1631,  he  wrote  this 
fiymn.  It  is  the  outpouring  of  a 
t  that  is  praising  (}od  for  deliver- 
i  of  utmost  need.  It  is  astonish- 
10 w  far  a  truly  aroused  soul  can 

the  throne  of  grace,  sometimes, 
g  impulse  of  overwrought  feeling, 
md  on  record  one  of  the  persistent 
is  of  that  prince  of  praying  men, 
her.  One  time  a  sober  fear  fell 
ible  band  of  Reformers  that  Ger- 
d  be  lost  to  th?  cause.  Then  it 
his  devoted  man  interposed  his 
laimed  a  hearing  from  God : 
Almighty  God.  everlastin'j  !    How 

this  world !  Behold,  how  its 
IS  to  swallow  me  up !  How  small 
in  thee  !  If  1  am  to  def)end  upon 
h  of  the  world,  all  is  over.  The 
jck.  Sentence  is  gone  forth.  O 
d !  O  thou,  my  God,  help  me 
the  wisdom  of  the  world.     Thou 

this.  The  work  is  not  mine,  but 
ive  no  business  here.  The  cause 
id  it  IS  righteous  and  everlasting, 
p  me !     O  faithful  and  unchange- 

1  lean  not  on  a  man.  My  God, 
lost   thou    not   hear.^      My   God, 

longer  living  ?  Nay,  thou  canst 
hou  dost  not  hide  thyself.  Thou 
n  for  me  this  work.  I  know  it. 
O  God,  accomplish  thine  own 
ike  me  not,  for  the  sake  of  thy 
d  Son,  Jesus  Christ,  my  defence, 
,  and  my  stronghold  !" 
oment  he  seemed  then  to  pause, 
ice  more  the  bursting  heart  con- 
I  importunate  yearning.  It  was  as 
tached  the  point  where  the  Angel- 
d  said — "  Let  me  go  !"     P^or  with 

that    great  will    instantly  sprung 
k.  to  wing  the  petition  higher: 
here  art    thou  ?     My  God.  where 
Come.  1  pray   thee.   I  am   ready, 
prepared  to  lay  down  my   life  for 

For    the    cause    is    holy.      It    is 

/  Tiv7/  /to/  lit  t/itt'  jro ;  no.  nor 
•ternity  !  My  soul  is  thine,  Yes. 
e  own   word   to  assure  me  of  it. 


My  soul  belongs  to  thee,  and  will  abide  with 
thee  for  ever.  Amen.  O  God,  send  help ! 
Amen !" 

914  Unity  in  Diversity.  8s,  4B. 

Fathbr  of  all/  from  land  and  sea 
The  nations  sing,  "  Thine,  Lord,  are  we. 
Countless  in  number,  but  m  thee 
May  we  be  one." 

a  O  Son  of  God,  whose  love  so  free 
For  men  did  make  thee  man  to  be. 
United  to  our  God  in  thee. 
May  we  be  one. 

3  Thou,  Lord,  didst  once  for  all  atone ; 
Thee  may  both  lew  and  Gentile  own 
Of  their  two  walls  the  Comer  Stone, 
Making  them  one. 

tjoin  hieh  and  low,  join  young  and  old, 
n  love  that  never  waxes  cold ; 
Under  one  Shepherd,  in  one  fold, 
Make  us  all  one. 

K  So,  when  the  world  shall  pass  away, 
May  we  awake  with  toy  ana  say, 
"  Now  in  the  bliss  of  endless  day 
We  all  arc  one." 

This  hymn  was  written  by  Dr.  Christopher 
Wordsworth.  Bishop  of  Lincoln,  by  request, 
after  the  Church  Congress  at  Nottingham, 
England,  1871.  It  is  a  prayer '*  For  Unity," 
and  is  so  entitled.  When  believers  are 
grouped  around  their  Head,  the  closer  they 
are  to  him.  the  closer  they  are  to  each  other. 
Thus  once  wrote  John  Wesley,  quoting  the 
cheerful  conversation  between  Jehonadab 
and  Jehu :  ** '  Is  thine  heart  right,  as  my 
heart  is  with  thy  heart  ?  If  it  be,  give  me 
thine  hand.*  I  ao  not  mean.  Be  of  my  opin- 
ion ;  thou  needest  not ;  neither  do  I  mean,  I 
will  be  of  thine  opinion;  I  cannot.  Let  all 
opinions  alone;  give  me  thine  hand." 

915  The  Church  menaced.  lis,  5s. 

Lord  of  our  life,  and  God  of  our  salvation, 
Star  of  our  nig^t,  and  hope  of  every  nation. 
Hear  and  receive  thv  church's  supplication. 
Lord  God  Almighty. 

a  Lord,  thou  canst  help  when  earthly  armor  fiiileih. 
Lord,  ttiou  canst  save  when  deadly  sin  assaileth. 
Lord,  o'er  thy  rock  nor  death  nor  nell  prex-aileth ; 
Grant  us  thy  peace,  Lord  :— 

3  Peace  in  our  hearts,  our  evil  thoughts  assuaging. 
Peace  In  thy  church,  where  brothers  are  engaging, 
Peace,  when  the  world  its  busy  war  is  waging  ; 

Calm  thy  foes  raging. 

4  Grant  us  thv  help  till  backward  the>'  are  driven. 
Grant  them  tny  truth,  that  they  may  be  forgiven. 
Grant  peace  on  earth,  and  after  we  have  stnven, 

Peace  in  thy  heaven. 

This  hymn  can  scarcely  be  called  a  transla- 
tion, but  may  rather  be  said  to  have  been 
founded  upon  the  German  **  Chrtste,  du  Bet- 
stand  dtiner   Kreuzgemeine"  of    Matthaus 
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Apelles  von  Lowenstem,  who  was  bom  April 
20,  1 594,  at  Neustadt,  in  Silesia.  At  an  early 
age  he  developed  fine  musical  talent,  and  was 
appointed  director  of  the  orchestra  of  the 
reigning  Duke,  at  Bemstadt,  in  1625,  and  a 
year  later  became  master  of  the  royal  school 
m  the  same  place.  Subsequently  he  became 
Director  of  Finance,  and  held  various  high 
positions  under  the  Emperors  Ferdinand  II. 
and  III.,  the  latter  of  whom  made  him  a  noble. 
He  died  at  Breslau,  April  11,  1648.  About 
thirty  hymns  arc  attributed  to  him ;  these 
were  accompanied  in  the  6rst  editions  by  his 
o^^^l  music.  The  English  version  is  the  work 
of  Mr.  Philip  Pusey,  a  descendant  of  a  noble 
English  family,  who  was  bom  June  2$,  1799, 
and  died  July  9,  1855.  It  was  contributed  by 
him  to  A.  P.  Reinagle's  Psalm  and  Hymn 
Tunes,  1840. 


916 
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How  beauteous  are  their  feet 

Who  stand  on  Zion's  hill ! 
Who  bring  salvation  on  their  tongues, 

And  words  of  peace  reveal. 
How  charming  is  their  voice! 

How  sweet  their  tidings  are ! 
"  Zion,  behold  thy  Saviour  King: 

He  reigns  and  triumphs  here.' 

2  How  happy  are  our  ears, 
That  hear  this  ioyful  sound ! 

Which  kings  and  prophets  waited  for. 

And  sought,  but  never  found. 
How  bless<ld  are  our  e>'cs. 

That  see  this  heavenly  light ! 
Prophets  and  kings  desired  it  long, 

But  died  without  the  sight. 

3  The  watchmen  join  their  voice, 
And  tuneful  notes  employ; 

Jerusalem  breaks  forth  m  songs. 

And  deserts  learn  the  joy. 
The  Lord  makes  bare  his  arm 

Through  all  the  earth  abroad ; 
Let  evcrv'  nation  now  behold 

Their  Saviour  and  their  God ! 

In  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  Hymns  and  Spiritual 
.Si^w^'-j  this  poem  appeared  in  1707.  with  the 
title,  *•  The  blessedness  of  Gospel  Times,  or. 
The  Revelation  of  Christ  to  Jews  and  Gen- 
tiles." It  was  inspired  by  the  passage  in  the 
fifty-second  chapter  of  Isaiah,  which  describes 
the  messengers  of  the  Gospel  bearinj,^  over 
the  mountain-tops  the  glad  tidings  of  salvation. 
So  the  faithful  minister  comes  now  to  his 
flock  :  his  daily  life  may  be  uniform  and  un- 
eventful, but  to  heaven's  eyes  his  work  is  in- 
teresting and  precious  as  any  done  on  earth. 
In  The  Pastirr  of  Kilsyth  there  is  a  sketch 
of  such  a  career :  "  Angels  look  down  upon 
it ;  busy,  eager,  bustling  men  heed  it  not.  A 
calm  routine  of  lowly,  though  sacred  duties,  a 
constant  unvaried  ministry  of  love,  it  flows 
on  in  a  still  and  quiet  stream,  arresting  no  at- 
tention I  v  i:>  iioisr  and  known  alone  to  the 


lowly  homes  it  visits  on  its  way 
flowers  and  fields  it  ^'aters.  The  yoi 
tor  of  Dun  was  no  exception  to  tl 
preached  the  Word;  dispensed  the 
Supj)er ;  warned  the  careless ;  comfo 
sorrowing;  baptized  little  children; 
the  union  of  young  and  loving  hearts 
the  sick,  the  dying ;  buried  the  dead 
the  hand  and  whispered  words  of  p 
the  ear  of  mourners ;  carried  to  I 
widow  and  friendless  orphan  the  c 
the  church  and  his  own  ;  slipped  in 
some  happy  home  and  gently  broke 
news  of  the  sudden  disaster  tar  awa 
up  the  fallen  one  from  the  ground,  am 
to  Him  who  receiveth  the  publicans 
sinners — these  things  and  such  as 
did  in  that  little  homewalk  for  twc 
cessive  years  day  by  day ;  but  that 
There  is  much  here  for  the  records  ol 
but  nothing,  or  next  to  nothing,  for  1 
annals  of  time."    . 

917  More  Laborers, 

Lord  of  the  harvest  I  hear 

Thy  needy  servants'  cry ; 
Answer  our  fiiith's  effectual  prayer, 

And  all  our  wants  supply. 
On  thee  we  humbly  wait  \ 

Our  wants  are  in  thy  view ; 
The  harvest  truly.  Lord  !  is  Kreat, 

The  laborers  are  few. 

2  Convert  and  send  forth  more 
Into  thv  Church  abroad ; 

And  let  them  speak  thy  word  of  po* 
As  workers  with  their  God. 

Give  the  pure  Gospd-word, 
The  word  of  general  grace: 

Thee  let  them  preach,  the  common 
The  Saviour  of  our  race. 

3  Oh,  let  them  spread  thy  mime ; 
Their  mission  fully  prove ; 

Thv  universal  grace  proclaim. 
Thy  all-redeeming  love. 

On  all  mankind  forgiven 
Empower  them  ^11  to  call. 

And  tell  each  creature  under  heaven 
That  thou  hast  died  for  all. 

This  is  taken  from  Rev.  Charles  > 
Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems ^  1742.  It 
titled,  "  A  Prayer  for  Laborers."  ai 
founded  upon  Matthew  9 :  36-38  :  " Ai 
went  about  all  the  cities  and  villages^  1 
in  their  synagogues,  and  preaching  th< 
of  the  kingdom,  and  healing  every  s 
and  every  disease  among  the  peopl 
when  he  saw  the  multitudes,  he  ^i-as 
with  compassion  on  them,  becau 
fainted,  and  were  scattered  abroad,  \ 
having  no  shepherd.  Then  saith  he 
disciples.  The  harvest  truly  is  plente 
the  laborers  are  few.  Pray  ye  1 
Lord  of  the  harvest,  that  tie  wilt 
laborers  into  his  harvest," . 
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\  Psalm  137.  S.  M. 

1  LOVE  thy  kingdom,  Lord! 
The  house  of  thine  abode, 

The  church  our  blest  Redeemer  saved 
With  his  own  precious  blood. 

2  I  love  thy  church,  O  God! 
Hor  walls  before  thee  stand, 

Dear  as  the  apple  of  thine  eye, 
And  graven  on  thy  hand. 

3  For  her  my  tears  shall  fall. 
For  her  my  prayers  ascend  ; 

To  her  my  cares  and  toils  be  given, 
Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 

4  Beyond   my  highest  joy 

I  prize  her  heavenly  ways. 
Her  sweet  communion,  solemn  vows, 
Her  hymns  of  love  and  praise. 

5  Sure  asthv  truth  shall  last, 
To  Zion  shall  be  given 

The  brightest  glories  earth  can  yield, 
And  brighter  bliss  of  heaven. 

lie  sentiment  of  the  old  temple  song  is 
ihought  embodied  in  this  modern  hymn, 
rch  attachment  is  not  bigotr)',  nor  is  it 
arianism.  The  spirit  of  divisiveness  is 
irtintj  in  our  American  churches  ;  perhaps 

is  well,  and  we  ought  to  be  at  least  grate- 
or  it.  Zealous  affection  for  our  own  de- 
lination  has  vanished  ;  but  in  some  quar- 
it  is  to  be  feared  that  much  went  away 
I  it.  Is  there  faith  in  anything  now?  Is 
e  love  for  anything  now  }     Is   there  zeal 

anything  now }  These  questions  are 
th  talking  about  sometimes. 
I  1797  Dr.  Timothy  Dwight,  then  a  use- 
md  beloved  pastor  of  Greenfield  Hill,  in 
town  of  Fairfield,  Conn.,  was  requested 
he  Congre^ationalist  ministers  of  Con- 
icut  to  revise  Dr.  Watts'  version  of  the 
ms,  and  "  to  versify  the  Psalms  omitted 
Waits,"  which  had  been  previously  done, 

very  imperfectly,  by  Joel  Barlow.  He 
>mplished  his  task  to  the  satisfaction  of 
parties  by  whom  he  was  employed,  add- 
upward  of  twenty  compositions  to  the 
me  ;  but  very  few  of  them  are  now  used. 

volume  he  prepared  is  now  generally 
*vn  and  mentioned  as  Dwighfs  Watts^ 
).  In  this  the  hymn  now  under  our  study. 
s  grown  so  familiar  and  useful  in  all  the 
ches,  is  found.  It  is  a  free  version  of 
m  137,  and  contains  eight  stanzas  in 
t  meter. 


Psalm  48. 

Great  is  the  Lord  our  God, 
And  let  his  praise  be  great : 

He  makes  his  churches  his  abode, 
His  most  delightful  seat. 

2  In  Zion  God  is  known — 

A  refuge  in  distress; 
How  bright  has  his  salvation  shone 

Through  all  her  palaces  1 


S.  M> 


3  Oft  have  our  fiathers  told, 
Our  eyes  have  often  seen. 

How  well  our  God  secures  the  fold 
Where  his  own  sheep  have  been. 

4  In  every  new  distress 
We'll  to  his  house  repair; 

We'll  think  upon  his  wondrous  grace, 
And  seek  deliverance  there. 

This  is  a  version  by  Dr.  Isaac  Watts  of 
Psalm  48,  and  was  origmally  in  seven  stanzas. 
Its  central  thought  is  the  truth  that  "  the 
Church  is  the  honor  and  safety  of  a  nation," 
hence  the  spirit  of  worldliness  must  be 
guarded  against  as  a  doubly  dangerous  foe. 
No  church  was  ever  swamped  by  any  worldli- 
ness so  long  as  it  was  not  suffered  to  lay  hold 
of  the  members  of  it.  It  is  when  the  spirit 
of  greed  and  of  fashion,  of  rank  and  of  fust, 
creeps  in  over  the  proper  barrier  erected  be- 
tween the  church  and  the  world  that  the 
grand  peril  is  at  its  height.  Among  all  the 
sea-gomg  vessels,  little  and  large,  w  hich  have 
sunk  in  tne  waves  and  are  now  lying  down  on 
the  solemn  floor  of  the  ocean,  not  so  much  as 
one,  even  since  the  dawn  of  creation,  was 
foundered  by  the  storm  as  long  as  it  was  kept 
on  the  outside  of  it ;  it  was  always  the  water 
inside  which  made  the  trouble.  And  of  all 
the  churches  which  have  perished,  since  the 
day  when  the  seven  that  received  the  letters 
in  the  Apocalypse  went  out  of  existence,  not 
one  ever  was  destroyed  by  the  world  beating 
upon  it  only  from  the  outside  ;  it  has  been  the 
rush  of  worldliness,  stealing  at  first  through 
little  crevices  of  cupidity  and  appetite,  tl^t 
has  finally  overwhelmed  it.  Our  duty  is  to 
watch  our  own  hearts  cautiously,  and  help 
those  around  us  to  press  back  the  stream. 

920  The  Ministry.  S.  M. 

Ye  messengers  of  Christ ! 

His  sovereign  voice  obey : 
Arise,  and  follow  where  he  leads, 
And  peace  attend  your  way. 

2  The  Master,  whom  vou  serve, 
Will  needful  strength  bestow  ; 

Depending  on  his  promised  aid. 
With  sacred  courage  go. 

3  Mountains  shall  sink  to  plains, 
And  hell  in  vain  oppose ; 

The  cause  is  God's,  and  must  prevail 
In  spite  of  all  his  foes. 

Just  because  the  hymns  written  by  this 
mysterious  "  Mrs.  Yokes "  are  good,  and 
really  indispensable  at  times  to  a  missionary 
meeting,  it  is  all  the  more  to  be  regretted 
that  we  do  not  know  anything  about  her. 
There  was  in  1797  a  book  edited  and  pub- 
lished by  Rev.  J.  Griffin,  an  Independent  min- 
ister preaching  at  Portsea,  called  a  SeUctiom 
of  Missionary  and  Dei'otional  Hymns,  In 
tnis  there  were  found  some  good  pieces,  and 
these  were   put   into  the    New  Selection  of 
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Seven  Hundred  Evangelical  Hymns,  1806. 
by  J.  Dobell.  These  came  on  once  more  in 
W.  B.  Collyer's  Collection,  181 2.  They  had 
the  name  of  **  Mrs.  Yokes  "  attached  to  them, 
liy  and  by  the  American  hymnals  began  to 
quote  them ;  and  some  of  them  spelled  the 
name  **  Voice,"  and  that  was  chronic.  And 
all  that  has  been  done  for  many  years  is  to 
add  that  missing  letter,  and  so  this  (no 
doubt)  most  estimable  lady  has  received  the 
distinction  of  a  restored  plural ;  and  there 
we  rest. 


I  Psaim^.  S.  M. 

Far  as  thy  name  is  known, 

The  world  declares  thv  praise : 
Thy  saints,  O  Lord  !  belore  thy  throne 

Their  songs  of  honor  raise. 

2  With  joy  let  Tudah  stand 
On  Zion's  chosen  hill, 

Proclaim  the  wonders  of  thy  hand, 
And  counsels  of  thy  will. 

3  Let  strangers  walk  around 
The  city  where  we  dwell, 

Compass  and  view  thy  holy  eround, 
And  mark  the  building  well — 

4  The  order  of  thv  house, 
The  worship  of* thy  court. 

The  cheerful  son^,  the  solemn  vows — 
And  make  a  fair  report. 

5  How  decent,  and  how  wise! 
How  glorious  to  behold ! 

Bevond  the  pomp  that  charms  the  eyes, 
And  rites  adorned  with  gold. 

6  The  God  we  wo:-ship  now 
Will  guide  us.  till  we  die  ; 

Will  be  our  God,  while  here  below ; 
And  ours  above  the  sky. 

We  have  here  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  version  of 
Psalm  48,  vSecond  Part,  S.  M.  It  has  six 
stanzas,  and  has  been  handed  down  through 
the  years  almost  unchanged.  For  unreckoned 
decades  this  was  the  regular  hymn  for  ordi- 
nation ser\ices  in  New  England.  In  the 
fourth  stanza  the  first  line  was  originally, 
••  The  orders  of  thy  house  " — referring  to  in- 
stitutions, rules  and  regulations,  and  things 
of  that  kind. 


For  Dedication.  C.  M. 

O  THOJT,  whose  own  vast  temple  stands. 

Bulk  ovtT  earth  and  sea, 
Atocpl  the  walls  that  human  hands 

Have  raised  to  worship  thee. 

2  Lord,  from  thine  inmost  glory  send, 
Within  these  courts  to  bide. 

The  peace  that  dwdleth  without  end, 
Serenely  by  thy  side! 

3  May  erring  minds  that  worship  here 
Be  taught  the  better  way  : 

And  they  who  mourn  and  they  who  fear, 
Be  strengthene<l  as  they  pray. 

4  May  faith  grow  firm,  and  love  grow  warm, 
And  pure  devotion  rise, 

While  round  these  hallowecl  walls  the  storm 
Of  earth-born  passion  dies. 


William  CuUen  Bryant  always  appes 
ceedingly  well  upon  public  occasions 
ing  some  sort  of  pageant.     For  that 
he  was  often  sought  to  grace  a  recqiti 
testimonial  meeting  or  a   memorial 
blage.     Here  we  have  one  of  his  most  I 
and  useful  hymns,  and  it  was  preparec 
church  dedication  in  New  York  in  183 
edifice  stood  in  Prince  Street,  and  ^ki 
ago  destroyed  by  fire.     But  the  poem  s 
won  its  way  into  the  hymnals,  and  has 
one  of  the  most  popular  of  the  moder 
positions  as  a  hymn  to  be  used  in  su 
vices,  and  in  the  laying  of  comcr^stoiM 

In  his  later  life  Mr.  Bryant  becani 
nected  with  the  congregation  of  Dr. 
W.  Bellows,  in  New  York,  and  was  re 
as  belonging  to  the  Unitarian  Churdi. 
hymn,  beginning,  **  Thou  whose  unnu 
temple  stands,"  was  published  in  Sifgi 
Songs  of  the  Liberal  Faith,  1875.  'H* 
ing  line  was  changed — most  likely 
poet  himself. 

Mr.  Bryant,  during  his  life  of  over 
years  in  Roslyn,  identified  himself  w 
Presbyterian  Church  (of  which  his  wife 
member),  and  gave  it  his  hearty  coopc 
It  is  said  that  he  never  advanced  vi 
variance  with  the  creed  of  this  churd 
which  he  always  partook  of  the 
Supper. 


The  Ministry, 

*T  IS  not  a  cause  of  small  import 
The  pastor's  care  demands. 

But  what  mijj^ht  fill  an  angel*s  hcAit, 
And  filled  a  Saviour's  hands. 

2  They  watch  for  souls  for  whom  the  1 
Did  heavenly  bliss  forego — 

For  souls  that  must  for  ever  live 
In  rapture  or  in  woe. 

3  All  to  the  {^cat  tribunal  haste. 
The  account  to  render  there; 

And  shouldst  thou  strictly  mark  oar  fii 
Lord !  how  should  we  appear? 

4  May  they  that  Tesus  whom  they  prei 
Their  own  Redeemer,  see. 

And  watch  thou  daily  o'er  their  souls. 
That  they  may  watch  for  thee. 


This  poem  bears  the  date  "  Floor,  O 
21,  1736,"  and  was  written  by  E)r. 
Doddridge  for  the  ordination  of  a  minii 
that  town  in  Northamptonshire,  Englan 
was  not  published  until  the  posthi 
Hymns  appeared  in  1755,  but  it  has 
widely  used  since  that  time,  especially  i 
countr)'.  It  is  a  recognition  di  the 
qualities  needed  to  fit  a  clergyman  f 
task,  which,  in  the  hands  of  a  man  full 
*'  divine  tire/'  may  have  a  boundless  infli 
not  only  in  the  church  but  in  the  natioi 
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the  world.  It  touches  the  question  of  obtain- 
ing men  to  be  ministers.  One  peculiarity 
there  is  in  all  the  Old  Testament  annals  of  the 
Jewish  race,  a  strong,  irrepressible  desire  for 
offspring  :  **  Give  me  children  or  I  die  ! " 
The  wish  had  its  root  in  the  reverent  hope  that 
each  new-born  infant  might  possibly  prove  to 
be  the  Messiah.  So  when  Cain  was  lying  in 
her  proud  arms.  Eve  said  joyously,  '*  I  have 
gotten  a  man,  the  Lord  !  "  Our  translators 
had  no  need  to  put  in  the  words  "  from  the," 
for  what  she  exultingly  proclaimed  was.  that 
the  Eden  promise  ot  a  Redeemer  was  already 
fulfilled  ;  she  thought  she  had  the  Christ.  If 
all  our  modern  mothers  looked  with  equal 
longing,  faith,  hope,  and  prayer  upon  the 
sweet  face  of  each  new  infant ;  if  they  conse- 
crated it  as  Hannah  did  Samuel,  if  they 
trained  it  as  Eunice  did  Timothy,  or  Salome 
did  John,  the  man  wanted  would  be  at  our 
call  directly.  Indeed,  who  shall  say  he  is  not 
within  hearing  now  ?  Let  every  holy  woman 
bend  her  knee  this  night  by  the  bedside  to 
pray,  "  Oh,  make  my  husband  the  man  more 
precious  than  gold  ! "  Let  every  father  plead 
thus  for  his  growing  child.  Perhaps  you  your- 
self are  the  man.  **  Who  knoweth  whether 
thou  art  come  to  the  kingdom  for  such  a  time 
as  this  ? "  Stir  up  the  kingly  gift  that  is 
within  you.  Try  on  the  garments  of  manly 
endeavor  and  see  whether  they  fit.  They  say 
the  wizard  warrior  of  France,  that  Napoleon 
who  so  moved  the  hearts  of  men,  once  stood 
in  front  of  his  guards  and  asked  for  a  hun- 
dred volunteers  to  lead  a  forlorn  hope.  He 
explained  how  it  must  likely  be  that  each 
would  be  killed  on  the  instant  they  drew  fire. 
Now  who  would  be  willing  to  die  for  the  em- 
peror ?  **  A  hundred  men,  forward,  step  out 
from  the  ranks  !  "  And  the  whole  regiment, 
as  one  man,  swept  three  steps  in  solid  advance 
to  the  line  and  rang  their  muskets  at  his  feet ! 
Hear  this  call  for  men,  true  men  to  the  front ! 
Are  the  heroic  days  all  ended?  Are  men 
wearied  of  Jesus?  Are  the  nobles  of  the 
Round  Table  all  tired  of  looking  for  good 
King  Arthur  to  come  back  to  them  again? 
What  is  wanted  in  every  church  is  a  man ; 
what  is  wanted  in  every  community  is  a  man ; 
w^hat  is  wanted  in  the  land  and  the  world  is  a 
man.    Why  does  not  the  Coming  Man  come  ? 


3  For  not  like  kingdoms  of  the  world 
Thy  holy  church,  O  God ! 

Though  earthquake  shocks  are  threatening  her, 
And  tempests  are  abroad ; — 

4  Unshaken  as  eternal  hills, 
Immovable  she  stands, 

A  mountain  that  shall  fill  the  earth, 
A  house  not  made  by  hands. 

Another  of  the  excellent  hymns  of  Rev. 
Arthur  Cleveland  Coxe,  D.  D.,  published  in 
his  Christian  Ballads,  1840.  It  was  first  print- 
ed as  a  fugitive  contribution  in  The  Church- 
man in  1839 ;  there  it  appears  with  ten  double 
stanzas,  from  which  the  piece  in  common  use 
is  compiled  for  the  hymnals  of  almost  all  the 
modern  denominations.  The  author,  of  course, 
considered  its  sentiment  entirely  from  a  de- 
nominational point  of  view;  but  Christian 
charity  is  exceedingly  wide  in  its  forms  of  ap- 
propriating what  it  finds  helpful  to  its  own  spir- 
itual life,  and  most  singers  probably  imagine 
that  the  thought  fits  the  history  and  useful- 
ness of  any  other  one  of  the  sects  as  well  as 
that  to  which  the  wTiter  gave  his  love  and 
loyalty  when  he  penned  the  verses.  The 
Evangelical  Alliance  in  1873  voiced  its  high- 
est hope  and  praise  on  one  memorable  occa- 
sion, and  all  the  churches  in  Christendom 
there  represented  found  utterance  in  the  ring- 
ing rhythm  of  this  lyric  of  Gospel  promise. 


924  A  growing  kingdom. 

Oh,  where  are  kings  and  empires  now, 
Of  old  that  went  and  came? 

But,  Lord,  thy  church  is  praying  yet, 
A  thousand  years  the  same. 

a  We  mark  her  goodly  battlements, 
And  her  foundations  strong  : 

We  hear  within  the  solemn  voice 
Of  her  unending  song. 


92S  ComrT'Stone,  H.  M. 

Christ  is  our  Comer-stone; 

On  him  alone  we  build ; 
With  his  true  saints  alone 
The  courts  of  heaven  are  filled  : 
On  his  great  love 
Our  hopes  we  place. 
Of  present  grace 
And  joys  above. 

a  Oh,  then  with  hymns  of  praise 

These  hallowed  courts  shall  ring ! 
Our  voices  we  will  raise, 
The  Three  in  One  to  sing ; 
And  thus  proclaim, 
In  joyful  song 
Both  loud  and  long, 
That  glorious  name. 

3  Here  may  we  gain  from  heaven 

The  grace  which  we  implore, 
And  may  that  grace  once  given 
Be  with  us  evermore, 
Until  that  day 
When  all  the  blest 
To  endless  rest 
Are  called  away. 

In  Rev.  John  Chandler's  Hymns  of  the 
Primitiife  Church,  1837.  is  found  this  fine 
C.  M.  D.  translation  of  that  part  of  the  old  hymn. 
"  Urbs  beat  a  Hierusalem.*'  It  has  been  taken 
into  the  hymnals  generally,  and  has  grown 
into  frequent  use  as  a  piece  to  be  sung  at  lay- 
ing the  corner-stone  of  church  edifices.  Allu- 
sion is  made  to  three  passages,  more  or  less 
conspicuously  pointing  out  our  Lord  as  the 
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great  Head  of  the  Church :  Isaiah  28 :  i6. 
quoted  also  in  I.  Peter  2 : 6,  and  with  these 
Ephesians  2  :  20.  In  a  p>Tamidal  structure  of 
architecture  there  are  five  corner-stones — four 
at  the  bottom,  and  one  aloft  on  the  top ;  this 
is  the  •*  headstone "  that  is  spoken  of  in 
Zechariah  4:7,  and  the  "  head  of  the  comer," 
quoted  from  Psalm  1 18 :  22  in  Matthew  21:42. 


926  The  spirit  and  the  Bride.  H.  M. 

O  THOir  thai  hoarest  prayer ! 

Attend  our  humble  rrj-; 
And  let  thy  servants  share 

Thy  blessing  from  on  hieh : 
We  plead  the  promise  of  thy  word, 
Grant  us  thy  Holy  Spirit,  Lord  I 

2  If  earthly  parents  hear 
Their  children  when  they  cry ; 

If  they,  with  love  sincere, 

Their  children's  wants  supply ; 
Much  more  wilt  thou  thy  love  display, 
And  answer  when  thy  children  pray. 

3  Our  heavenly  Father  thou — 
We,  children  of  thy  grace — 

Oh.  let  thv  Spirit  now 

Descend  and  fill  the  place; 
That  all  may  feel  the  heavenly  flame 
And  all  unite  to  praise  thy  name. 

4  And  send  thy  Spirit  down 
On  all  the  nations.  Lord, 

With  great  success  to  crown 

The  preaching  of  thy  word  : 
Till  heathen  lands  shall  own  thy  sway. 
And  cast  their  idol  gods  away. 

John  Burton.  Jr.,  author  of  this  hymn,  is  not 
to  be  confounded  with  John  Burton  of  Not- 
tinj^ham,  the  composer  of  *'  Holy  Bible,  book 
divine,"  and  **  Time  is  winging  us  away." 
The  present  writer  Wcos  born  July  23,  1803,  at 
Stratford,  a  village  in  Kssex,  England,  where 
he  followed  his  trade  as  a  cooper  for  nearly 
half  a  century,  dying  there  in  1877.  Mr.  Bur- 
ton belonged  to  the  Congregational  church, 
and  was  identified  with  its  work  for  many 
years.  Ho  began  to  write  hymns  at  the  age 
of  nineteen,  and  his  productions  were  pub-  928 
lished  at  first  in  the  Evatii^elical  Magazine. 
Later  thev  appeared  in  other  periodicals  and 
in  book  form.  His  hymns  numl>er  several 
hundred,  and  some  of  those  for  children  have 
attained  considerable  popularity,  especially 
the  one  here  given,  w  hich  is  one  of  his  earliest 
pieces,  having  been  printed  in  1824. 

927  The  Church  one.  H.  M. 

One  sole  baptismal  sigti, 

One  Lord  bi-low.  above, 
One  faith,  one  hojK'  divine, 
One  only  watj-hwurd.  love; 
From  difTerenl  temples  though  it  rise, 
One  song  ascendeth  to  the  skies. 

2  Our  sacrifice  is  one : 

One  Priest  before  the  throne, 
The  slain,  the  risen  Son. 
RtNleemer,  Lonl  alone: 
And  sighs  from  contrite  hearts  that  spring 
Our  chief,  our  choicest  offering. 


3  Head  of  thj>'  church  beneath. 

The  catholic,  the  true. 
On  all  her  members  breathe. 
Her  broken  frame  renew  ; 
Then  shall  th^  perfect  will  be  done. 
When  Christians  love  and  live  as  one. 

This  poem  was  first  printed  in  J.  Leif child's 
Original  H^mns,  1842,  with  the  name  of 
George  Robinson  as  its  author,  but  no  infor- 
mation in  regard  to  him  has  been  obtainable. 
He  is  known  to  have  written  several  other 
hymns,  but  the  one  here  given  is  the  only  ooe 
in  general  use  at  present.  The  title,  "  Unity." 
expresses  the  spirit  of  the  poem,  a  recog- 
nition of  the  single-minded  harmony  whidi 
should  characterize  the  members  of  Christ's 
church  in  all  the  essentials  of  faith  and  prac- 
tice. The  salvation  of  any  congregation  de- 
pends upon  the  restfulness  and  peace  it  en- 
joys. The  beginning  of  divisiveness  is  the 
beginning  of  death.  They  say  there  is  a 
star-fish  in  the  Caledonian  lakes,  sometimes 
dredged  up  from  the  deep  water.  It  looks 
firm  and  strong,  most  compactly  put  together. 
But  the  moment  you  pull  off  one  of  its  man)* 
branching  limbs,  no  matter  how^  small  it  may 
be,  the  singular  creature  begins  itself  to  (Us- 
locate  the  rest  with  wonderful  celerity  of  con- 
tortion, throwing  away  its  radiate  arms  and 
jerking  from  their  sockets  its  members,  until 
the  entire  body  is  in  shapeless  wreck  and 
confusion  of  death,  and  nothing  remains  of 
what  was  one  of  the  most  exquisitely  beauti- 
ful forms  in  nature  save  a  hundred  wriggling 
fragments,  each  repulsive,  and  dying  by  sui- 
cide. So  went  those  seven  fair  churches  in 
Asia  Minor  into  sudden,  remediless  ruin.  So 
any  church  may  go.  Once  rejected  of  God, 
congregations  generally  huny  themselves  into 
dissolution  with  reckless  bickering  and  quar- 
rels, and  the  end  comes  swiftly. 


Christ  the  Fottmdation, 

Christ  is  made  the  sure  foundation, 
Christ  the  head  and  corner<fltoiie. 

Chosen  of  the  Lord  and  precious. 
Rinding  all  the  church  in  one, 

Holy  Zion's  help  for  ever, 
And  her  confidence  alone. 

2  All  that  dedicated  city. 
Dearly  love<l  of  (rod  on  high, 

In  exultant  juhilation 

Pours  perpetual  mclodv, 
God  the  One  in  Three  adoring 

In  glad  hymns  eternally. 

3  To  this  temple  where  we  caH  thee. 
Come,  C)  Lord  of  hosts,  to-day : 

With  thy  wonted  loving-kindness 
Hear  thy  servants  as  they  prsy, 

And  thy  fullest  benediction 
Shed  within  its  walls  ahrsy. 


8s,7«.«- 


4  Here  vouchsafe  to  all  thy 
What  the>'  ask  of  thee  to  gsln. 

What  thc>'  eain  from  thee  ftw 
With  the  blessM  to  reUin, 

And  hereafter  in  thy  glory 
Evermore  with  thee  to  rdgn. 


ORGANIZATION   AND 


Glury  be  In  fliil 


the  duties  of  exafnming  chaplain  to  tht 
bishop.  Three  years  later  he  left  Wellingtot 
College  and  became  a  canon  rcsidemiary  ai 
Lincoln.     In  1873  he  was  appointed  chaplair 


From  the  second,  pan  of  the  old  Latin 
■mn.  "  Urhs  heala  HiiTinalem"  Dr.  John 
ason  Neale  has  ^iven  this  translation  in  his 
't-iUaihil  Hymm.  1851.     It  is  more  popular 

En);land  than  it  is  on  this  side  of  the 
iter,  except,  perhaps,  anions  Episcopalians, 
10.  as  a  denomination,  seem  very  fond  of  it, 

is  used  lor  corner-stone  services,  and  for 
dications  and  the  like,  with  much  accept- 


ta 


Built  fin- i-vcr  10  ahiitr:, 
F^r  (hcBri.'l^ro^m'd^k'lhe  bride. 
2  Nnvly  hriKht  from  hesven  dncendini 
Rcihcl  In  (Vrldal  n  ' 


Ri-nily  for  t 


■v  marriSRe. 


w  K«l<lcn-pavM  stmt. 
I  Railiant  Klcflm  her  pearly  poitals. 

WiclEly  tfuiiK  «u'h  aniple  itnor, 
Whrre  In  marrbfcc  jciiTincnIi  Rlis(«n 
Wlio?!.""'"  """''  "*"'"™"' 


RlniiiiiK  nut  tnEkxliui 
Herald ini  with  rndlni 


Rfv.  Kdward  White  Kenson,  D.  D,.  is  the 
esent  .Arclibishiip  of  Canterbury,  and  so  is 
nominated  the  1'rimate  of  all  England,  and 
[he  order  of  rank  comes  next  to  the  royal 


nilv  i 


Hriia 


He 


i  borr 


1829  il 


ieij;hbr)rho(K!  (if  Hirminj;ham,  and  there 
i  early  education  proceeded  till  he  entered 
inilv  Culk-Kc  at  Cambridge.  He  was  grad- 
ted  with  the  highest  honors  among  his 
i.'.smatc'i,  t.'ikin;.,'  prizes  and  honors  along  his 
ursf  \\  itii  a  l>ewildering  success  and  an  un- 
iiinishcd  pupiilarily.  until  his  course  ended 
1852.  He  was  ordained  to  the  diaconate 
1H51,  anil  tlicn  liecime  one  of  the  masters 
the  Ruj;hy  School.  In  1857  he  received 
II  orders,  and  tivo  vcars  afterward  was  ap- 
inlcd  the  first  Head  Master  of  Wellington 
•liege.  In  iSrig  he  was  rhosen  for  a  l*re- 
ndarv  ol  l.inroln  Cathedral.  ,ind  discharged 


to  the  queen,  and  in  [876  was  nominated  by 
the  crown,  on  the  recommendation  of  the 
Elarl  of  Beaconsfield,  lirst  Bishop  of  Truro, 
and  was  consecrated  to  the  episcopate  in 
April,  1877,  Five  years  he  spent  in  raising 
funds  for  a  cathedral  in  the  new  diocese,  at 
the  end  of  which  he  was  nominated  by  the 
crown,  on  the  recommendation  of  the  prime 
minister,  to  the  Archbishopric  of  Canterbury', 
then  vacant  by  the  death  of  Dr.  Tait.  Thus 
it  came  to  pass  that  this  distinguished  man 
kept  up  his  habit  of  taking  supreme  honors 
wherever  he  was.  He  must  have  been  a 
clergyman  of  the  most  exalted  character  in 
order  to  recei\'e  such  positions  as  he  did  from 
[he  old  rivals  in  office,  U'lsraeli  and  C.lad- 
stone  alike,  satisfying  the  parties  that  were  so 
ant^fonistic  to  each  other,  and  reaching  the 
loftiest  position  in  the  Church. 

The  hymn  before  us  was  translated  b)-  Dr. 
Benson  from  the  ancient  t^tin  poem  Urbs 
beata  Hifrusalem,  supposed  by  the  scholars 
to  have  had  its  origin  in  the  seventh  century, 
though  its  author  is  unknown.  It  was  writ- 
ten at  Rugbv,  and  was  sung  at  the  dedica- 
tion of  Wellington  College  Chapel,  July  t6. 
1863.  The  rendering  is  made  from  the  first 
part  of  the  piece. 
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A  Migfilr  Fori 


.  amid  tile  nwd 


THE  CHLRLH   < 


CHi  canh  »  nol  bii  (.1 

Thl-'^n  .J  (;.«}■  ™"-'"'-'"' 

Christ  JcMi-Ji  Kht^' 
IarI  Sabtfth  b.  hiMURir, 
Ftomii«clnaK.iht^mr. 
And  he  niD->t  wiu  IhE  latilc. 


Shi-uM  ihruuen  to  uiKki  Bn: 
.'rwilltHii  fear.  tuii'^tiA  hiih  u 
His  trulb  li>  triumph  ihruuKti  i 
I.O  Knnd-i  ami  kludml  k", 


ThlmnniUI  Urc__ 

The  buly  Ihin'  may  ki 

Gud''>(nithal>i(leth>i 

Hi.  kiiiKil'Hn  lsl^.r 


of  Ma 
n  I  hut  ftri"") 
sar\-  i-L-lcbrati'in  whiili  thu  rhurtlie-.  at  homt; 
iind  nhniad  in  ttu-ir  cnthusi.iKm  tiiok  up  a  lit' 
tic  whik-  .iK<>.thc  tr:m^btiiins  haw  increased 
rfipiilly  by  whirli  his  .■ulniir(T>  have  S'iui;ht  to 
brin;;'his  wondi-rfiil  hymn.  /;/«'  /'.s/r  Bit'X, 
int'i  faniili;ir  iisi-  in  Knxli'^h->pi-akin;;i-onsrt- 
Kations.  SnnR-  histi>riaiis  have  said  ih.-it  this 
fjinifius  iiicii-.  (')iindid  iiiinn  the  iipeninK 
II  In-  l-iitliiT  on 
Ills."  and  others 
have  sJiid  that  he  <-..mpiiv,.<l  it  while  in  c<m- 
(iiu'ment  in  Wanlniri;  Ca-^ttr.  lii.t  tlie  dates 
lit  his  hymii-h'iciks  ari,'iie  ajrainst  this.  It  was 
prrilwlily  pn-pan-d  " 


i..f  I'salnMC.  wa' 


Mi     I 


■■   hari  ii 


he  rtung  hb  inkstand  at   the  \-t5ion  oi  tlcl 
devil  within. 

The  rendering  into  English,  assumed  tu  .. 
on  the  whole  the  best  (or  American  use. »» 
written  by  Rev.  Frederie  Henr>-  Hedge.  I),  I' 
He  gave  it  lo  the  public  first  in  Dr.  Funie»: 
6.7/;,  ./  Crmaa  l\rst.  iS;:.  and  afttr- 
wards  introduced  it  into  his  own  //vmKsf.r 
Ihi  Church  of  Christ.  1853.  The  auUM 
was  born  in  Cambridge,  Mass..  December  11 
180^.  He  accom[>anied  George  Hanonb 
dunng  a  foreign  tour  while  a  child  ud 
studied  at  schools  in  Hano\'er  and  Saum 
before  returning  to  .America.  He  gradualtJ 
at  Harvard  College  in  1825.  Hanng  com- 
pleted his  theological  studies  in  1839.  nd 
having  preached  in  \\'est  Cambridge  tboc 
after  for  six  years,  be  was  ordained  pastor  (^ 
a  I'nitarian  Church  in  Bangor,  Me.  In  \lj> 
he  removed  to  lYovidence,  K.  1.,  and  in  iS)6 
to  Itrookline,  .^Iass..  in  each  rase  with  p» 
toral  duties.  As  early  as  1857,  however.hc 
was  appointed  professor  of  ecclesiastical  ha- 
tnrj-  in  the  Divinity  School  at  Cambridgt 
There  he  spent  the  rest  of  his  life,  tcachinf. 
editing,  issuing  books,  adorning  e\-er\'  posi- 
tion he  accepted,  down  to  a  ripe  okl  »^ 
I  le  died  August  22,  t  Sga 

As  for  [his  great  psalm  of  the  Refonnatioa. 
nothing  needs  novt'  to  be  said  :  if  only  petfle 
would  learn  the  music  so  as  to  sing  it  easuf. 
it  would  be  like  the  voice  of  a  trumpet  at  the 
large  meetings  of  our  societies  and  boards. 
It  was  the  battle-hymn  of  Gustavus  Adolphot 
on  the  eve  of  ihe  conflict  at  Leipsie.  1631 ;  ht 
caused  his  whole  army  to  lift  the  mi^' 
choral  just  before  ihe  engagement.  It  n 
published,  wiih  the  music  also  composed  bf 
l.uther.  in  King's  Gfsangbuch,  1 529.  In  Cer 
many  ever  since  that  along  the  ages  tta 
whole  people  use  it  as  a  household  soi^d 
adoration  and  trust.  Mendelssohn  won  the 
strains  of  music  into  his  "  Reformation  Sjin- 
phonv  "  with  matchless  povi-cr.  The  open- 
ing Ime  in  the  Cernian  tongue  is  hucnixd 
on  T.uthcr's  monument  at  Wittenbo^g;. 


"Oneatwiatt  , 


cn 


r.miiholil 

on  Ihe  hill  at  Kis,-n:i.h,  inside  n[  whn.sc  walls 
he  fiiiind  his  safely  i:l  \^l\.  It  was  thin-  he 
delie<l  his  enemies  ragiiiv;  without,  and  there 


iithdidM  kn'rthifi. 
Tito  the  end; 
.'  celrstiai  ihnMH 


cds  or''kindneB  fli^ 
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blessed  fellowship  of  love, 
•  living  church  shouUI  stand, 
aullk-ss,  she  at  last  above 
11  shine  at  thy  right  hand. 

glorious  day,  when  she,  the  Bride, 
h  her  dear  Lord  appears ! 
robed  in  beauty  at  his  side, 
shall  forget  her  tears  ! 

Dr.  Ray   Palmer's  many  valuable 
to  be  found  the  one  quoted  above, 
t  appeared  in  Songs  J  or  the  Sane- 
35.     It  is  a  prayer  for  the  reconcili- 
ill  opposinj^  elements  in  the  Chris- 
:h,and  their  union  throuj^h  love  in  a 
hole.     For  thousands  of  years  the 
minds  and  the  purest  hearts  of  his- 
been  laboring  to  reduce  doctrines 
.  and   duties  to  codes  of    behavior, 
have  not    succeeded,    in  any    o'ne 
rticular,  in   the  effort   to   command 
consent.      The    announcement   of 
of   reconciliation  between  two   op>- 
rties  almost  invariablv  leads  to  the 
of  a  still  more  belligerent  third  one. 
good  courage,  brother  man  !  Leave 
petulant    Pilate  to   ask.    "  What  is 
nd  go  out  without  waiting  a  decor- 
it  for  his  answer.     The  ancient  an- 
ists  found  long  ago  that  the  letters 
ke  up  G'/zV/  est  Veritas  f  are  exact- 
le  as  those  which  make  up   Est  vtr 
What  is  truth  }     Truth  was   the 
stfM)d  before  him  !     That   was  the 
fe ;  he  was  the  King  of  the  king- 
uth.  Jesus  the  Christ. 
n  doctrine  still  lies  cit  the  bottom  of 
**  Thou  hast  nothing  to  draw  with, 
ell  is  deep."     Hut  if  you  go  on  be- 
lore  and  more  purely  the  child  of 
n%   your  brothers    and    sisters    on 
king  more  and   more  devoutly  for 
mpse  of  truth,  gazing  down    wist- 
it,  bending   over   the  curb  as  you 
K*nd  in   vour   childhood  under  the 
en  you  thirsted  for  the  cool  stream, 
Father  may  not  give  you  truth,  but 
)w  you  the  thing  next  to  it  in  value — 
f  a  true  man.  which  you  may  thank 
1y  that  you  recognize  as  your  own. 

"  I.ittlr  Fiockr  C.  M. 

iiRrn  of  the  ever-living  God, 
The  leather's  ^'^^  '''Us  choice, 
nid  the  voices  of  tliis  earth 
How  feeble  is  thy  \<»ire! 

Not  many  ri«  b  or  noble  called. 

Not  nianv  gn-at  or  wise  ; 

lev  whom  (io*!  makes  his  kings  and  priests 

Are  |HM)r  in  human  eyes. 

But  the  (bief  SlupluT<l  comes  at  length; 
rhrir  feeble  (lavs  arro't-r. 
I  nv>r<'  a  batuifiil  in  the  earth, 
\  little  (1<Kk  no  more. 


4  Then  entering  the  eternal  halls, 

In  robes  of  victory. 
That  mighty  multitude  shall  keep 

The  joyous  jubilee. 

In  Dr.  Horatius  Bonar's  Hymns  of  Faith 
and  Hope,  first  series,  1857,  this  forms  part 
of  a  long  piece  with  thirteen  stanzas.  From 
this  the  verses  now  before  us  have  been 
selected.  **  Fear  not,  little  flock ;  for  it  is 
your  Father's  good  pleasure  to  give  you  the 
kingdom,"  Luke  12:32.  This  might  well 
have  been  the  motto  of  the  poem.  There  is 
a  sense  of  pitiableness  in  the  weakness  of 
human  endeavor  as  it  sets  itself  deliberately 
to  evangelize  the  whole  world.  The  figures 
cross  each  other;  rhetoric  has  no  right  to 
talk  about  giving  a  kingdom  to  some  sheep. 
But  there  are  seasons  when  the  mind  catches 
dim  similitudes  one  at  a  time,  disintegrates 
them  swiftly,  and  accepts  the  instruction. 
The  Church  is  so  feeble,  and  yet  (iod's  help 
makes  it  omnipotent.  The  sheep  in  Christ's 
fold,  suddenly  called  into  royal  rank,  obey  the 
same  rules  of  speech  as  the  Lamb  does 
when  he  sits  in  the  midst  of  the  throne  to  be 
their  King. 


I.John  4:  21.  C.  M. 

How  sweet,  how  heavenly  is  the  sight, 

When  those  who  love  the  Lord 
In  one  another's  pence  delight, 

And  so  fulfill  his  word  I 

2  When  each  can  feel  his  brother's  sifjh, 
And  with  him  bear  a  part ! 

When  sorrow  flows  from  ever\-  eye, 
And  joy  from  heart  to  heart ! 

3  When,  free  from  en\-y,  scorn,  and  pride, 
Our  wishes  all  above. 

Each  can  his  brother's  £ailines  hide, 
And  show  a  brother's  love! 

4  Let  love,  in  one  delif^tful  stream. 
Through  every  bosom  flow ; 

And  union  sweet  and  dear  esteem 
In  every  action  glow. 

5  Love  is  the  golden  chain  that  binds 
The  happy  souls  above ; 

And  he 's  an  heir  of  heaven  who  finds 
His  bosom  glow  with  love. 

The  Wahuorth  Hymns,  1792,  by  Rev. 
Joseph  Swain,  contains  this  poem,  which  is 
entitled  **  Communion  of  Saints."  It  has  re- 
tained a  place  in  common  use,  from  its  sim- 
plicity of  expression  joined  to  beauty  of  sen- 
timent. Love  is  the  burden  of  its  song,  the 
•'golden  chain  that  binds  the  happy  souls 
above." 

In  an  old  ecclesiastical  tradition  it  is  related 
of  the  apostle  John,  who  was  then  the  very 
last  of  the  chosen  followers  of  Jesus,  that  in 
his  closing  years  of  feebleness,  when  too 
infirm  for  walking,  he  was  wont  to  be  borne 
into  the  Christian  assemblies  for  the  mere 
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purpose  of  repeatinj^  a  brief  sentence :  "Little 
<  hildrcn,  love  one  another." 

He  was  the  ap^isile  of  love,  as  Paul  was 
the  apostle  of  logic.  So  it  is  exceedingly  in- 
teresting to  find  Paul  in  one  great  instance 
giving  a  description  of  that  peculiar  grace 
which  John  had  so  urged  and  exemplihed. 
For  certainly  evcr)'brxiy  understands  that  the 
gift  called  "charity,"  in  I.  Corinthians  13.  is 
nothing  more  nor  less  than  Christian  love. 
Our  later  uses  of  the  word  have  limited  it,  so 
that  it  refers  now  almost  cx<lusively  to  gen- 
erosity in  the  bestowmcnt  of  alms.  But  in 
the  New  Testament  it  signifies  that  far- 
rearhin;:  brotherlv  affection  which  is  the 
peculiar   characteristic   of   the   household   of 

(liHl. 

g34  '  Om- /amih."  C.  M.  D. 

Lft  saiiit<«  Jh:1ow  in  fnu  ert  siiij; 

With  lhf*sf  to  >{lorv  jfont- ; 
Vitt  all  the  s<T\aiits  of  oui  KiiiK 

In  earth  and  hcavcTi  aie  one. 
<^nr  family — we  <lwell  in  hini— 

One  <  hurt  li  alHive,  t>eneath. 
Thouj<h  riow  fli\i<]e<l  h>  the  stream. 

The  narrow  slreiim  of  rleath  : — 

2  One  army  of  the  living  i\in\. 

To  his  «  ommaiul  we  Ixiw  ; 
Part  «if  till-  h<iHt  have  «  r«»sse<l  the  fljxxi, 

And  part  are  rrossinjj  now. 
Kv'n  now  to  their  eternal  home 

Some  hap|)>  si>irits  \\\  ; 
And  we  are  to  tlie  marein  lomo. 

And  vH>n  exiH-i  t  to  (He. 

.^  Fv'n  now  h\  faith  we  join  our  hands 

With  th<»se  that  went  ^M-ffire, 
And  >jre«-t  the  ninsonu-d  blessed  hands 

I  'fKinthe  eternal  shore. 
Li»rd  Jesus.  Im-  our  «  onstant  vjuifle! 

Ari«l.  wIh'II  the  word  is  jjivrn. 
Hid  death's  (  old  AikhI  Its  waxen  divide 

.\iid  land  us  salt-  in  h«a\en. 

This  is  taken  from  Kcv.  Charles  Wesley's 
Fufitnti  Hymns,  sccnnd  scrifs.  1759.  The 
auth«»r  (lied  in  Londrm.  March  29.  1788.  His 
hiojL^rapluT  says  it  was  aftcrwanls  ascertained 
that  [ohn  Wesley  was  in  Shropshire,  and  at 
the  nionient  «»f  his  brother's  death  he  and  his 
eonv^re'^ation  were  sin'^inv(  Charles  Wesley's 
hymn 

■'  <  )iM-  at  ru\  III  th»-  ii\  inv:  <  hmI. 
'I'm  In-.  '  "tiun.iti'l  w<-  Imw  : 
I'.irt  •»!  tlif  h'l-t  \\Aw  I  rii-»si*d  tin-  fliM-KJ. 
,\nd  p.irl  .III-  I  i<»-«-^iiiy  iinu."' 

Tlie  spiriiiiai  visJMii  it  snvjvjests  is  that  of  an 
iinhrokeii  lin*-  «)f  pilv^rinis  approaching  the 
stream,  and  then  wailinv;  in  "  the  land  of  Ik*u- 
lah  "  for  the  sutnnions  to  cross  over  into  the 
C'elesti.il  City.  It  makes  iis  yjlad  to  see  how 
wi-ll  such  a  eon<*eption  antidotes  the  "  \'ision 
nf  Mir/a"  in  Addison's  Spotator.  The  mel- 
ancholy uf  ;i  ceaseless  disappearance  through 
the  tr.ij)-«lo«.rs  of  a  l)ridv;e  is  truly  unspeak- 


able. Here  all  is  full  of  cheer  and  joy.  We 
are  so  close  to  each  other  after  all ! '  In  ov 
feebleness  and  mistake  we  sometimes  look 
upon  those  who  are  taken  from  us  as  dad: 
whereas,  the  correct  conception  is  that  ther 
have  never  been  so  much  alive  as  now.  An  ^cd 
believer  was  met  by  his  friend,  who.  grasp- 
ing his  hand,  said,  "  Why,  I  had  not  thoiq;ix  \ 
you  were  in  the  land  of  the  li\ing !"  *•  1  am 
not  yet."  was  the  clearer  answer,  "  but  I  sha3 
enter  it  soon."  Those  who  are  gone  arepn^ 
serx'ed.  those  who  are  departed  are  at  hoae. 
those  who  are  lost  are  saved.  "  That  whirfi 
thou  sowest  is  not  quickened  except  it  dif." 
In  all  the  plenitude  of  enjoyment,  in  all  the 
exercise  of  powers  newly  invigorate,  in  the 
ver>-  sunlij^ht  of  reunion  and  communion,  they 
are  walking  this  ver\'  day  in  an  exalted  exist- 
ence, of  which  we  know  nothing  as  \ti  bat 
the  jjlimmer  of  its  gladness  through  the  trans- 
lucent gates  of  pearl.  Said  the  dying  Taylor. 
••  (^od  has  a  work  even  in  heaven  for  his  chil- 
dren to  do." 


Hebrrws\2:\%-2^.  C  M.P- 

Not  lo  ihc  terrors  of  the  Lord. 

The  tempc-st.  firv,  and  smoke; 
Not  to  the  thunder  of  that  vrord 

Which  («<>d  on  Sinai  spoke* 
But  we  arc  come  to  Zion's  hill. 

The  city  of  our  Cod  : 
Where  milder  woitls  declare  his  will. 

And  speak  his  lo\-c  abroad. 

2  Behold  the  innumerable  host 
or  angels  clothed  in  lif^ht ; 

Behold  the  spirits  of  the  just, 
Wh«»se  faith  is  turned  to  sifsht ! 

Behold  the  blest  assembly  there, 
Wh«)se  names  are  writ  in  heaven ! 

.\nd  <]o<l,  the  Judge  of  all,  declare 
Their  vilest  sins  forgiven. 

3  The  s.iints  on  earth,  and  all  the  dead, 
Kut  one  communion  make; 

All  join  in  Christ,  their  living  Head, 

v\nd  of  his  f^race  partake. 
In  siuh  S4H:iely  as  ttiis 

My  weary  soul  would  rest ; 
The  man  that  dwells  where  Jesus  is 

Must  Ik."  for  ever  blest. 

In  Dr.  Isaac  Watts*  Hymfis  this  is  No.  152 
of  Hook  II.  It  bears  the  title.  "Sinai  and 
Sion."  and  refers  to  Hebrews  12:  18-24.  I"* 
deed,  it  is  a  paraphrase  of  that  entire  passage. 
one  of  the  most  wonderfully  picturesque  in 
all  the  l>ible.  The  apostle  is  contrasting  the 
position  of  Christicins  under  the  new  covenant 
with  that  of  believers  under  the  old.  Hf 
l)rin,v:s  to  their  remembrance  the  terms  of 
( ommunication  upon  which  they  could  hear 
from  (iod  or  send  messaj^s  to  heaven.  Then 
.'ill  was  awful  and  alarming;  now  all  «v 
peace,  pardon,  and  love.  '*  For  ye  are  not  come 
unto  the  mount  that  might  be  touched,  and 
that  burned  with  tire,  nor  unto  blackness,  and 
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ness,  and  tempest,  and  the  sound  of  a 
if)ct.  and  the  voice  of  words ;  which  voice 
that  heard  entreated  that  the  word  should 
)e  spoken  to  them  any  more:  (for  they  could 
endure  that  which  was  commanded.  And 
much  as  a  beast  touch  the  mountain,  it 
be  stoned,  or  thrust  through  with  a  dart : 
so  terrible  was  the  sight,  that  Moses  said, 
ceedingly  fear  and  quake :)  but  ye  are 
e  unto  mount  Sion,  and  unto  the  city  of 
living  God,  the  heavenly  Jerusalem,  and 
1  innumerable  company  of  angels,  to  the 
ral  assembly  and  church  of  the  firstborn, 
h  are  written  in  heaven,  and  to  Ciod  the 
[e  of  all,  and  to  the  spirits  of  just  men 
e  p>erfect.  and  to  Jesus  the  mediator  of 
lew  covenant,  and  to  the  blood  of  sprink- 
that  speaketh  better  things  than  that  of 
1." 

''IVf  arf  thinfr  S.  M. 

Dear  Saviour !  we  are  Ihinc. 

By  evcrlastirijij  bands; 
Our  hearts,  our  souls,  we  would  resign 

Etilirely  to  thy  hands. 

2  To  thee  we  still  would  cleave 
With  eve r-j,^ rowing  zeal ; 

If  millions  tempt  us  Christ  to  leave, 
Oh,  let  them  ne'er  prevail ! 

3  Thy  Spirit  shall  unite 

Our  souls  to  thee,  our  Head  ; 
Shall  form  in  us  thine  image  bright, 
And  teach  thy  paths  to  tread. 

4  Death  may  our  souls  divide 
From  these  abodes  of  clay ; 

But  love  shall  keep  us  near  thy  side 
Through  all  the  gloomy  way. 

5  Since  Christ  and  we  are  ope, 
Why  should  we  doubt  or  fear  ? 

If  he  in  heaven  has  fixed  his  throne 
He'll  fix  his  members  there. 

r.  Philip  Doddridge  wrote  this  to  go  with 
mon  upon  I.  Corinthians  6:17.  His  title 
*'  lieing  joined  to  Christ  and  one  Spirit 
him."  It  has  five  stanzas,  and  is  reck- 
1  as  No.  267  in  his  Hymns,  1755.  The 
ver  is  represented  as  having  a  living  un- 

0  the  Lord  Jesus  by  faith.  Thoroughly 
ecrated  to  him.  he  takes  his  life  from  him 
le  members  of  the  body  take   it  from  the 

His  reverence  for  Jesus  is  simply  mas- 

1  and  complete.  Once,  among  the  Scot- 
highlands,  the  (2ueen  of  Great  Britain, 
n-stayed,  took  refuge  in  a  cottage.  Not 
fter  she  had  gone  did  the  simple-hearted 
ekeeper  know  who  it  was  she  had  shel- 
l  under  her  roof.  Then  she  quietly  took 
hair  which  her  sovereign  had  occupied, 
set  it  reverently  aside,  saying,  **  None 
ever  sit  in  that  seat  less  than  the  heir  of 
)wn  I  "  Loyal  word  that !  And  when 
august    Monarch  of  heaven  has  conde- 


scended just  to  enter  our  hearts,  there  is  no 
place  there  for  any  one  less  than  one  of  his 
children.  There  is  nothing  in  all  our  posses- 
sions that  can  possibly  be  too  good  for  him. 
Whatever  he  will  grace  with  his  touch,  or 
honor  with  his  use,  shall  be  reserved  to  him, 
and  to  him  alone.  There  is  nothing  more 
pathetic  than  the  length  of  self-devotion,  to 
the  extreme  of  which  young  converts  appear 
ready  to  go.  Like  children,  just  come  home 
to  a  loved  and  loving  parent,  they  find  luxury 
in  simply  trying  to  surrender  all — all — to  him. 
They  are  not  going  to  be  merely  cinnamon- 
trees,  fragrant  in  the  outer  bark  only ;  they 
the  rather  choose  sandal-wood  for  their  sym- 
bol, and  mean  to  be  strongest  at  the  inner- 
most heart,  in  order  to  fill  the  whole  house 
with  innocent  love. 

037  '' Our  common  faith r  S.  M. 

Jesus,  our  faith  increase  : 

Fast  knil.  O  Lord,  to  thee. 
Around  us  bind  the  bond  of  peace. 

The  Spirit's  unity. 

2  One  God  and  Father  ours, 
One  Christ  his  gift  of  love, 

One  Spirit  shed  in  living  showers, 
One  home  prepared  above. 

3  To  one  glad  hope  we  cling, 
Through  Jesus  life  and  death  ; 

One  theme  of  saving  grace  we  sing. 
And  ours  one  common  Caith. 

4  Then  ^rant  us.  Lord,  one  mind. 
One  will  in  all  our  ways, 

One  heart  to  thine  own  truth  inclined, 
One  mouth  to  speak  thy  prai.se. 

In  the  Hymns  and  Spiritual  Songs  com- 
piled for  the  use  of  the  denomination  known 
as  the  Plymouth  Brethren,  this  poem  was 
published  anonjinously  in  1870.  Nothing  is 
known  of  the  author,  but  the  hymn  itself  is  a 
good  expression  of  the  urgent  need  of  the 
whole  race,  a  larger  measure  of  Christ's  great 
love  in  his  followers.  It  is  awful  for  men 
to  pervert  piety  into  pressure,  and  turn  grace 
into  grip ;  and  no  sanctimoniousness  of  unc- 
tuous talk  can  apologize  for  it.  Pure,  sweet 
sunshine  in  God's  vineyard  was  never  intended 
to  dry  up  and  harden  the  vines  into  wire,  as 
if  their  whole  autumn  work  consisted  in  climb- 
ing a  trellis  or  strangling  a  tree.  It  is  meant 
to  swell  out  fresh  buds  and  broaden  new 
branches ;  to  warm  up  the  leaves  and  render 
more  succulent  the  tendrils ;  and  by  and  by, 
in  the  time  thereof,  to  kindle  the  clusters  with 
luminous  purple  and  flash  their  mysterious 
juices  into  wine. 

Indeed,  indeed,  what  this  poor,  lost,  weary 
world  needed,  on  the  night  when  the  Bethle- 
hem angels  sang,  was  not  so  much  Christian- 
ity as  it  was  Christ !     And  what  this  waiting, 
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wistful  race  wants  here  and  needs  to-day  is 
not  so  much  a  religion  as  it  is  some  relijfious 
men  ;  not  so  much  Christ  in  creed  and  Christ 
in  miracle  as  it  is  Christ  in  love,  Christ  in  life, 
whole,  human,  and  humane  I 


Itlt'st  communion.  S.  M. 

Blest  arc  the  sons  of  i>eace, 
Whose  hearts  and  hopes  are  one  : 

Whose  khid  designs  lo  ser\'e  and  please 
Through  all  their  actions  run. 

2  Thus  on  the  heavenly  hills 

The  saints  are  hlest  above, 
Where  joy  like  morning  dew  distills, 

And  all  the  air  is  love. 


This  is  Dr.  Watts'  version  of  Psalm  1 33,  S. 
M.  It  consists  of  four  stanzas,  and  is  enti- 
tled, "  Communion  of  Saints,  or,  Love  and 
Worship  in  a  F.-miily."  It  finds  a  "parallel 
passajije "  in  the  quaint  lejjend  of  a  Persian 
sage  :  **  Having  once  in  my  youth."  he  says, 
"  notions  of  severe  piety,  1  used  to  rise  in  the 
night  to  pray  and  read  the  Koran.  And  on 
one  occasion,  as  1  was  engaged  in  these  exer- 
cises, my  father,  a  man  of  practical  religion 
and  of  eminent  virtue,  awoke  while  I  was 
studying  aloud.  I  said  to  him,  *  Behold,  thy 
other  children  are  lost  in  slumber,  but  I  alone 
wake  to  praise  (jod.'  And  he  answered, 
'  Son  of  my  soul,  it  is  better  to  sleep  than  to 
wake  to  remark  the  faults  of  thy  brethren.' " 
In  the  biograpiiy  of  the  author  of  this  hymn, 
it  is  related  that  he  grew  to  be  of  so  gentle 
and  gracious  a  disposition  that  once,  when  an 
intimate  friend,  being  indignant  at  some  in- 
jur>'  inflicted  upon  him.  blamed  him  for  not 
seriously  reprehending  the  man  who  had  done 
it.  he  said,  in  tones  of  deprecation.  "  I  wish, 
my  dear  sir.  you  would  do  it  for  me  I "  Such 
songs  as  this  must  often  have  been  sung  in 
the  household  of  Sir  Thomas  Abney.  This 
must  have  been  the  "  pious  house "  where 
"zeal  and  friendship"  often  met. 

939  •V'V/'/w.c,  iU'trt    iihirnrr.  S.  M. 

ANr>  are  we  yet  ali\  e. 

And  see  each  other's  ta«.e? 
Cliiry  and  praise  to  Jesus  give 

For  his  ri'<levinmg  giace. 

2  What  truuhles  ha\e  we  seen. 
What  (  otillit  ts  have  w»'  passed. 

Fight iiig>  without  and  tears  within. 
Since  wc  assenibU-il  last  I 

3  But  out  of  .ill  the  Lord 
Hath  hn»uv;ht  us  by  his  love  : 

An»l  still  he  <i«ith  his  help  aflVml, 
And  hides  our  lil»'  above. 

This  piece  of  Kcv.  Charles  Wesley  is  found 
in  the  Jfymns  a)ui  Sacrtd  Poems,  1749.  It  is 
used  at  the  opening  session  of  an  American 
Conference  in  the  Methodist  denomination. 
The  presiding  bishop  gives  it   out.   and  then 


follow  the  reading  of  the  Scriptures  ad 
prayer.  Evangelical  fer\'or  vents  itself  ii 
loud  responses  to  praise  and  suppUcaiioL 
Living  piety  is  naturally  liturgical.  Tbas 
prepared  for  business,  a  secretary'.  *!» 
chooses  his  own  assistants,  is  elected  and  tlv 
roll  of  members  is  called.  Seriousness  ap- 
pears in  ever\'  face  as  names  are  called  wh« 
owners  are  silent,  "  dead  on  the  field  of  battle.'' 

940  "  Hold  us,  that  we  may  not  faUr  S.  M 

O  Christ,  the  eternal  Kisht 

Of  ever\*  sun  and  sphere ! 
Illumine  thou  our  mortal  iiixrht. 

And  keep  our  spirits  clear. 

2  Let  nothing  e\'il  smite, 
Nor  enemy  invade, 

And  let  us  stainless  be.  and  white. 
By  nothing  base  betrayed. 

3  (ruard  thou  the  hearts  of  atl. 
But  chiefly  of  thine  own ; 

And  hold  us  that  we  may  not  Call. 
Through  thy  great  might  alone '. 

4  That  so  our  souls  may  sing. 
When  favoring  li^ht  they  see. 

And  e\'ery  vow  a  tribute  bring 
To  God  in  Trinity  I 

This  is  one  of  the  best  of  Rev.  Samuel  WO- 
loujjhby  Duflield's  pieces.  It  was  one  of  the 
fruits  of  his  study  of  Latin  hymns.  He  pub- 
lished it  in  iMudes  Domtm\  1 884,  as  a  transhr 
ti<;n  of  the  "  Christi  lumen  pcrpeiuum  "  of 
Maji^nus  Felix  Ennodius.  bishop  of  Pavia ;  he 
said  no  renderinjj  of  it  into  English  for  Qifisp 
tian  use  had  ever  been  made  of  it  before. 
The  sentiment  sujfgested  by.  it  is  quite  fresh 
and  spirited.  It  represents  the  serene  happi- 
ness of  the  pardoned  believer  as  he  conies  to 
his  first  communion.  He  is  now  a  child  ar^ 
cepted  into  his  Father's  house.  He  lo\"es.he 
trusts,  he  rejoices,  he  sings.  It  would  seem 
as  if  a  true  Christian  could  not  possibly  liwa 
moment  without  experiencing  the  promptings 
of  these  new  feelings  >\*ithin.  Satisfied  ihtf 
(jod  is  faithful,  and  that  Christ  is  in  earnest. 
the  believer  imbibes  his  Master's  spirit.  He 
enters  into  an  actual  joyous  repose  of  souL 
All  his  powers  are  reduced  to  obedience  to 
law  and  are  working  under  rules  of  hanuooT 
and  naturalness.  He  has  suddenly  come  back 
to  spiritual  health ;  and,  like  all  convalescents. 
feels  generous  and  agreeable,  glad  to  nwet 
and  to  make  a  world  full  of  friends.  Sin  is 
forgiven  and  the  curse  removed  from  hisfloal. 
Inhere  may  be  a  few  clouds  of  old  \iTath  still 
hanging  over  his  head ;  but  the  storm  is  in 
full  retreat,  and  the  thunders  already  growini! 
distant  are  no  longer  for  him  to  hear.  And 
through  many  a  little  rift  among  their  folds 
his  eye  at  tinies  gains  glimpses  of  the  pure. 
blue,  stormless  sky  beyond  thorn.     Now  and 
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then  there  comes  a  ray  of  serene  sunshine, 
so  warm  and  fresh,  so  bright  and  gladdening, 
that  he  lifts  his  heart  in  childlike  greeting 
unto  him  who  sent  it,  and  thankfully  mur- 
murs. **  My  Lord  and  my  Ood  ! " 


"  Christian  Love."  S.  M. 

Blkst  be  I  he  lie  that  binds 
CJur  hearts  ill  Christian  love: 

The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  Hkc  to  that  above. 

2  Before  our  Father's  throne 
We  pour  our  ardent  prayers  ; 

Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one, 
Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 

3  We  share  our  mutual  woes. 
Our  mutual  burdens  bear; 

And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 

4  When  we  asunder  part, 
It  K'ves  us  inward  pain  : 

But  we  shall  still  be  joinea  in  heart, 
And  hope  to  meet  aji^in. 

5  This  glorious  ho|>e  revives 
Our  courage  by  the  way  ; 

While  each  m  expectation  lives, 
.\nd  longs  to  see  the  day. 

6  From  sorrow,  toil,  and  pain. 
And  sin,  we  shall  be  free. 

\uf\  perfect  love  and  friendship  reign 
Through  all  eternity. 

This  is  the  best  and  most  welcome  of  all 
the  hymns  given  to  sacred  use  among  the 
churches  by  Rev.  John  Fawcett,  D.  D.  It  was 
written  in  1772.  The  traditional  incident  of 
its  composition  is  given  in  all  the  biographies  of 
this  ex' client  man.  It  had  this  quaint  origin. 
After  he  had  been  preaching  several  years  to 
his  faithful  and  loving  flock  at  Wainsgate, 
meanwhile  his  family  increasing  far  more 
rapidly  than  his  income,  he  thought  it  was  his 
duty  10  accept  a  call  to  settle  as  pastor  of  a 
Baptist  church  in  London,  to  succeed  the  cel- 
ebrated Dr.  ( fiil.  which  he  did.  He  preached 
his  farewell  sermon  to  his  church  in  York- 
shire, and  loaded  six  or  seven  w^ons  with  his 
furniture.  bor,ks.  etc..  to  be  carried  to  his  new 
residence.  All  this  time  the  members  of  his 
p(>t*r  <  huT'h  were  almost  broken  -  hearted  ; 
fer\entiy  did  they  pray  that  even  tkjw  he 
miyrht  n<A  leave  them  :  and  as  the  time  for  his 
depanurt  arrvH.  men.  women,  and  chiWrcn 
clun^'  ar  .-nd  hm  and  his  familv  in  perfect 
agony  r,f  ^.^  jv^^  ^^^  wagon' was  being 
loaded,  wu-rr.  iht  jj-kx!  man  and  his  wife  sat 
down  rin  rn-:  r.f  the  par king-ca«e»  to  merp. 
LcK^km^  i-no  h-.  tearf  j:  face,  while  tears  like 
rain  fe..  a  »..-  Vrr  r,ATi  cheeks,  his  demoted 
wife  ^-aK:      O  Jr/^    |,,k^    ,  ^^„,^  j^^^  ^j^t 

I    know    r.'/!   n-A   to   t-  :     '  Nor  I  either," 
said  tri-  ^0jc  -;^_      ^^r^  ^  Ij  ^.^  ^      y^ 

load  ine   wair'/ri%  ar>d  pot  cv^  m  the 


place  where  it  was  before."  The  people  crietl 
for  joy.  A  letter  was  sent  to  the  church  in 
London  to  tell  them  that  his  coming  to  ihrm 
was  impossible ;  and  the  g(K)d  man  buckletl 
on  his  armor  for  renewed  labors  on  a  salary 
of  less  than  two  hundred  dollars  a  year.  It  is 
said  that  this  hymn  was  written  to  commem- 
orate his  continuance  with  his  people.  It  was 
not  only  useful  then,  but  has  l)een  sung  by 
tens  of  thousands  since,  and  no  doubt  will 
be  for  generations  yet  to  come. 

Other  invitations  came  to  this  devoted  ser- 
vant of  Ciod,  but  he  invariably  declined  them, 
and  went  along  in  his  patient  and  growing 
way  in  the  midst  of  his  loving  |)eoplc  for  a 
generation  more.  In  February,  1816,  he  re- 
linquished his  pastoral  duties  by  reason  of  a 
stroke  of  paralysis,  lie  died  July  25,  1817: 
his  last  words  were,  as  the  end  drew  near, 
'*  Come,  Lord  Jesus,  come  quickly  !" 

942  Chusl'i  Ptf^en,r.  s.  M. 

Jksis,  we  l<M)k  to  ihw. 

Thy  pr(iniiH4'<l  prrMrmi*  <  laini ; 
Thou  in  (he  mirlst  of  un  nhalt  Im\ 

AjMemhIeil  in  thy  name. 

a  Not  In  the  name  of  pridr 

Or  ftelfinhnefiii  we  rnrH  . 
Prom  nature'M  pcith*  wi*  turn  ii»i<lr, 

And  worldly  thfrtj|£h(i»  UtxuvX. 

3  We  meet  the  k*"*'  <*  to  lak«- 
Whi*  h  thou  ha»t  frrrly  Kiveti , 

We  txMft'i  irti  i<arth  fr;r  thy  drar  %»kf, 
That  we  may  tntrri  in  neavrn, 

4  Present  we  krv/w  ihrni  art. 
But.  oh.  Ihvself  repeal! 

Now,  Lxird,  let  e\ery  tjoundifiK  h«art 
Thy  mighty  c<mifon  feel. 

5  Oh,  may  thy  i\uu  ketiinx  v</i*e 
The  death  of  nin  rr^Hwe : 

And  Md  tmr  inm^iM  miuU  rrynit. 
In  h'/pe  '/f  peffe«t  Wn«-. 

The  selection  is  made  on*  e  more  from  tlie 
Hymns  and  SacrfH  Poftn\  ni  Kev.  (Jharl*-* 
VVesle)',  \'ol.  IL.  1749.  and  entitled  \fy  hini, 
**  At  .Meeting  of  Friends," 


Cknit$an  f'nufn  S.  M 

LfcT  part>  name^  rK>  nvff 

IVCf  i  \%xt%xvtu  »'/r»'i  t,  •-f*|/f»«d 
G^rrrtil*-  ar**!  j#-v» ,  ar»d  \^jrA  ztt*i  frrr. 

Are  f*ff  iTi  <'hn*<  if*»^r  htiaui 

2  Am'^ijf  tb*"  vaifj**-  '/»!  *iairlh 
l^t-t  mutual  'fr%f  ij*-  U^tttd 

With  muloal  l»>>»<r»jc»  »f*/wf*rd- 

3  Thu%  mVi  i^t*- '  hvf  *>  yj/rif^m 

Ai*d  r*  ert  bean  t%  kw  e 

It  IS  of  simcular  intere^Jt  that  *e  d»^v/i'cr 
this  touching  littie  hyrr-r;  w/  atp^prc^inaUr  f#jr 
siD^ing  at  a  CommunK^*  i^mr^r.  ua*  f/jm^ 
^oytd  b>'  the  cnunem  haptitf  mmi%*jcf,  lOrir, 
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Benjamin  Beddonie.  and  tirst  published  in  the 
Bristol  Baptist  Coiieciion,  1769.  We  choose 
to  leave  the  comment  upon  it  to  the  great 
Baptist  preacher,  the  most  honored,  perhaps, 
of  all  the  leaders  in  that  denomination,  Rob- 
ert Hall.  He  was  bitterly  opposed  to  the 
dogma  of  close  communion  which  still  main- 
tains itself  in  the  Baptist  Church  of  America, 
but  which  is  comparatively  extinct  in  dreat 
Britain.  "  Reflect,"  he  says,  "on  the  enormous 
impropriety  of  demandini^  a  ti^reater  unifor- 
mity amongst  the  candidates  for  admission 
into  the  Church  militant  than  is  requisite  for 
union  with  the  Church  triun^phant — of  claim- 
ing from  the  faithful,  while  encompassed  with 
darkness  and  imperfection,  more  harmony 
and  correctness  of  sentiment  than  is  necessary 
to  qualify  them  to  sit  down  with  Abraham, 
Isaac,  and  Jacob,  in  the  kingdom  of  God — 
of  pretending  to  render  a  Christian  society 
more  sacred  and  more  difficult  of  access  than 
the  abode  of  the  Divine  Majesty — and  cjf  in- 
vesting every  little  Baptist  teacher  with  the 
prerogative  of  repelling  from  his  communion 
a  Howe,  a  Leighton.  or  a  Brainerd,  whom  the 
Lord  of  glory  will  welcome  to  his  presence. 
Transubstantiation  presents  nothing  more  re- 
volting to  the  dictates  of  common  sense." 

944  '' Glofious  thittf^s:'  Ss,  7s.  D. 

(»i.()Riors  thiuj^s  of  tlut?  arc  spoken. 

Zioii,  city  of  our  (iotl ! 
Ho,  whose  word  caiitiot  be  bniken, 

Forme<l  thee  for  his  own  alxide: 
On  the  Roik  of  Ajjes  founded. 

What  can  shake  thy  sure  reiM)se? 
With  salvation's  walls  surrtiunded, 

Th»ni  niay'st  smile  at  all  thy  foes. 

2  See!  the  streams  of  livim^  waters, 

Si>riM'.;ini;  from  eternal  U»ve. 
Well  supijly  thy  sons  an<l  dauKhlers, 

And  all  fear  of  want  remove  : 
Wh«i  (an  faint,  while  sueh  a  ri\ei 

K\erll*nvs  their  thirst  ti»  assuage? — 
(irat  e,  which  like  the  Lord,  the  (iiver, 

NeMT  fails  from  av;e  to  ajft*. 

.;  Round  e.ich  habitation  lu>verinK, 

Set'  the  <  loud  and  tire  appear 
F'or  a  i;lot\  and  a  c«»\erinj|j, 

Showini;  that  the  Lord  in  near! 
Tim-  «Uti\  inji:  from  their  b.iinier 

LiiL^ht  l»v  nivjht  and  >hade  by  day, 
Safethe\  Ue<l  upon  the  niatnia 

Whit  h  he  ^ives  them  when  they  pray. 

<  )nc  of  Rev.  John  Newton's  best  contribu- 
lifms  to  the  i^/nrv  Ilynnis,  177<),  entitled, 
"  Zion  ;  or.  The  City  of  ( iod."  The  piece, 
which  consi*its  of  five  double  stanzas,  bristles 
with  .S(Tiptiire  references.  Mainly  it  is  founded 
upon  Psalm  S7.  and  opens  with  the  very  words 
of  the  third  verse  of  it.  But  the  chief  mention 
is  made  of  Isaiah  33:20.  21:  "  L<K)k  upon 
Zion.  the  city  of  our  solemnities ;  thine  eyes 
shall  see  Jerusalem  a  (luiet  habitation,  a  taber- 
nacle that  shall  not  be  taken  down ;  not  one 


of  the  stakes  thereof  shall  ever  be  removed, 
neither  shall  any  of  the  cords  thereof  be 
broken.  But  there  the  glorious  Lord  will  bt 
unto  us  a  place  of  broad  rivers  and  streams: 
wherein  shall  go  no  galley  with  oars,  neither 
gallant  ship  pass  thereby." 


The  covenant. 
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I-i  KAR  what  God  the  Lord  hath  spoken : 

O  my  people,  faint  and  few. 
Comfortless,  afflicted,  broken. 

Fair  abodes  I  build  for  you ; 
Scenes  of  heartfelt  tribulation 

Shall  no  more  perplex  vour  ways  j 
You  shall  name  your  walls  **  Salvatioo," 

And  your  g:ates  shall  all  be  "  Praise." 

2  There,  tike  streams  that  feed  the  garden. 
Pleasures  without  end  shall  flow; 

For  the  Lord,  your  faith  rewarding, 

All  his  lH)unty  shall  bestow. 
Still  in  undisturbed  possession 

Peace  and  righteousness  shall  reign ; 
Never  shall  you  feel  oppression, 

Hear  the  voice  of  war  again. 

3  Ye,  no  more  your  suns  descending, 
Waning  moon  no  more  shall  see. 

But,  your  griefs  for  ever  ending, 

Fmd  eternal  noon  in  me. 
(fod  shall  rise,  and  shining  o'er^-ou. 

Change  to  nay  the  gloom  of  night ; 
He^  the  Lord,  shall  be  your  Glory, 

God,  your  everlasting  Light. 

This  is  one  of  the  contributions  of  WilUan 
Cowper  to  the  O/ney  Hymns,  \77g.  It  stands 
as  No.  65  of  Book  I.,  and  is  entitled,  "The 
Future  Peace  and  Glory  of  the  Church."  The 
text  referred  to  is  found  in  Isaiah  60 :  i  j-aa 
Indeed,  the  hymn  is  almost  a  paraphrase  of  | 
the  promise  in  that  passage.  The  good  Lord 
does  not  lose  patience  with  even  his  w-eakcst 
saints ;  he  expostulates,  and  renews  covenant 
engaj^ements,  and  presses  his  unfaltering 
love.  Then,  if  murmuring  continue,  he  takes 
the  complaining  believer  at  his  word  and 
gives  to  him  his  own  will.  We  must  be  \tri 
careful  about  quick  speeches.  When  the 
people  murmured,  the  voice  came  from 
heaven  to  Moses  and  Aaron :  "  Say  unto 
them,  As  truly  as  I  live,  saith  the  Lord,  as  ye 
have  spoken  in  mine  ears,  so  will  I  do  to  youV' 
Our  very  thoughts  are  heard  in  heaven.  Gtxl 
says  he  will  do  to  you  "  as  ye  have  spoken." 
Then  he  cautious ;  and  moreover,  remember 
that  our  ways  of  expression  recoil  upon  us. 
Words  ill-considered,  like  muskets  ill-loaded. 
often  kick  back  with  more  force  than  thc\' 
shoot.  God  says  to  you  precisely  what  you 
say  to  your  children — '*  If  you  get  in  the  habit 
of  crying  out.  *  I  cannot,  I  cannot,'  you  certain- 
Iv  never  can." 


946  The  Chuu'h  One. 

Thr(H'(;ii  the  night  of  doubt  mnd 
()n\vard  k(k:s  the  pilgrim  band, 

SineinK  sonjcs*  <»f  expectation. 
MaKhing  to  the  promised  luid. 
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Clear  before  us,  through  the  darkness, 
(tteams  and  burns  the  guiding  Hght ; 

Brother  clasps  the  hand  of  brother^ 
Stepping  fearless  through  the  night. 

2  One  the  light  of  God's  own  presence, 
(J'er  his  ransomed  people  sned, 

Chasing  far  the  gloom  and  terror, 
Brightening  all  the  path  we  tread  : 

One  the  object  of  our  journey, 
One  the  faith  which  never  tires, 

One  the  earnest  looking  forward. 
One  the  hope  our  (ioa  inspires. 

3  One  the  strain  the  lips  of  thousands 
Lift  as  from  the  heart  of  one ; 

One  the  conflict,  one  tlie  peril, 
One  the  march  in  (lod  begun: 

One  the  gladness  of  rejoicing 
On  the  far  eternal  shore. 

Where  the  one  .Mmighty  Father 
Reigns  in  love  for  evermore. 


Rev.  Sabine  Baring-Gould  gave  this  fine 
nin  to  the  English-speaking  world  in  the 
'opies  Hymnai,  1867.  Some  alterations 
ere  made  or  accepted  in  it  afterwards  in 
\mns.  Ancient  and  Modern,  1875.  It  is  a 
anslation  of  a  piece  written  by  the  Danish 
ofessor  of  Languages  and  Literature  at  the 
cademyof  Soro  in  Zealand.  Denmark,  Bem- 
irdt  Severin  Ingemann;  born  1789,  died 
;62. 


Kingsiand,  in  1838.  It  was  his  first  and  only 
charge.  Part  of  the  time  he  labored  in  con- 
junction with  Rev.  John  Campbell;  but  on 
the  death  of  his  associate  he  assumed  the 
entire  responsibility,  until  after  forty-six  years 
of  toiling  in  his  little  corner  of  the  Master's 
vineyard,  he  laid  down  life's  burdens  at  Reed- 
ham,  July  3,  1884.  He  wrote  but  few  hymns, 
and  these  were  mainly  published  in  maga- 
zines. The  piece  quoted  is  said  to  have  been 
first  sung  June  16,  1844,* at  the  jubilee  of  the 
old  Congregational  Chapel,  Kingsland. 
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17  Christian  Union.  8s,  7s.  D. 

Hail  !  thou  God  of  grace  and  glory  ! 

Who  thy  name  hast  magnified. 
By  redemption's  wondrous  story, 

By  the  Saviour  crucified  ; 
Thanks  to  thee  for  even-  blessing. 

Flowing  from  the  Fount  of  love; 
Thanks  for  present  good  unceasing, 

And  for  hopes  of  bliss  above. 

2  Hear  us,  as  thus  bending  lowlv. 
Near  thy  bright  and  burning  throne; 

We  invoke  thee,  (»od  most  holy  ! 

Through  thy  well  beloved  Son  ; 
Send  the  baptism  of  thy  Spirit, 

Shed  the  pentecostal  fire; 
Let  us  all  thy  grace  inherit. 

Waken,  crown  each  good  desire. 

3  Bind  thy  people.  Lord  !  in  union, 
With  the  sevenfold  cord  of  love; 

Breathe  a  spirit  of  communion 

With  the  glorious  hosts  above; 
Let  thy  work  be  seen  progressing; 

Bow  each  heart,  and  bend  each  knee; 
Till  the  world,  thy  truth  possessing, 

Celebrates  its  jubilee. 

Inheriting  from  hLs  mother  the  fire  and  elo- 
lence  of  the  Celts,  it  is  no  wonder  that  Rev. 
homas  William  liaxier  Aveling  won  a  fame 

a  pulpit  orator,  fie  was  born  at  Castle- 
vvn.  Isle  of  Man.  May  ii.  181 5,  and  began 

study  at  a  private  school  in  Cambridge-  949 
ire,  Kngland.  His  parents  were  by  no 
sans  religious  people,  and  he  received  little 
couragement  at  home  when  he  began  his 
ucaiion  for  the  ministry  at  Highbury  Col- 
^e.  Finishing  his  four  years'  rour.se,  he  was 
dained  to  the  Congregational  pastorate  of 


For  all  thy  saints,  who  from  their  labors  rest, 
Who  thee  "by  faith  before  the  world  confessed, 
Thy  name,  O  Jesus,  be  for  ever  blest. 

2  Thou  wast  their  rock,  their  Fortress,  and  their 

Might ; 
Thou,  Lord,  their  Captain,  in  the  well-fought  fight ; 
Thou,  in  the  darkness  drear,  their  Light  of  light. 

3  Oh,  may  thy  soldiers,  faithful,  true,  and  bold, 
Fight  as  the  saints  who  nobly  fought  of  old. 
And  win,  with  them,  the  victor's  crown  of  gold. 

4  Oh,  blest  communion,  fellowship  divine ! 
We  feebly  struggle,  they  in  glor>-  shine; 
Yet  all  arc  one  m  thee,  for  all  are  thine. 

5  But,  lo,  there  breaks  a  yet  more  glorious  day: 
The  saints  triumphant  rise  in  bright  array : 
The  King  of  glory  passes  on  his  way. 

6  From  earth's  wide  bounds,  from  ocean's  fiirthest 
coast. 

Through  gates  of  pearl  streams  in  the  countless  host. 
Singing  to  Father,  Son.  and  Holy  Ghost. 

This  piece,  perhaps  the  most  popular  of  all 
Bishop  William  Walsham  How's  composi- 
tions, was  first  published  in  Hymns  for  Saints 
Days,  and  Other  Hymns,  fty  a  {My man  (Earl 
Nelson),  1864.  It  consisted  of  eleven  stanzas, 
from  which  varying  selections  have  been  made 
for  the  later  hymnals.  It  has  been  praised  by 
the  best  critics,  accepted  by  the  highest  au- 
thorities, introduced  in  nearly  all  the  compila- 
tions over  the  world,  and  is  worthily  going  to 
be  one  of  the  standard  hymns  of  Christendom. 
It  voices  the  eagerness  of  the  demand,  which 
every  believing  heart  cherishes,  for  its  own 
part  and  right  in  the  .sainthood  of  past  genera- 
lions  in  the  great  Church  of  (lod.  It  fairly 
takes  our  breath  away  as  we  seem  to  see 
the  matchless  procession  which  the  final  verse 
conjures  up  before  our  imagination— "Through 
gates  of  pearl  streams  in  the  countless  host !" 


Sabbath' School  Meeting.  8s,  7s.  D. 

Saviour  King,  in  hallowed  union. 

At  thy  sacred  feet  we  bow ; 
Heart  with  heart,  in  blest  communion, 

foin  to  crave  thy  favor  now ! 
Though  celestial  choirs  a<lore  thee. 

Let  our  prayer  as  inrensc  rise. 
And  our  praise  be  set  before  thee, 

Sweet  as  e\'ening  sacrifice. 
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a  Heavenly  Fount,  thy  streams  of  blessing 

Oil  have  cheered  us  on  our  way  ; 
By  thy  power  and  grace  unceasing 

We  continue  to  tliis  clay. 
Raise  we  then  with  glad  emotion 

Thankful  lays :  and,  while  we  sing. 
Vow  a  pure,  a  full  <ievoti<>n 

To  thy  work,  O  Saviour  King! 

3  When  we  tell  the  wondrous  story 

Of  thy  .  ich,  exhaustless  love, 
Send  thy  Spirit,  Lord  of  gIor>', 

On  the  youthful  heart  U>  move ! 
Oh,  that  he,  the  ever  living, 

Mav  descend,  as  fruitful  rain. 
Till  the  wilderness,  reviving. 

Blossoms  as  the  rose  again ! 

This  poom  appeared  anonymously  in  1861, 
and  was  published  in  a  c(»llecli()n  of  hymns 
for  the  Presbyterian  Sunday-School  use.  Its 
authorship  lias  never  been  vjiven,  and  later 
attempts  at  identifying^  it  have  !x*en  unsuc- 
cessful. It  has  proved,  however,  ven*  popu- 
lar, its  spirit  beinj^  simple  but  earnest.  Look 
in  for  a  moment,  in  imaj^ination,  upon  a 
workinjj  and  effective  Sunday-School.  Mark 
one  peculiarity  in  attitude.  The  pupil,  in  the 
intensitv  of  his  interest,  has  leaned  forward 
from  the  bench ;  and  the  instructor,  in  the 
absoqnion  of  his  subject,  has  l)ent  forward 
from  the  chair,  and  that  circle  of  foreheads 
almost  touch  each  other.  We,  who  are  a 
little  enthusiastic  in  such  matters,  call  that 
characteristic  posture  the  '*  Sunday-Sihool 
;irch."  Vou  never  tind  it  except  at  the  seats 
of  the  most  intellii^ent  and  faithful  teachers. 
Remember  that  they  have  studied  that  lesson 
most  carefully,  and  that  their  whole  hearts 
are  in  the  (hity  they  are  doinyj.  Rememl>er 
that  they  have  wrestled  in  earnest  prayer  on 
bended  knees  !)ef()re  their  Lord  that  very 
morning,  pleadinvj  for  all  needed  assistance. 
Then  (x*ar  in  mind  that  their  pupils  love 
them,  honor  them,  and  now  listen  with  all 
the  incjuisitivcncss  of  kindled  desire  to  learn 
sonu-thinvr  new  and  fresh.  And  the  eyes  till 
sometimes  with  tiic  suffusion  r>f  tender  appeal 
and  atfrctionate  cxhoriatinn.  Ah.  is  not  this 
the  placr  in  which  to  educate  a  soul  for  ( iod  } 
.And  is  then-  not  in  tliis  .Sun<lay-.S«hool  arch  a 
tittinv^  symbol  of  tin*  divine  promise,  the  very 
bow  of  the  ancient  <i)vcnant.  lH*ndin]i(  over 
these  ynnn;^  iniinortaN  with  its  Ixnediction 
of  fH'a«e  ?  Ktep  a  child  there,  in  that  focus 
of  intense  spiritual  heat  and  liy^ht.  av^dow  for 
a  term  of  years.  Let  him  j^row  up  under  it. 
Let  that  immature  form  become  manlier,  and 
prrforcf  straivjhten  somewhat  with  tallness ; 
and  that  oiluT  form  that  has  been  Ixndinv: 
with  eav^ernc^s  Ix-y^in  to  stcmp  with  aj^e  :  and 
.^till  let  the  patient  ]>roccss  In?  continued  and 
never  relax  until  the  place  is  <hanj^ed  and  the 
pupil  becomes  a  teacher,  and.  bei^inninyj  with 


a  little  group,  makes  and  tends  a  new  arch  of 
his  own ;  what  will  be  the  result  of  all  tlv 
pressure  of  training  in  the  truth  ?  Go  ask 
church  records  what  it  has  been.  Read  tfa( 
names  of  those  who  come  from  the  Sabbidi 
classes  into  communion  and  membership. 
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"  These  Httlr  onesr 
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Saviock  !  who  thy  flock  art  feediiis 
With  the  shepherd's  kindest  care, 

.-Ml  the  feeble  gently  leading. 
While  the  lambs  thy  busuni  share — 

2  Now,  these  little  ones  receiving, 
Fuld  them  in  thy  gracious  arm ; 

There,  we  know,  thy  word  believing, 
Only  there,  sc»curc  fri>m  harm. 

3  Never,  from  thy  pasture  roving, 
Let  them  be  the  lion's  prey ; 

Let  thy  tenderness,  so  loving. 
Keep  them  all  life's  dangerous  way  : 

4  Then  within  thy  fold  etenial 
Let  them  fin<l  a  resting-place, 

Feed  in  |>astures  ever  vernal. 
Drink  the  rivers  of  thy  grace. 

This  is  one  of  Dr.  Muhlenberg's  moR 
widely  known  hymns  and  was  published  tir^  in 
the  Prayt-r  Btwk  Collection^  1826.  It  is  filled 
with  tenderness  toward  the  defenceless  lambs 
of  the  flock,  the  little  children,  who  must  <sti 
be  especially  dear  to  the  church  for  their  \fTi 
weakness.  It  has  come  to  be  confessed  l^ 
the  wisest  philosophers  that  the  clearest  evi- 
dence of  a  lofty  civilization  for  any  people  in 
any  a)^e  or  clime  is  found  in  the  provisions 
which  are  made  for  little  children.  Savages 
bind  up  their  infants  with  afflictive  thongs  of 
bark,  as  the  most  expeditious  disposal  to  be 
made  of  them.  Never  till  a  land  has  leisure, 
never  till  a  nation  has  refinement,  never  till 
most  of  the  steps  upward  have  been  taken  in 
the  way  towards  exalted  attainment,  does  there 
come  even  one  look  of  appreciation  or  s\in- 
pathy  for  these  **  feeble  folk  "  of  society  more 
than  the  merest  necessities  of  existence  or  the 
exiv^encies  of  convenience  require.  He  wht». 
with  kind  heart  and  subtle  mgenuity  of  in- 
vention, sits  down  <at  his  desk  to  illuminate  a 
juvenile  volume  with  an  extraordinar>'  frontis- 
piece, or  who  toils  at  his  bench  to  constniaa 
mc(*hanical  toy  for  a  little  child,  is  in  one 
sense  both  the  pnxluct  and  the  tj-pe  of  the 
truest  and  the  hi^jhest  civilized  humanity. 

95 1  litf'ort'  tht'  AdmiMi'siraiton. 

1  Till',  mvn  >  of  t)i(>  I.ord  is  from  everlasting  to  ever* 

lasiirik:   u|N>n  I  thfm  that  I  fear  him,  I      And  his 
rivjhii'ou.Niu-sH  ;  unto  |  chllaren's  |  children. 

2  T<»  MU  h  as  keep  his  |  rovenant ;  |l  And  tothoie  thaX 

ri'inemtier  tils  com-  |  niandmentm  to  |  do—  |  thcw- 

3  SiMKk  liitle  iliihlren  t<»  come  unto  me,  and  fair-  I  hid 

thrm  :  nnt:     Forol  |  such"  is  the  |  kinjcdoai"of  I 
hi'.TVi-n. 

4  Ft)K  the  |)riimi>ie  is  unto  vou.  and  |  to  your  j  chUdiw: 

And  to  all  that  are  afarofl*.  e\'en  at  many  M  the  | 

Lord  our  |  CumI  shall  j  call. 
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Aftfr  the  Aiimintstration. 

I   Thkn   will     I    sprinkle  clean  |  water* 'up- |  on  you,  | 
And  I  ye  shall  |  be —  |  clean ; 

a   A    new  heart   also  |  will   I  |  eive  you,  \    And  a    new 
spirit  I  will  I  |  put  with- 1  in  you, 

3  And  I  will  take  away  the  stony  heart  j  out  of* "your  | 

ticsh,  '(.    And  1  will  |  give*  "you  a  |  heart  of  f  flesh. 

4  I    w  ill  pi>ur  my  Spirit  up-  |  on  thy  (  seed,  \  And  my  | 

blessinjij'   \x\>-  \  on  Ihinc  |  ofl^spnng : 

5  And   they   shall  sorine;  up  as  a-  I  mong  the  |  grass.M 

.\s  I  willows-   Dy  the  |  water-  |  courses. 

Gloria  Patri. 

Some  passa^^es  from  the  Word  of  God 
which  were  compiled  for  the  Choir  to  sing  in 
the  administration  of  the  .ordinance  of  bap- 
tism. 


Grnt'sis  28  :   19-22.  C.  M. 

O  (fOi)  ol  Bethel,  by  whose  hand 

Thy  people  still  are  fed  ; 
Who  ihrouj^h  this  wear>  pilgrimage 

Hast  all  our  fathers  le<I ! 

2  Our  vt)ws,  our  prayers,  we  now  present 

Before  Jhy  throne  of  grace  ; 
(knl  of  our  fathers  !  be  the  (mkI 

Of  their  succeeding  race. 

ji  Through  each  pert^lexingpath  of  life 
OuY  wandering  footsteps  guide; 

Give  us,  each  day,  our  daily  bread, 
.\nd  raiment  fit  provide. 

4  Oh.  snread  thy  covering  wings  around 
Till  all  our  wanderings  cease. 

And  at  our  Father's  loved  abode 
Our  souls  arrive  in  peace. 

5  Such  blessings  from  thy  gracious  hand 
Our  humble  prayers  implore; 

And  thou  shalt  be  our  chosen  God, 
Our  piiriion  evermore. 

Dr.  Philip  Doddridge  wrote  this  hymn  to  be 
sun.ij  after  a  sermon  on  "  Jacob's  Vow,"  Gen- 
esis 28  :  20-22,  which  he  preached  on  January 
16.  1737.  This  is  the  hymn,  which  was  found 
amonvj  the  effects  of  David  Livingstone,  the 
one  which  sustained  his  heart  through  the 
wilderness  journeys  over  Africa,  and  which,  as 
his  favorite,  was  sung  at  his  funeral  beneath 
the  arches  of  Westminster  Abbey,  April  18, 
1 874.  It  is  usually  considered  a  family  hymn 
now,  and  is  of  great  service  at  domestic  devo- 
tion. One  of  the  prominent  ministers  of  New 
York  sent  a  circular  letter  to  many  ministers 
and  others  asking  the  particulars  of  their 
conversion.  In  the  answers  as  to  the  human 
instrumentality  which  had  largest  influence  in 
leading  the  soul  to  decision,  the  Christian 
h<»me  has  the  foremost  place.  Rev.  N.  G. 
Cheney  says :  *'  My  mother  had  the  strongest 
power  over  my  heart.  She  died  when  I  was 
a  youth.  But  in  everything  else  that  moved 
me  I  could  feel  that  power  clearly.  Next  to 
home  influence  was  preaching."  Rev.  Dun- 
can McGregor,  who  was  converted  in  a  re- 
vival, reverses  the  order,  and  gives  as  the  hu- 
man   means   of  his   conversion  :  *'  Preaching 


and  mother's  prayers."  So  Dr.  Cuyler  says  : 
**  Both  pastor  and  mother."  Several  Brook- 
lyn Sunday- School  superintendents,  also, 
when  asked  at  the  gate  of  heaven,  '*  What 
brings  you  here  }"  will  reply  to  the  angel :  *'  A 
mothers  tear  and  prayer."  One  of  them 
says  :  **  A  mother's  early  teaching,  prayers, 
and  constant  consistent  life  before  me  had, 
I  think,  most  influence  in  deciding  my  course, 
though  a  faithful  Sunday-School  teacher  and 
pastor  were,  perhaps,  also  used  as  instru- 
ments." Dr.  P'rancis,  of  Greenpoint.  who 
was  converted  in  a  college  revival,  attributes 
the  largest  credit  for  that  step,  outside  of  the 
Holy  Spirit,  to  his  mother's  influence  and  ex- 
ample, which  had  more  to  do  with  moulding 
his  life  than  all  other  instrumentalities.  Xcry 
beautiful  is  Dr.  J.  G.  Roberts*  reply:  "  I  was 
converted  in  very  early  childhood  through  the 
influence  of  parental  teaching.  My  father 
used  to  instruct  us  in  the  Bible  every  Sunday, 
and  at  the  close  of  one  of  our  lessons  he 
asked  that  those  of  us  who  would  give  our 
hearts  to  Christ  should  come  and  kiss  him. 
That  was  the  time  I  was  converted."  Rev. 
J.  G.  Phipps  says  that  he  became  seriously 
impressed  from  the  age  of  eleven  through 
the  faithfulness  of  parents,  his  father  being  a 
pastor  who  preached  outside  of  the  pulpit  as 
well  as  in  it.  Dr.  Withrow  was  converted  at 
the  age  of  eleven  by  **  a  solemn  scene  at  fam- 
ily worship  one  Sunday  evening."  Dr.  A.  H. 
Plumb,  of  Boston,  attributes  his  conversion 
to  the  same  home-influence,  although  the  im- 
mediate occasion  of  his  final  decision  was  the 
**  {>ersonal  efforts  of  my  pastor,  added  to  the 
testimony  of  happy  and  consistent  Christians 
talking  about  religion  in  the  store  where  I  was 
clerk  at  a  time  when,  setting  out  in  life,  I  felt 
the  need  of  a  friend."  Dr.  William  M.  Tav- 
lor,  of  New  York,  says :  **  I  cannot  speak  of 
any  preci.se  date  of  conversion  at  all ;  I  grew 
up  into  the  Church  under  the  training  of  wise 
Christian  parents." 


Christ  teceh'tnf^  chi/drm.  C.  M. 

Skk  Israel's  gentle  Shepherd  stands. 

With  all-engaging  charms ! 
Hark  !  how  he  calls  the  tender  lambs. 

And  folds  them  in  his  arms! 

a  "  Permit  them  to  approach,"  he  cries, 

"  Nor  sc<»m  their  humble  name; 
For  't  was  to  bless  such  soul»  as  these 

The  Lord  of  angels  lame." 

3  We  bring  them,  Lord,  in  thankful  hands. 

And  yiela  them  up  to  thee; 
Joyful  that  we  ourselves  are  thine — 

Thine  let  our  offspring  be. 


Dr.  Philip  Doddridge   introduced  this  into 
his  Hymns,  175$.  as  No.  198  :  **  Christ's  con- 
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descending  Regard  to  Little  Children,   Mark 
lo:  14. 

954  A  Christian   Child.  C.  M. 

By  cool  Si  loam's  shady  rill 

How  fair  the  lily  grows ! 
How  swevt  the  breath  beneath  the  hill 

Of  Sharon's  dewy  rose  ! 

2  Lo!  such  the  child  whose  early  feet 
The  paths  of  peace  have  ircxl ; 

Whose  secret  heart,  with  influence  sweet, 
Is  upward  drawn  to  God. 

3  By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 
The  lily  must  decay : 

The  rose  that  blooms  beneath  the  hill 
Must  shortly  fade  away. 

4  And  soon,  too  soon,  the  wintr>'  hour 
Of  man's  maturcr  a^e 

May  shake  the  soul  with  sorrow's  power 
And  stormy  passion's  rage. 

5  O  thou,  whose  infant  feet  were  found 
Within  thy  Father's  shrine, 

Whose  years,  with  changeless  virtue  crowned, 
Were  all  alike  divine  ! 

6  Depenclent  on  thy  bounteous  breath. 
We  seek  thy  j^nice  alone 

In  (.  hiUUi(HKl.  manluMKl.  age  and  death. 
To  keep  us  still  thine  own. 

This  familiar  hymn  was  first  published  by 
Bishop  Reginald  Heber  in  the  Christian  Ob- 
stn»cr,  April.  1812.  The  first  line  was,  ••  By 
cool  Siloam's  shady  fountain."  Sub.sequently 
he  re-wrote  the  piece  in  its  present  form,  and 
it  was  put  in  his  posthumous  collection  of 
Hvtnns,  1827. 


Out    Chihitftt.  S.  M. 

CiRHAT  (i«Ml.  now  conde*icend 

Ti>  bless  our  rising;  race; 
ScM>ti  may  their  willing  spirits  bend, 

The  subjects  of  thy  >;race. 

2  Oh.  what  a  pure  <leli>jht 
Their  happiness  to  see: 

( )ur  warmest  wishes  all  unite, 
To  lead  their  souls  to  thee. 

3  Now  liUss,  thou  (»o(l  of  love, 
This  onlinanrc  diviiic: 

Send  thy  ko<h1  Spirit  from  above. 
.\iul  m.'ike  these  I  hililren  thine. 

The  circumstances  of  John  F'eliows'  life 
arc  surrounded  with  much  <)l)scurity.  even 
the  lime  and  place  of  his  birth  beinj^  un- 
known. He  is  supposed  to  have  been  a 
poor  shoemaker  livini^  in  Hirminvjham.  Kng- 
land.  a  memlx-r  of  the  I>aptist  denomination. 
In  the  records  of  that  chunh.  which  was  for- 
merly in  Cannon  St..  Birminj^ham.  the  death 
of  John  Fellows  is  entered  as  havinjL^  occurred 
July  30.  1785.  In  view  of  the  fact  that  he 
published  a  number  of  books  both  in  prose 
and  poetry,  it  is  surprisini;^  that  so  little  is 
known  of  his  career.  I  le  wrote  manv  hvmns 
on  the  subject  {»f  liaptism  ;  the  one  jjivcn 
here  was  published  with  a  number  of  others 
in   1773.  and  has  remained  in  jj^eneral  use.     It 


is  a  prayer  for  the  favor  of  God  upon  tbe 
young,  that  they  may  be  willing  to  accqx  bs 
guidance  in  their  daily  life,  ana  so  escape  tbe 
errors  into  which  they  may  so  easily  Call  1 
they  attempt  to  direct  their  course  oy  tbdr 
own  wisdom.  The  Bible  contains  many  in- 
stances of  the  grievous  mistakes  which  cm 
well-meaning  men  may  commit,  if  they  yield 
to  an  influence  from  without  which  is'  net 
wise  and  pure.  It  is  instinctive  with  us  aC 
to  believe  that  Jacob  was  more  sinoal 
against  than  sinning.  To  much  of  his  earh 
WTong-doing  he  was  put  up.  A  character, 
never  over-strong  at  the  best,  was  overhoroe 
by  one  which  was  stronger.  There  is  an  as- 
cient  proverb  which  has  in  it  much  wisdom: 
•*  A  child  may  have  more  of  his  mother  than 
her  blessing."  Jacob  had  Isaac's  blessing 
and  enjoyed  Rebekah's  advice ;  and  it  *is 
just  this  last  which  hurt  him,  and  put  him  to 
bed  on  the  stones  at  Bethel.  Her  injudi- 
cious partiality  brought  upon  him  his  temp- 
tation. In  the  domestic  drama  of  deceit 
she  played  Jezebel  to  his  Ahab.  She  knw 
the  exact  cast  to  make.  Her  part  became 
her,  and  showed  her  unusual  gifts  in  that  di- 
rection. Hut  she  had  her  hands  full  to  get 
this  son  of  hers  through  his  drill  any  ^"ay. 
And  that  midnight  departure  from  his  home 
was  what  it  came  to. 

956  '  Sujgrer  them  to  come,*'  S.  M. 

Thk  Saviour  kindl}r  calls 

Our  children  to  his  breast ; 
He  folds  them  in  his  gracious  arms, 

Himself  declares  them  blest. 

2  "  Let  them  approach,"  he  criea, 
"  Nor  scorn  their  humble  claim  ; 

The  heirs  of  heaven  are  such  aa  these. 
For  such  as  these  I  came.** 

.^  With  ioy  we  bring  them,  Lord, 

I  >ev<itin)(  them  to  thee, 
lni^>l(>rin>;.  th.it,  as  we  are  thine, 

I  hine  ni^y  our  offspring  be. 

This  hymn,  by  Hishop  Onderdonk,  was  con- 
tributed to  the  Prayer  Bool:  Coileciion^  1826. 
It  is  an  adaptation  from  a  poem  by  Rev.  Dr. 
I)()ddrid.v:e.  and  is  entitled  "  Chnst  Accepting 
Children."  There  is  an  expression  in  the  last 
verse  which  it  may  be  well  for  us  to  ponder: 
"  As  we  are  thine,  thine  may  our  offspring 
be."  When  we  stop  to  thinic  of  it,  arc  ut 
sure  that  we  ourselves  are  fit  models  for  others 
to  follow?  There  is  a  verse  in  Colossians 
which  says. "  Children,  obey  your  parents  in 
all  things :  for  this  is  well  pleasing  unto  the 
Lord."  Most  of  us  know  what  that  means, 
and  first  and  last  have  had  it  somewhat  ex- 
tensively explained  to  us.  But  do  we  now 
dwell  as   much  on  this :    "  Fathers,  provoke 
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not  your  children  to  anger,  lest  they  be  dis- 
couraged." I  distinctly  remember  that,  as  a 
child,  I  thought  this  one  of  the  wisest  texts  in 
the  Bible,  and  used  to  get  a  good  deal  of  com- 
fort out  of  it  in  seasons  of  home  depres- 
sion. A  child  has  the  keenest  sort  of  sense 
of  injustice.  Generally  a  decent  boy  means 
well,  if  we  can  only  get  at  what  he  means. 
He  wants  a  chance  to  explain.  More  real 
wrong  has  been  done  to  after  life  than  in  any 
other  way  by  hasty  and  impetuous  demands 
for  unquestioning  silence,  when  a  child  has 
only  been  trying  to  make  his  righteousness 
appear.  The  saddest  of  all  my  human  ex- 
periences, I  do  here  soberly  assert,  have  been 
when  1  was  unable  to  secure  a  fair  showing, 
and  got  **  discouraged." 


"  Thu  child  we  dedicated  L.  M. 

This  child  we  dedicate  to  thee, 

O  God  of  jf^race  and  purity  I 

Shield  it  from  sin  and  threatening  wrong. 

And  let  thy  love  its  life  prolong. 

2  Oh,  may  thy  Spirit  gently  draw 
Its  willing  soul  to  keep  thy  law  ; 
May  virtue,  piety^  ana  truth 
Dawn  even  with  its  dawning  youth. 

3  We  too,  before  thy  gracious  sight. 
Once  shared  the  blest  oaptismal  rite, 
And  would  renew  its  solemn  vow 

With  love,  and  thanks,  and  praises,  now. 

4  Grant  that,  with  true  and  foithful  heaft. 
We  still  may  act  the  Christian's  part. 
Cheered  by  each  promise  thou  hast  gfiven, 
And  labormg  for  the  prize  in  heaven. 

The  information  in  regard  to  this  hymn 
comes  to  us  in  fragments.  Professor  F.  M. 
Bird  contributes  a  date,  1823,  while  Putnam's 
Singers  and  Songs  of  the  Liberal  Faith  ^  1875, 
speaks  of  it  as  a  translation  from  the  German. 
No  poem  which  corresponds  to  it,  however, 
has  been  traced,  and  it  seems  fair  to  regard  it 
as  the  original  work  of  Rev.  Dr.  Samuel  Gil- 
man,  a  Unitarian  clergyman  who  was  bom 
at  Gloucester,  Mass.,  February  16,  1791.  He 
graduated  at  Harvard  College  in  1811,  and 
eight  years  afterw-ard  became  the  pastor  of 
a  Unitarian  church  at  Charleston,  S.  C. ;  re- 
maining in  this  charge  until  his  death,  which 
occurred  at  Kingston,  Mass.,  February  9, 1858. 
The  hymn  is  appropriate  for  baptismal  occa- 
sions, and  expresses  the  desire  of  the  parent 
that  the  child  may  grow  in  grace  as  it  aocs  in 
years.  If  there  be  any  truth  in  the  line  **  The 
child  is  father  of  the  man,'*  it  is  manifest 
most  plainly  in  religious  life.  The  young  be- 
liever perpetuates  himself  in  the  old.  Mau- 
rice, son  of  William  the  Silent,  at  the  age  of 
seventeen,  took  for  his  device  a  fallen  oak, 
with  a  young  sapling  springing  from  its  root ; 
to  this  ne  gave  the  motto.  Tandem  JU  surcU" 


ius  arbor,  "  The  sapling  will  by  and  by  be- 
come a  tree."  It  seems  very  tnte  to  write  all 
that  out  soberly ;  but  really  it  is  a  thing  most 
unfortunately  forgotten. 

958  '*Th£y  are  thine:*  L.  M. 

Dear  Saviour,  if  these  Iambs  should  stray 
From  thv  secure  enclosure's  bound. 

And,  lun»  by  worldly  joys  away. 
Among  the  thoughtless  crowd  be  found— 

a  Remember  still  that  they  are  thine, 
That  thy  dear  sacred  name  the>-  bear ; 

Think  that  the  seal  of  love  divine. 
The  sign  of  covenant  grace  the>'  wear. 

3  In  all  thdr  erring,  sinful  years. 
Oh,  let  them  ne'er  forgotten  be; 

Remember  all  the  prayers  and  tears 
Which  made  them  consecrate  to  thee. 

4  And  when  these  lips  no  more  can  pray. 
These  eyes  can  weep  for  them  no  more. 

Turn  thou  their  feet  from  folly's  way ; 
The  wanderers  to  thy  fold  restore. 

This  "  Prayer  on  behalf  of  Children,"  as  it 
is  entitled,  is  one  of  the  most  beautiful  and 
touching  of  the  poems  written  by  Mrs.  Abby 
Bradley  Hyde.  It  was  first  published  in 
Nettleton's  Village  Hymns,  1824,  and  has 
become  a  generau  favorite  on  account  of  a 
certain  pathos  and  tenderness  of  sentiment  it 
possesses.  Its  closing  stanzas  remind  many 
of  us  of  the  loving  mothers  who  have  watched 
over  the  lambs  of  the  flock  and  followed  their 
steps  with  fervent  prayers.  One  of  these  faith- 
ful guardians,  now  gone  to  her  rest,  used  to 
take  her  children  with  her  into  her  chamber, 
whenever  an  hour  from  the  busy  day  could 
be  found.  There  she  would  read  a  Bible- 
story  with  them  or  to  them ;  sometimes  about 
Samuel,  and  David,  and  Joseph:  but  more 
often  about  Jesus,  and  Mary,  and  Lydia,  and 
Timothy.  Then  she  would  question,  and  con- 
verse, and  explain  till  the  mind  had  caught 
the  truth  it  needed  and  the  conscience  had 
felt  it.  She  kneeled  then  by  the  chair,  and 
the  child  knelt  likewise.  Sometimes  she  prayed 
for  him,  oftener  with  him.  He  was  taught  to 
repeat,  as  his  own  request  to  an  unseen  God, 
the  petitions,  short  and  simple,  she  uttered. 
And  so  years  passed  on.  and  there  is  no  for- 

fetting,  even  now,  the  power  of  those  seasons, 
he  respected  her  engagement  with  her  Sa- 
viour. She  talked  of  it,  and  urged  it,  and  lived 
in  it,  so  firmly,  that  her  words  were  carved  in 
the  slab  over  her  grave,  "  My  covenant-keep- 
ing God." 


The  Rock  qf  Ages, 

Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me  \ 

Let  me  hiae  myself  in  thee : 

Let  the  water  and  the  bUxKi, 

From  thy  wounded  side  that  flowed. 

Be  of  sin  the  perfect  cure ; 

Save  me,  Lora !  and  make  me  pure. 
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a  Should  my  tears  for  ever  flow, 
Should  my  zeal  no  lang^uor  know, 
This  for  sin  could  not  atone, 
Thou  must  save  and  thou  alone: 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring; 
Simply  to  thy  cross  I  cling. 

X  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  mine  eyelids  close  in  death, 
When  I  rise  to  worlds  unknown, 
And  behold  thee  on  thy  throne, 
Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me ! 
Let  me  hiae  myself  in  thee. 

A  hymn,  which  the  great  prime-minister  of 
England,  W.  E.  Ciladstone,  would  pause  long 
enough  to  put  into  beautiful  Latin,  and  which 
the  English-speaking  world  now  agrees  to 
pronounce  the  supreme  hymn  of  the  language, 
only  needs  to  be  sung :  the  day  of  annotations 
upon  it  has  passed.  It  first  appeared  in  the 
tlnglish  Gospel MagaziPie  for  October,  1775.  in 
an  article  entitled  "  Life  a  Journey."  A  familiar 
signature  that  was  known  by  all,  Minimus, 
showed  the  author  to  be  Rev.  Augustus  Mon- 
tague Toplady.  Next  year,  March,  1776,  the 
piece  was  enlarged,  altered  at  points,  and  re- 
printed. In  181 5  Thomas  Cotterill  changed 
many  of  the  stanzas,  compacting  the  lines, 
and  so  produced  a  lyric  of  three  verses  in- 
stead of  the  original  four.  This  one  now  be- 
fore us  is  Cotter  ill's  form ;  it  has  really  dis- 
placed the  original  composition  of  the  previ- 
ous centur)' ;  it  is  smoother,  shorter,  and  more 
musical,  as  well  as  less  rugged  in  theology. 


• '  Mani/fst  thysfU. ' '  7S.  61 

Son  of  God  !  to  thee  I  cr\  : 
By  rhc  holy  niystcr>' 
Of  thy  dwelling  here  on  earth. 
By  thy  pure  and  holy  birth, 
Lord,  thy  presence  let  me  see. 
Manifest  tliysclf  to  me. 

2  I^mb  of  God  !  to  thee  I  cr>- : 
By  thy  bitter  agony, 
By  thy  pangs  to  us  unknown, 
By  thy  spirit's  i>arting  gnxin, 
Lord,  thy  presence  let  me  see, 
Manifest  thyself  to  me. 

S  Prince  of  Life !  to  thee  I  cry : 
By  thy  glorious  majesty, 
By  thy  iriufm>h  ti'er  the  grave, 
Meek  to  sufU'r.  strong  to  save, 
Lor<l,  thy  presence  let  me  see. 
Manifest  Inyself  to  me. 

4  Lord  of  glory.  Go<l  most  high, 
Man  exalted  to  the  sky  ! 
With  thy  love  my  l>osomfill. 
Pnimpt  me  to  perf<»rm  thy  will ; 
Then  thy  glory  I  shall  see. 
Thou  wilt  nring  me  home  to  thee. 

Written  by  Richard  Mant.  1).  D.,  Bishop 
of  Down  and  Connor  in  Ireland.  It  used  to 
l)cgin  with  the  line,  "  Saviour,  who  exalted 
high,"  and  may  l>e  found  in  his  Holydays  of 
the  Church  ;  or.  Scripture  Sarratiifes'of  our 
niessed  Lor  as   Life    and    Ministry,    1828. 


The  reference  is  to  the  conversation  U 
Jesus  and  his  disciples  as  recorded  ii 
14 :  22.  But  there  is  here  in  the  h; 
measure  of  wrestling  desire,  as  if  one 
under  the  pressure  of  pain,  and  could  n 
his  way.  Such  cxpenences  are  comir 
the  best  of  believers.  We  think  we  oi 
be  made  to  understand  the  mysteries  \ 
Ood  ought  to  explain  himself  more.  I 
truth  is,  we  could  not  comprehend  the 
Being  or  his  character  or  his  provi 
Our  capacities  are  not  sufficient ;  God  i 
ing  but  we  are  not  able.  In  one  of  the 
nental  galleries  is  an  excjuisite  painti 
Murillo,  entitled,  "  The  Vision  of  Sail 

?;ustine."  It  represents  a  dream  of  thij 
ather  of  the  church,  narrated  by  h 
He  tells  us  that  while  busied  in  writi 
discourse  upon  the  Trinity,  he  wandera 
the  seashore  wrapped  in  meditation. 
denly  he  beheld  a  child,  who.  havine 
hole  in  the  sand,  appeared  to  be  bi 
water  from  the  sea  to  fill  it.  Augusi 
quired  what  was  the  object  of  his  task 
replied  that  he  intended  to  empty  in' 
cavity  all  the  waters  of  the  great  dee 
course  the  philosopher  exclfiimed.  •*  In 
ble  !"  But  the  boy  answered, "  Not  m< 
possible,  surely,  than  for  thee,  O  Aug 
to  explain  the  mystery  on  which  tn 
meditating!"  There  is  a  theme  fc 
chastened  and  thoughtful  imagination 
that  tall  figure  in  priestly  robes,  on  th 
der  of  the  sea.  looking  pitifully  down 
the  Divine  Child— the  mfant  Christ— I 
in  his  slender  hand  his  scoop  of  sh 
ladle,  his  small  bowl  of  water,  while  b 
up  so  wise  with  the  majesty  of  a  sw© 
gestion  of  rebuke  in  his  gentle  face  ! 


951  "  Till  he  cowur 

"  Till  He  come :"  oh,  let  the  words 

Linger  on  the  trembling  chords; 

Let  the  little  while  between 

In  their  golden  light  be  seen: 

Let  us  think  how  heaven  and  home 

Lie  beyond  that—"  Till  he  come." 

2  When  the  wear>'  ones  we  love 
Enter  on  their  rest  above. 
Seems  the  earth  so  poor  and  vast. 
All  our  life  joy  overcast  ? 
Hush,  be  every  murmur  dumb  ; 
It  is  only—*'  Till  he  come." 

■\  See.  the  feast  of  love  is  spread. 
brink  the  wine,  and  break  the  bread ; 
Swi'et  memdrials,  till  the  Ix)rd 
fall  us  round  his  heavenly  board  ; 
S<ime  from  earth,  from  glor>-  aome. 
Severe<l  only—*'  Till  he  come." 

Another  of  the  hymns  of  Rev.  I 
Henr>'  Hickersteth.  D.D.,and  character 
his  peculiar  views  as  a  pronounced  pre 
narian  of  the  school  to  which  Mr.  Spi 
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Dr.  Honar.  Dr.  MacLaren,  Mr.  Moody,  with 
most  of  the  modern  evangelists,  have  always 
been  represented  as  prominent  adherents.  It 
is  an  almost  literal  paraphrase  of  the  words 
found  in  the  story  of  the  first  Lord's  Supper  : 
'•  For  as  often  as  ye  eat  this  bread,  and  drink 
this  cup,  ye  do  show  the  Lord's  death  till  he 
come."  The  piece  was  written  in  1861,  and 
first  printed  in  his  work,  The  Blessed  Dead^ 
1862.  There  are  four  six-line  stanzas  to  it 
altogether,  and  it  has  the  text  affixed  to  it  for 
its  proper  reference,  L  Corinthians  11:  26. 


"  Wash  mr,  Saviour.**  7s.  61. 

Rock  of  A>fes,  cleft  for  me ! 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee; 

Let  the  water  and  the  blood, 

From  thy  wounded  side  that  flowed, 

Be  of  sin  the  double  cure: 

Cleanse  me,  from  its  ifuilt  and  power. 

2  Not  the  labor  of  my  hands 
Can  fulfill  the  taw's  demands; 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Could  my  tears  for  ever  flow, 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone  ; 
Thou  must  save,  and  thou  alone. 

3  Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring, 
Simply  to  thy  cross  I  cling  ; 
Naked,  come  to  thee  for  dress, 
Helpless,  look  to  thee  for  grace; 
Vile.  1  to  the  fountain  fly. 
Wash  me.  Saviour,  or  I  aie ! 

4  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  eyelids  close  in  aeath, 
When  I  soar  to  worlds  unknown, 
See  thee  on  thy  judgment  throne, 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me! 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee. 

The  original  hymn,  very  nearly  as  Rev. 
Augustus  Nftjntague  Toplady  WTOte  it.  A 
few  changes  were  absolutely  necessary.  We 
could  manage  to  say,  "  When  I  soar  through 
tracts  unknown,"  but  it  would  be  impossible 
to  sing,  "When  my  eye-strings  break  in 
death  "  without  a  demurrer.  But  this  form 
of  the  poem  is  much  stronger  than  the  other. 
The  doctrinal  belief  of  the  author  is  disclosed 
in  the  paragraph  which  stands  just  before  his 
song  :  **  We  can  only  admire  and  bless  the 
Father  for  electing  us  in  Christ  and  for  lay- 
ing on  him  the  iniquities  of  us  all — the  Son, 
for  taking  our  nature  and  our  debts  upon 
himself,  and  for  that  complete  righteousness 
and  sacrifice,  whereby  he  redeemed  his  mys- 
tical Israel  from  all  their  sins — and  the  co- 
equal Spirit,  for  causing  us  (in  conversion) 
to  feel  our  need  of  Christ,  for  inspiring  us 
with  faith  to  embrace  him,  for  visiting  us  with 
his  sweet  consolations,  by  shedding  abroad 
his  love  in  our  hearts,  for  sealing  us  to  the 
day  of  Christ,  and  for  making  us  to  walk  in 
the  path  of  his  commandments." 

In  this  faith  the  author  of  our  best  hymn 
died ;   he  was  a  strong   Calvinist,  and  the 


hymn  shows  his  bias.  At  the  last  he  seems 
to  have  found  how  good  it  was  to  be  saved 
by  sovereign  grace.  His  biographer  says 
that  during  his  final  illness  the  poet  seemed 
to  lie  in  the  vestibule  of  glor)'.  To  a  friend's 
inquiry  he  answered  with  a  sparkling  eye  : 
**  Oh.  my  dear  sir  I  cannot  tell  the  comforts  I 
feel  in  my  soul — they  are  past  expression. 
The  consolations  of  God  are  so  abundant 
that  he  leaves  me  nothing  to  pray  for.  My 
prayers  are  all  converted  into  praise.  I  en- 
joy a  heaven  already  within  my  soul."  And 
within  an  hour  of  dying  he  called  his  friends 
and  asked  if  they  could  give  him  up :  and 
when  they  replied  in  the  affirmative,  tears  of 
joy  ran  clown  his  cheeks  as  he  added,  *'  Oh, 
wnat  a  blessing  that  you  are  made  willing  to 
give  me  over  to  the  hands  of  my  dear  Re- 
deemer and  part  with  me ;  for  no  mortal 
can  live  after  having  seen  the  glories  which 
God  has  manifested  to  my  soul !" 


'  •  Take  my  Heart. '  *  7s.  61. 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
One  in  Three  and  Three  in  One, 

As  by  the  celestial  host. 
Let  thy  will  on  earth  be  done : 

Praise  by  all  to  thee  be  given, 

Glorious  Lord  of  earth  and  heaven ! 

2  Vilest  of  the  follen  race, 
Lo,  I  answer  to  thy  call : 

Meanest  vessel  of  thy  grace, 
Grace  divinely  free  for  all ; 
Lo,  I  come  to  do  thy  will, 
All  thy  counsel  to  fulfill. 

3  If  so  poor  a  worm  as  I 
May  to  thy  great  ji^lory  live, 

All  my  actions  sanctifv*, 

All  my  words  and  thoughts  receive; 
Claim  me  for  thv  service,  claim 
All  I  have  and  all  I  am. 

4  Take  my  soul  and  body's  powers, 
Take  my  memory,  mind  and  will, 

All  my  goods  and  all  my  hours. 

All  I  know  and  all  I  feel. 
All  I  think,  or  speak,  or  do; 
Take  my  heart,  but  make  it  new. 

Rev.  Charles  Wesley  has  furnished  us  this 
piece  from  his  Hymns  on  the  Lord's  Supper, 
174$.  He  entitled  it  **  Entire  Consecration." 
It  might  well  have  taken  for  its  text  Romans 
12:1:  **  I  beseech  you  therefore,  brethren,  by 
the  mercies  of  God,  that  ye  present  your 
bodies  a  living  sacrifice,  holy,  acceptable  unto 
God,  which  is  your  reasonable  service."  What 
is  a  Ihnng  sacrifice?  One  who  considers 
himself  a  victim  any  moment,  and  yet  the 
knife  of  the  priest  does  not  fall  on  his  neck. 
The  Christian  is  not  offered  by  fire,  but  by 
zeal.  He  stands  pledged  to  any  extreme. 
His  picture  is  found  in  the  ox  engraved  upon 
the  ancient  seal,  standing  between  an  ailtar 
and  a  plough  ;  the  motto  underneath  tells  the 
story  in  simple  but  sincere  words.  **  Ready  for 
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either."  I  will  go  to  the  flame  or  the  furrow. 
My  Saviour  shall  call,  and  I  will  answer : 
Here  am  I.  If  I  live,  I  live  to  the  Lord ;  if  I 
die,  I  die  unto  the  Lord ;  whether  living  or 
dying,  therefore,  I  am  the  Lord's.  I  am  a 
living  sacrifice. 


••  His  Banner:'  8s,  7s. 

jESi'S  spreads  his  banner  o'er  us, 

Cheers  our  famished  souls  with  food  ; 

He  the  banquet  spreads  before  us 
Of  his  mystic  flesh  and  blood. 

2  Precious  banquet ;  bread  of  heaven ; 
Wine  of  gladness,  flowing  free : 

May  we  taste  it,  kindly  given 
In  remembrance,  Lord,  of  thee! 

3  In  thy  trial  and  rejection  ; 

In  thy  suflferings  on  the  tree ; 
In  thy  glorious  resurrection, 
May  we,  Lord,  remember  thee ! 

Rev.  Roswell  Park,  D.  D.,  was  bom 
at  Lebanon,  Conn.,  October  i,  1807,  and 
entered  Hamilton  College,  which  he  left 
on  receiving  an  appointment  as  cadet  at 
West  Point.  He  graduated  there  in  1831, 
and  in  the  same  year  passed  the  final  examina- 
tions at  Union  College.  He  received  his 
commission  as  lieutenant  of  engineers,  and 
was  employed  on  the  fortifications  at  New- 
port and  Boston  until  he  resigned  his  office 
m  1836.  The  next  change  in  his  varied  life 
was  from  the  army  to  a  professorship  in  the 
University  of  Pennsylvania,  where  he  taught 
chemistry  and  natural  history.  He  held  this 
position  until  1842,  resigning  it  in  order  to  fit 
himself  for  the  ministry'  of  the  Episcopal 
Church.  He  was  ordained  in  1843,  and  nine 
years  later  was  appointed  President  of  Racine 
College.  Wisconsin,  an  office  which  he  held 
until  1859.  when  he  became  Chancellor.  In 
1 863  he  removed  to  Chicaj^o,  where  he  found- 
ed a  literarv  and  scientific  school  called  Im- 
manuel  Hall,  of  which  he  was  rector  until  his 
<leath.  July  16,  1869.  Dr.  Park  was  the  author 
of  several  books  on  various  subjects,  history, 
travels,  and  poems  being  included  among 
them.  He  is  known  in  hymnology  as  the 
author  of  the  piece  (juoted  here,  which  was 
published  in  his  Poems  in  1836,  and  is  in 
general  use  on  both  sides  of  the  ocean. 

965  " f"  f'»irm/>rafti-f'."  8s,  7s. 

Whii.k  ill  swc't't  i-(>nimuni«)n  ft-vding 
On  this  earthly  hrwid  and  wine. 

Saviour,  may  wt*  set'  Ihct*  blecdinK 
On  the  rross.  l«»  make  us  thine. 

2  ThouRh  unswn,  n<iw  bo  thou  near  us, 
With  IIjc  still  small  voice  of  love  ; 

Whispcriuv;  wonls  of  peace  to  cheer  us — 
Kver>*  doubt  and  f«ir  remove. 

.^  RrinR  before  us  all  the  stor\- 

Of  thv  life,  and  (li'ath  of  woe: 
And.  with  hopes  of  eiulless  glory. 

Wran  our  hearts  from  all  below. 


Sir  Edward  Denny  gave  this  to  the 
in  his  Selection  of  Hymns ^  1 839.  It  be 
simple  title,  "Holy  Communion." 
wards,  when  he  issued  it  in  his  MtsceL 
Hymns,  1848-70.  he  entitled  it,  "( 
Lord's  Supper.  I.  Corinthians  ii:3 
Canticles  i  :  12." 


"  Follow  me: 

jEsi's  calls  us,  o'er  the  tumult 
Of  our  life's  wild,  restl^ 


Day  b^  day  his  sweet  voice  sonndcth. 
Saymg,  Christian,  follow  mel 

2  Jesus  calls  us — from  the  worship 
Of  the  vain  world's  golden  store; 

From  each  idol  that  would  keep  na 
Saying,  Christian,  love  me  more! 

3  In  our  joys  and  in  our  sorrows, 
Davs  of  toil  and  hours  of  esse. 

Still  He  calls,  in  cares  and  pleas 
Christian,  love  me  more  than  these! 

4  Jesus  calls  us  !  by  thy  mercies. 
Saviour,  may  we  hear  thy  call ; 

Give  our  hearts  to  thy  obedience. 
Serve  and  love  thee  best  of  all  I 

If  any  one  wishes  to  test  the  baleful 
of  a  hymn-tinker,  let  him  try  his  taste  ii| 
chanjs^e  made  of  one  of  the  lines  in  this 
by  the  editor  of  the  Anglican  Hymn 
1^68:  "Jesus  calls  us,  mid  the  tumt 
contrasted  with  "  Jesus  calls  us,  o'er  \ 
mult."  The  one  is  poetry,  the  other  fai 
it,  and  no  gain  anyway.  The  hymn  wa 
ten  by  Mrs.  Cecil  Frances  Alexander,  i 
the  Bishop  of  Derry  in  Ireland,  and  o 
uted  to  Church  Hymns,  1852.  The  a 
is  to  the  picturesque  scenes  in  the  gosp 
ratives  in  which  our  Lord  is  presented  \ 
ing  his  disciples,  one  after  another,  a 
seem  to  hear  the  **  sweet  voice  "  soi 
across  the  waters  of  the  Galilean  Sea. 

967  *'  Takf  my  heart:' 

Takk  my  heart.  O  Father  \  take  it ; 

Make  and  keep  it  all  thine  own  ; 
Let  thy  Spirit  melt  and  break  it — 

This'  proud  heart  of  sin  and  stone. 

2  Father,  make  me  pure  and  lowly, 
Fond  of  peace  and  for  horn  strife; 

Turning  from  the  paths  unholy 
Of  this  vain  and  sinful  life. 

3  Kver  let  thy  grace  surround  me. 
Strengthen  me  with  power  divine. 

Till  thy  cords  of  love  have  bound  me: 
Make  me  to  be  wholly  thine. 

4  May  the  blood  of  Tcsus  heal  roe, 
An<l  my  sins  be  all  forgiven  ; 

Holy  Spirit,  take  and  seal  me, 
(>uide  me  in  the  path  to  heaven. 

This  poem  was  published  anonymoi 
a  Unitarian  collection.  Hymns  for  the 
tuary,  1849.  Although  it  has  been  ^ 
used,  there  is  no  information  to  be  hac 
ceminia:  its  authorship.    The  poem  is  ; 
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treaty  for  the  grace  of  the  Holy  Spirit  to  at- 
tract and  then  transform  the  erring  one.  No 
human  instrumentality  alone  can  convert  a 
soul ;  but  any  amount  of  intelligent  help  avails 
somewhat  to  render  a  soul  readier  for  con- 
version. Each  person's  share  in  the  moment- 
ous undertaking  will  have  to  be  estimated 
according  to  the  measure  of  persistent  fidelity 
with  which  he  has  presented  and  enforced 
evangelical  doctrine  and  spiritual  truth.  All 
sincere  believers  are  declared  to  have  been 
••  born  again,  not  of  corruptible,  but  of  incor- 
ruptible seed,  which  is  the  word  of  God." 
Hence,  men's  part  in  the  regeneration  of  men 
appears  to  be  confined  to  the  faithful  and  clear 
offers  of  the  gospel  and  the  affectionate  ap- 
peal to  consience. 

But  let  no  mistake  be  made  here ;  it  is  not 
because  of  promising  usefulness  and  loveli- 
ness in  human  character  that  men  are  chosen ; 
it  is  in  order  to  all  that.  TJie  choice  of  di- 
vine sovereignty  turns  upon  knowledge,  not 
upon  foreknowledge.  Christ's  love  seeks  its 
subjects,  not  for  what  they  may  become,  but 
for  what  they  are.  Grace  is  not  conditioned 
upon  graces — grace  is  in  order  to  graces. 
The  gifts  of  the  Holy  Spirit  are  free,  and  are 
not  grounded  on  any  prophetic  perception  of 
a  soul's  future  excellence.  Our  Lord  wel- 
comed Simon  Peter  that  day  just  as  Andrew 
brought  him.  He  took  an  undoubted  risk  in 
the  man  upon  his  own  sovereign  responsibil- 
ity. And  everybody  might  learn  from  this, 
beyond  any  question  or  cavil  whatsoever,  that 
Christians  are  commissioned  to  bring  to 
Jesus  all  men  just  as  they  are :  and  that  we 
all  are  to  go  to  him  exactly  as  we  are.  No- 
body needs  to  try  to  render  himself  any  bet- 
ter before  he  starts.  Nobody  needs  to  shrink 
and  wait  because  he  has  a  fear  he  may  prove 
fickle,  and  so  do  damage  by  a  failure.  If 
the  good  Lord  will  take  him,  and  take  the 
responsibility  of  him  as  he  did  of  Simon 
Peter,  the  least  he  can  do  is  to  go.  The 
prayer  of  a  penitent  sinner  is  not  this :  **  I 
come  to  thee,  because  I  am  going  to  be  good, 
shining  and  useful ;"  but  **  I  come  to  thee, 
because  I  am  neither  good  nor  useful ;  I  come 
— just  as  I  am  !" 


Glorying  in  the  Cross. 

In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory. 
Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time ; 

All  the  light  of  sacred  story- 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

2  When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertakc  mc, 
Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  annoy. 

Never  shall  the  cross  forsake  me: 
Lo  !  it  glows  with  peiice  and  ioy. 
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3  When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 
Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 

From  the  cross  the  radiance,  streaming, 
Adds  more  luster  to  the  day. 

4  Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure, 
By  the  cross  are  sanctified  : 

Peace  is  there,  that  knows  no  measure, 
Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 

5  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glon', 
Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time  ; 

All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

This  well-known  poem  by  Sir  John  Bow- 
ring  was  published  in  his //ymns,  1S2S,  and 
has  since  been  included  in  numerous  collec- 
tions, both  in  Great  Britain  and  America. 
Its  glowing  words  have  been  like  a  trumpet 
call  to  many  a  Christian  whose  faith  has  been 
weakened  by  the  cares  and  trials  of  the 
world.  He  suddenly  feels  that  with  Christ 
strengthening  him  he  can  do  all  things. 

An  army  officer  in  the  civil  war  rode  a 
horse  which  knew  as  well  as  a  human  being 
when  the  battle  was  impending.  The  ap- 
proach of  the  conflict  always  gave  the  beast 
the  keenest  terror ;  he  trembled  in  every 
nerve,  and  was  apparently  unable  to  stir. 
But  when  the  battle  was  once  begun,  and  he 
was  urged  forward  into  the  thick  of  the  fight, 
all  trembling  and  hesitancy  left  him ;  his  nos- 
trils were  proudly  raised  in  air,  and  ever\' 
motion  was  swift  and  fearless.  So  it  is  with 
some  men  in  the  Christian  life.  They  trem- 
ble at  the  thought  of  entering  the  church  ; 
they  feel  themselves  utterly  unworthy  to  sit 
at  the  table  of  the  Lord  ;  their  first  words  in 
the  prayer-meeting  are  feeble  and  faltering. 
But  the  believer  who  is  most  timid  at  the 
outset  often  becomes  the  most  fearless  and 
the  most  useful  of  all.  That  very  honesty  of 
purpose  and  delicacy  of  action  which 
narasses  the  would-be  Christian  with  fears 
of  his  unworthiness,  are  transmuted  into  the 
power  which,  with  the  same  feeling  of  per- 
sonal humility,  can  yet  do  all  things  by  the 
strength  of  God. 


"  T^ll  hf  comrr 

By  Christ  redeemed,  in  Christ  restored, 
We  keep  the  memor>'  adored. 
And  show  the  death  of  our  dear  Lord, 
I'ntil  he  come. 

2  His  body  broken  in  our  stead 
Is  here,  in  this  memorial  bread  ; 
And  so  our  feeble  love  is  fed. 

Until  he  come. 

3  His  fearful  drojjs  of  agony. 
His  life-blood  shed  for  us  we  see  : 
The  wine  shall  tell  the  myster>-. 

Until  he  come. 

4  And  thus  that  dark  betrayal  night. 
With  the  last  advent  we  unite — 
The  shame,  the  glor>  ,  by  this  rite, 

Until  he  come. 


P.  M. 


4i8 


THE  CHURCH   OF  GOD. 


K  Until  the  trump  of  God  be  heard, 
Until  the  ancient  {graves  be  stirred, 
And  with  the  f^*sa.t  commanding  word, 
The  Lord  shall  come. 

6  Oh,  blessed  hope!  with  this  elate, 
Let  not  our  hearts  be  desolate. 
But,  stronu"  in  faith,  in  patience  wait, 
Until  he  come! 

This  hymn  was  contributed  to  the  book  en- 
titled Psalms  and  Hymns  J'or  the  Baptist 
Denomination,  published  in  1858.  The 
piece  itself  is  dated  1857  by  its  author, 
George  Rawson,  the  "  Leeds  Layman."  It 
makes  an  excellent  communion  meditation, 
having  a  singular  blending  of  present 
thought  in  it  with  that  far-off  reach  of  an- 
ticipation concerning  a  feast  in  the  kingdom 
of  God,  of  which  the  ordinance  is  the  inspired 
symbol.  In  that  strange  book  of  Robert 
Southey.  The  Doctor,  he  relates  that,  when 
Wilkie  was  in  the  Escurial,  looking  at  Ti- 
tian's picture  of  the  Last  Supper  which  han^s 
in  the  refector)*  there,  an  old  Jeronimite  said 
to  him  :  '*  I  have  sat  daily  in  the  sight  of  that 
painting  for  now  nearly  threescore  years ; 
during  that  time  my  companions  have 
dropp)ed  off  one  after  another,  all  who  were 
my  seniors,  all  who  were  my  contemporaries, 
and  many  or  most  of  those  who  were  young- 
er than  myself ;  more  than  one  generation 
has  passed  away,  and  yet  there  the  figures  in 
the  picture  have  remained  unchanged.  I  look 
at  them  till  sometimes  I  think  they  are  the 
realties,  and  we  but  shadows  I"  And  sud- 
denly Southey  adds,  as  a  swift  reminiscence 
of  his  (^wn  reflection,  that  he  wishes  he  knew 
who  was  the  author  of  the  tragedy  of  Nero, 
of  which  he  proceeds  to  repeat  the  line : 
**  The  shows  of  things  are  better  than  them- 
selves." From  this  he  flashes  along  with 
other  comments  on  sights  and  insights,  and 
then  (juotcs  Edmund  Spenser,  saying  we  all 
ought  to  think 

"Of  that  same  lime  when  no  more  chan^je  shall  be. 

Hut  steadfast  ri*st  of  all  thtiijjs,  firmly  staid 

I'lHui  Ihf  pillars  of  t-ternilx , 

Tiial  is  coiitniirc  to  mutabilitv  : 

For  all  thai  movrlh  dolh  in  chatiKt'  dvlJKht, 

But  tlifiiceforth  all  shall  rt-sl  rU'tuallv 

With  him  lliat  is  the  (hkI  <if  Sahaoth  Injijht. 

That  great  Sahaoth!  (hkI  jjrant  w/*  that  Sabbath's  sight!" 

970  The  Last  Supper.  L.  .M. 

'T  was  OH  that  dark,  that  doleful  tUKht, 
When  powers  of  earth  an<l  hell  arose 

Against  the  Son  of  (iixl's  <leli)iiht, 
An<l  frieiuls  belra\e<l  him  to  his  foes. 

2  Bef<)re  tlie  mournful  s«  ene  hej^n. 

He  t<M)k  the  bri-ad.  ami  blessc<l,  and  brake; 
What  love  tbrout;h  all  his  actions  ran  ! 
What  wondrous  wonis  of  grace  he  spake! 

3  "  Tills  is  niv  bo<lv.  broke  for  sin  ; 
Re«  ei\  e  and  t*at  the  living  foo*! :" 

Then  took  the  cup  an«i  blesse<i  the  wine ; 
"  "T  is  the  new  coNcnant,  in  my  bloocl.*' 


4  "  Do  this,"  he  cried.  '*  till  tine  alwn  en 
In  memory  of  your  oy\n%  Friend ; 

Meet  at  my  table,  and  record 
The  love  of  your  departed  Lord." 

5  lesus.  thy  feast  we  celebrate  ; 
We  snow  thy  death,  we  sinc^  thy 

Till  thou  return,  and  we  shalieat 
The  marriage  supper  of  the  Lamb. 


name. 


This  is  from  Rev.  Dr.  Isaac  Watts* , 
and  Spiritual  Songs resiA  was  written  u 
bearing  the  title  **  The  Lord's  Suppei 
tuted."  It  was  inspired  by  the  account 
eleventh  chapter  of  I.  Corinthians,  of  th< 
in  the  upper  chamber  at  Jerusalem,  wh 
disciples  met  their  Master  to  eat  with  h 
Passover. 

**  Our  Lord  Jesus,  in  the  night  whci 
was  betrayed,  instituted  the  sacrament 
body  and  blood,  called  the  Lord's  Sup 
be  obser\-ed  in  his  church,  unto  the 
the  world  ;  for  the  perpetual  remembra 
the  sacrifice  of  himself  in  his  death,  th 
ing  all  benefits  thereof  unto  true  bel 
their  spiritual  nourishment  and  grov 
him.  their  further  engagement  in  and 
duties  which  they  owe  unto  him ;  and  t 
bond  and  pledge  of  their  communior 
him,  and  with  each  other,  as  members 
mystical  body." 
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At  thy  command,  our  dearest  Lord, 
Here  we  attend  thy  dying:  feast : 

Thy  blood,  like  wine,  adoms-the  board. 
And  thine  own  flesh  feeds  every  g:uest. 

2  Our  faith  adores  thy  bleeding  love, 
And  trusts  for  life  in  One  that  died ; 

We  hope  for  heavenly  crowns  abo\'e 
From  a  Re<leemcr  crucified. 

3  Let  the  vain  world  pronounce  it  shame 
And  flin^:  their  scandals  on  the  cause; 

We  come  to  boast  our  Saviour*e  name. 
And  make  our  triumphs  in  his  cross. 

4  W'ith  joy  we  tell  the  scoffin||^  aiset 
He  that  was  dead  has  left  his  tomb; 

He  lives  above  their  utmost  fage. 
And  we  are  waiting  till  he  come. 

Dr.  Isaac  Watts  has  this  in  his  Hymns, 
III.,  No.  1 9.  It  is  entitled  **  Glory  in  the  C 
or.  Not  Ashamed  of  Christ  Crucified." 
un reckoned  years  it  has  been  the  cust< 
most  of  the  New  England  churches  to  i 
duce  the  administration  of  the  Lord's  Si 
with  these  verses.     A  certain  kind  of  rol 
is  mysteriously  lodged  in  them  now. 
moment  the  well-known  syllables  of  thai 
line  fall  on  the  ear.  we  seem  to  sec  the 
with  its  white  spread,  the  forms  of  vcnc 
men  coming  up  the  aisle,  dear  faces  gro 
calm  and  reverent  in  the  pew,  and  the  s 
ment  begins. 
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Crucifymg  the  Lord  afresh.  L.  M. 

O  JiiSLs!  bruised  and  wounded  more 
riiaii  bursted  ^x^y^  or  bread  of  wheat, 

Tho  Liic  of  life  within  our  souls, 
rhe  Cup  of  our  salvation  sweet ! 

2  We  come  to  show  thy  dying  hour, 
Thy  streaming  vein,  thy  broken  flesh  ; 

And  still  the  blood  is  warm  to  save, 
And  still  the  fragrant  wounds  are  fresh. 

3  O  Heart  !  that,  with  a  double  tide 
Of  blood  and  water,  maketh  pure  ; 

0  Flesh  !  once  oflcreti  on  the  cross, 
The  gift  that  makes  our  pardon  sure — 

4  Let  never  n>ore  our  sinful  souls 
The  anguish  of  thy  cross  renew. 

Nor  forge  again  the  cruel  nails 
Thai  pierced  thy  victim  body  through. 

5  Come,  Bread  of  heaven,  to  feed  our  souls, 
And  with  thee  Jesus  enter  in  ! 

Come.  Wine  of  Ood  !  and.  as  we  drink 
His  precious  blood,  wash  out  our  sin  ! 

Written  by  Mrs.  Cecil  Frances  Alexander, 
wife  of  the  Bishop  of  D^rry,  in  Ireland.  It 
met  the  public  first  as  a  hymn  for  "  Holy 
Communion,"  as  its  title  suggests,  in  her 
work.  The  La^cnd  of  the  Golden  Prayers^ 
and  Other  Poems,  1859.  It  has  had  since 
then  a  wide  circulation  and  a  deserved 
popularity. 

^73  Feeding  on  Christ.  L.  M. 

1  FiiKD  by  faith  on  Christ ;  my  bread. 
His  body  broken  on  the  tree; 

1  live  in  him,  mv  living  Head, 

Who  died  and  rose  again  for  me. 

2  This  be  my  joy  and  comfort  here, 
This  pledge  of  future  glory  mine  : 

Jesus,  in  spirit  now  appear. 

And  break  the  bread  and  pour  the  wine. 

3  F"rom  thy  dear  hand  may  I  receive 
The  tokens  of  thy  dying  love. 

And,  while  1  feast  on  earth,  believe 
That  I  shall  feast  with  thee  above. 

James  Montgomery  published  this  first  in 
his  Christian  Psalmist,  1825,  and  again  with- 
out alteration  in  his  Original  Hymns,  1853, 
entitled  "  The  Lord's  Supper." 
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L.  M. 


Oh,  sweetly  breathe  the  lyres  above, 
When  angels  touch  the  quivering  string. 

And  wake  to  chant  Immanuel's  love. 
Such  strains  as  angel-lips  can  sing  ! 

2  And  sweet  on  earth  the  choral  swell. 
From  mortal  tongues,  of  gladsome  lays, 

When  pardoned  souls  their  raptures  tell. 
And,  grateful,  hymn  Immanuel's  praise. 

3  Jesus,  thy  name  our  souls  adore  ; 

We  own  the  bond  that  makes  us  thine  ; 
And  carnal  ioys  that  charmed  before 
For  thy  (fear  sake  we  now  resign. 

4  Our  hearts,  by  dying  love  subdued, 
Accept  thine  offere<l  grace  to-day  ; 

Beneatn  the  cross,  with  blood  bedewed, 
We  bow  and  give  ourselves  away. 


5  In  thee  we  trust,  on  thee  rely ; 

Though  we  are  feeble,  thou  art  strong ; 
Oh,  keep  us  till  our  spirits  hy 

To  join  the  bright,  immortal  throng  ! 

In  the  volume  of  Dr.  Ray  Palmer's  poems 
this  hymn  is  not  printed  by  the  author ;  he 
himself  reported  such  an  omission  as  a 
**  strange  mischance."  And  the  account  of 
its  composition  is  from  his  own  pen :  on  a 
communion  occasion  when  a  large  number  of 
young  persons  were  to  be  received,  he  wished 
a  hymn  similar  in  spirit  and  thought  to  th^t 
of  Philip  Doddridge.  *'  Oh.  happy  day  that 
fixed  my  choice."  This  he  had  jnven  at  the 
season  just  previous,  and,  not  caring  to  repeat 
it,  he  wrote  new  stanzas  to  take  its  place  ;  and 
thus  he  gave  the  church  a  better  one  to  do 
service  as  a  convert's  joyous  confession  of 
faith.  It  was  published  first  in  the  collection 
of  Rev.  S.  C.  Hrace,  Parish  Hymns,  1843. 

975  '  Thou  prepar est  a  table r  L.  M- 

Mv  («od,  and  is  thy  table  spread. 
And  doth  thy  cup  wilh  love  o'erflow  ? 

Thither  be  all  thy  children  led. 
And  let  them  all  its  sweetness  know 

2  Hail,  sacred  Feast,  which  Jesus  makes, 
Rich  banquet  of  his  flesh  and  blood ! 

Thrice  happy  he  who  here  r>artakes 
That  sacred  stream,  that  neavenly  food. 

3  Oh,  let  thy  table  honored  be 

And  furnished  well  with  joyous  guests  ; 
.And  may  each  soul  salvation  see. 
That  here  its  sacred  pledges  tastes. 

4  To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

One  God  whom  heaven  and  earth  adore. 
From  men,  and  from  the  angel-host. 
Be  praise  and  glory  evermore  ! 

The  printer,  J.  Archdeacon,  who  appended 
this  piece  of  Dr.  Philip  Doddridge  to  the  re- 
vised book  of  Psalms  and  Hymns  of  Tate 
and  Brady,  1782,  just  to  fill  up  a  blank,  never 
did  a  thing  more  unintentionally  but  surely 
calculated  to  make  his  name  immortal.  It  is 
a  good  hymn ;  but  the  authorities  of  the 
Church  of  England  never  gave  permission  to 
a  dissenting  publisher  of  books  to  introduce 
new  matter  into  the  prayer-book.  Yet  there 
it  was  permitted  to  stand  for  years.  The 
title  to  the  hymn  is  the  quaintest  part  of  the 
transaction  :  '*  God's  Name  profaned,  when 
his  Table  is  treated  with  Contempt.  Malachi 
1:12.     Applied  to  the  Lord's  Supper." 


976  '*  Our  exalted  Lordr 

To  Jksus,  our  exalted  Lord, 
That  name  in  heaven  and  earth  adored 
Fain  would  our  hearts  and  voices  raise 
A  cheerful  song  of  sacred  praise. 

2  But  all  the  notes  which  mortals  know 
.Are  weak,  and  languishing,  and  low  : 
Far,  far  above  our  humble  songs. 
The  theme  demands  immortal  toni^es. 


L.  M. 
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3  Yet  whilst  around  his  board  we  meet, 
And  worship  at  his  sacred  feet, 
Oh,  let  our  warm  affections  move, 
In  glad  returns  of  grateful  love. 

Miss  Anne  Steele  published  this  in  her 
Poems,  by  Theodosia,  1760,  with  the  title, 
*•  Communion  with  Christ  at  his  Table." 
She  has  another  h)TTin  beginning,  **  To  Jesus, 
our  victorious  Lord." 

977  At  the  Cross.  L.  M 

Dear  Lord,  amid  thv  throng  that  pressed 

Around  thee  on  the  cursed  tree, 
Some  loyal,  loving  hearts  there  were, 

Some  pKying  e>*es  that  wept  for  thoc. 

2  Like  them  may  we  rejoice  to  own 

Our  dying  Lord,  though  crowned  with  thorn  ; 
Like  thee,  thy  blessed  self,  endure 
The  cross  with  all  its  cruel  scorn. 

3  Thy  cross,  thy  lonely  path  l>elow, 
Show  what  thv  brethren  all  should  be  ; 

Pilgrims  on  c-artn,  disowned  by  those 
Who  see  no  beauty.  Lord,  in  thee. 

This  is  taken  from  the  Sekction  of  Hytnns 
of  Sir  Edward  Denny.  1839.  It  is  entitled, 
"  The  F'aithful  Few,"  Luke  23  :  49 :  "  And 
all  his  acquaintance,  and  the  women  that  fol- 
lowed him  from  Galilee,  stood  afar  off,  be- 
holding these  things." 

978  The  day  of  Espousals.  L.  M. 

Jesus,  thou  everlasting  Ktiug! 
Accept  the  tribute  that  we  bring  ; 
Accept  the  well-descrve<i  renown, 
And  wear  our  praises  as  thy  crown. 

2  Let  ever>'  act  of  worship  be, 
Like  our  espousals,  Lord !  to  thee; 
Like  the  dear  hour,  when,  from  above, 
We  first  received  thy  pledge  of  love. 

3  The  gladness  of  that  happy  day— 
Our  hearts  would  wish  it  long  to  stay  ; 
Nor  let  our  faith  forsake  its  hold, 
Nor  comfort  sink,  nor  love  grow  cold. 

4  Each  following  minute,  as  it  flies. 
Increase  thy  praise,  improve  our  joys  ; 
Till  we  are  raise<l  to  sing  thy  name. 
At  the  gn-at  supinrr  »>f  the  Lamb. 

This  poem  by  Dr.  Isaac  Watts  in  its  orig- 
inal fonn  consisted  of  si.x  stanzas,  and  was 
published  in  his  Hymns  and  Spiritual  Songs, 
1709.  It  was  su^Ljested  by  the  passage  in 
the  Song  of  Solomon  which  represents  Christ 
as  a  roya!  bridegroom  about  to  be  espoused 
to  the  Church.  So  our  hearts  should  remem- 
ber gladly  the  promises  we  have  made  to 
our  Lord,  and  the  love  we  owe  him.  There 
is  one  sweet  verse  of  an  old  Psalm  which 
can  be  quoted  easily;  it  could  be  engraved 
upon  a  seal  ring;  I  once  thought  I  would 
have  it  etched  on  my  watch-dial,  so  as  to 
read  it  every  time  I  souji^ht  to  know  the  hour. 
^'ou  ought  to  find  it  familiar  when  you  hear 
it :  ••  Thy  vows  are  upon  me,  O  (iod  ;  I  will 
render  praises  unto    thee  I"     How  sweet  to 


say  in  the  morning,  when  one  first  looks  oit 
upon  the  new  day,  **  Thy  voivs  are  upoa  me. 
O  God!"  How  line  it  is  to  say  in  the  even* 
ing,  when  the  shadows  fold  over  us  at  the 
end  of  a  busy  day,  "  Thy  vows  are  upoo  me. 
O  God!"  How  inexpressibly  solemn,  btt 
welcome  to  the  heart  of  us  all,  it  is  to  say  is 
the  deep  midnight,  when  the  bell  tolls.  "  Th 
vows  are  upon  me,  O  God ;  I  wll  rendr 
praises  unto  thee !" 

979  "  Thou  art  ruarr  L  31 

O  LovR  Divine  I  that  stoofjed  to  share 
Our  sharpest  panf,  our  bitterest  tear, 

On  thee  we  cast  each  earth-bom  care. 
We  smile  at  pain,  while  thou  art  near. 

2  Though  long  the  wearv  way  we  tread. 
And  sorrow  crown  each  lingering  vear. 

No  path  we  shun,  no  darkness  drcaa. 
Our  hearts  still  whispering,  thou  art  near. 

3  When  drooping  pleasure  turns  to  grief. 
And  trembling  faith  is  chan^ped  to  Tear, 

The  murmuring  wind,  the  quivering  leaf. 
Shall  softly  teil  us  thou  art  near. 

4  On  thee  we  fling  our  burdening  woe. 
O  Love  Divine,  for  ever  dear ; 

Content  to  suffer  while  we  know. 
Living  or  dying,  thou  art  near  I 

It  seems  a  little  strange  to  think  of  Oliver 
Wendell  Hcjlmes,  the  author  of  the  "Won- 
derful One-hoss  Shay,"  as  a  writer  of  hymns. 
But  no  one  can  ever  read  or  sing  the  t^^-o  a- 
quisite  lyrics  he  has  lent  to  Laudes  Dcmim 
without  admitting  their  supreme  fitness,  de- 
votion, and  beauty.  The  original  title  to  thb 
one  is :  **  Hymn  of  Trust."  Its  pathetic 
little  refrain  is  taken  from  Psalm  119:151: 
**  Thou  art  near.  O  Lord " — which  wouk) 
make  a  grand  text  for  a  sermon  by  itsdf. 
It  was  written  in  1848.  and  published  in  the 
Professor  at  the  Breakfast  Table^  in  1859. 


'*  The  living  breads  L.  M. 

AwAV  from  earth  my  spirit  turns. 

Away  from  every  transient  good  : 
With  strong  desire  my  bosom  bums 

To  feast  on  heaven's  diviner  food. 

2  Thou,  Saviour,  art  the  living  bread ; 

Tliou  wilt  my  ever>'  want  supply ; 
By  these  sustamed,  and  cheered,  and  led, 

I  '11  press  through  dangers  to  the  sky. 


3  What  thouKh  temptations  oA  disti 
And  sin  assails  and  breaks  my  peace; 

Thuu  wlh  uphold,  and  save,  and  tdess. 
And  bid  the  storms  of  passion 


4  Then  let  me  take  thy  giacloiis  hand. 
And  walk  beside  thee  onward  still ; 

Till  my  gla<l  feet  shall  safely  stand. 
For  ever  firm,  on  Zion's  hill. 

Another  of  Dr.  Ray  Palmer's  poems.  It 
was  written  in  New  Haven,  Conn.,  and  seems 
to  have  been  one  of  a  number  of  pieces  which 
he  contributed  to    Lowell    Mason's   Umieii 
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Hytnns,  1833.  It  is  founded  on  John  6:  51  : 
"  I  am  the  living  bread  which  came  down 
from  heaven  :  if  any  man  eat  of  this  bread,  he 
shall  live  for  ever :  and  the  bread  that  I  will 
grive  is  my  Hesh,  which  I  will  give  for  the  life 
of  the  world." 


I 


Parting  Song. 


L.  M. 


Oh,  the  sweet  wonders  of  that  cross 
Where  my  Redeemer  loved  and  died  ! 

Her  noblest  life  my  spirit  draws 
Prom  his  dear  wounds  and  bleeding  side. 

3  I  would  for  ever  speak  his  name 
In  sounds  to  mortal  ears  unknown ; 

With  angels  join  to  praise  the  Lamb, 
And  worship  at  his  Father's  throne. 

3  O  Lord,  the  Lord  of  lords,  to  thee 

Eternal  praise  and  Rlory  be ; 
Whom  wiln  the  Father  we  adore, 

And  Holy  Ghost  for  evermore. 

In  the  Hymns  of  Dr.  Isaac  Watts  this 
appears  as  No.  10  in  Book  III.  There  it 
commences  with  the  line,  **  Nature  with  open 
volume  stands,"  and  has  six  stanzas.  The 
communion  hymn  before  us  is  made  up  of 
the  last  two  verses  of  the  six,  and  a  doxology, 
taken  from  the  Baptist  Hymn  and  Tune 
Book.  To  many  persons  it  seems  as  if  the 
crucifixion  of  Jesus  Christ  was  not  made  for 
the  theme  of  a  song.  Some  one  has  said  that 
it  teaches  a  theology  which  can  never  be  sung ; 
but  it  is  the  only  theology  which  has  called 
forth  the  tenderest  and  loftiest  tones  of  human 
feeling,  all  its  abasement  for  sin,  all  its  joy 
in  salvation,  which  finds  its  full  expression 
equally  in  that  saddest  of  human  music,  the 
woful  Miserere,  which  recalls  the  sacred,  aw- 
ful passion  of  our  dying  Lord,  and  the  jubilant 
and  triumphant  anthem  which  celebrates  his 
accomplished  victory. 


Living  to  Christ.  L.  M. 

Mv  gracious  Lord,  I  own  thy  right 

To  every  service  I  can  pay. 
And  call  it  my  supreme  aelight 

To  hear  thy  dictates  and  obey. 

2  What  is  my  bein/j,  but  for  thee, 
Its  sure  support,  its  noblest  end? 

Thine  ever-smiling  face  to  see, 
And  ser>'e  the  cause  of  such  a  Friend. 

3  I  would  not  breathe  for  worldly  joy, 
Or  to  increase  my  worldly  good  ; 

Nor  future  clays  nor  powers  employ 
To  spread  a  sounding  name  aoroad. 

4  'T  is  to  my  Saviour  I  would  live. 
To  him  who  for  my  ransom  died ; 

Nor  could  the  bowers  of  Eden  give 
Such  bliss  as  blossoms  at  his  side. 

5  His  work  my  hoar>-  age  shall  bless. 
When  youthful  vigor  is  no  more ; 

And  my  fast  hour  of  life  confess 
His  dying  love,  his  saving  power. 

This  is  No.  294  of  Dr.  Philip  Doddridge's 
Hymns  and  is  entitled.  *'  Christ's  Service,  the 


Fruit  of  our  Labors  on  Earth."  Philippians 
I  :  22.  It  was  first  published  in  1755,  and  it 
has  been  much  changed  in  form  and  purpose 
since  then.  It  has  fallen  into  most  successful 
use  as  a  communion  hymn  on  introducing 
young  people  into  membership.  It  suggests 
many  profitable  thoughts  concerning  the  seri- 
ousness of  such  a  step.  A  visitor  at  the  In- 
dian School  in  Carlisle  asked  a  Cheyenne  girl 
if  she  was  a  member  of  the  Church.  She  re- 
plied :  "  Not  much — just  a  little."  In  a  sense 
m  which,  perhaps,  she  did  not  mean  it,  her 
reply  would  apply  to  a  good  many  who  are 
yet,  technically,  **  in  good  and  regular  stand- 
mg,"  so  far  as  the  records  of  the  books  show. 


' '  Bought  with  a  price. ' •  L*  M. 

Lord,  I  am  thine,  entirely  thine. 
Purchased  and  saved  by  Diced  divine. 
With  full  consent  thine  I  would  be, 
And  own  thy  sovereign  right  in  me. 

2  Grant  one  poor  sinner  more  a  place 
Among  the  cnildren  of  thy  grace; 

A  wretched  sinner,  lost  to  God, 
But  ransomed  by  Immanuel's  blood. 

3  Thine  would  I  live,  thine  would  I  die. 
Be  thine  through  all  eternity ; 

The  vow  is  past  beyond  repeal ; 
And  now  I  set  the  solemn  seal. 

4  Here  at  that  cross  where  flows  the  blood 
That  bought  my  guilty  soul  for  God, 
Thee  my  new  Master  now  I  call. 

And  consecrate  to  thee  my  all.         • 

5  Do  thou  assist  a  feeble  worm 
The  great  engagement  to  perform  ; 
Thy  grace  can  tuH  assistance  lend. 
And  on  that  grace  I  dare  depend. 

Although  the  writer  of  this  hymn.  Rev. 
Samuel  uavies,  D.  D.,  had  but  thirty-seven 
years  of  life  allotted  to  him,  he  was  a  power 
for  good  in  the  world.  Bom  in  Newcastle. 
Delaware,  November  3,  1724,  he  was  assisted 
in  his  education  by  a  pastor  in  New  Bruns- 
wick. N.  J.,  and  studied  for  the  ministry  un- 
der the  direction  of  Rev.  Samuel  Blair,  of 
Chester  Co.,  Pa.  In  1746  he  was  licensed  to 
preach,  and  two  years  later  was  settled  over 
a  church  in  Virginia.  Afterwards  he  was 
selected  by  the  trustees  of  the  college  in 
Princeton  to  solicit  funds  in  England,  whither 
he  went  in  1753  in  company  with  Rev.  Gil- 
bert Tennent.  He  was  elected  President  of 
the  college  in  1759,  being  successor  to  Jona- 
than Edwards,  but  he  held  the  office  only  a 
short  time,  as  his  death  occurred  February  4, 
1 761.  It  is  a  singular  fact  that  his  first 
sermon  in  that  year  was  on  the  text.  "  This 
year  thou  shalt  clie."  Dr.  Davies  was  a  man 
of  great  ability  and  wide  influence.  Several 
volumes  of  his  sermons  have  been  published, 
and  although  he  wTote  but  sixteen  hvmns, 
half  of  that  number  are  still  in  general  use ; 
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and  most,  if  not  all,  were  issued  in  Hymns 
Ailapttd  10  Ph'iiif  Worship,  1769.  The 
one  gi\'en  here  is  a  favorite  for  communion 
services,  as  it  expresses  a  spirit  of  entire  con- 
stcratiiin  and  renews  the  vows  of  devotion. 
At  ancient  baptisms  the  officiating  minister 
used  to  fold  the  white  linen  garment  which 
the  young  Christian  wore  and  hand  it  back  to 
him :  then  he  would  sav  :  "  See  thou  present 
this  robe  of  your  pntfession  spotless  at  the 
judgriient-seat  of  Christ  I" 

9S4  ■■  F<^K't  kirn  nol."  L.  M. 

ThK  FriHiiT wh.J  ali'll^soinms'hore ; 

l.et  cixry  iiliil  br  fcirRU. 

Hul,  O  my  !Kiul,  fuTKet  him  iiol. 

ce  Ihy  wurks  aiid  ways,  with  ftnef. 


And  fly  lo  Ih...  _ ., 

N»r  him  roTKCt.  who  lei)  hb  thrani- 

And  for  Ihv^fe  xavc  up  his  uwn. 

3  Eternal  truth  jnd  mvrev  shinv 

In  him,  and  he  himficKls  thim-: 

And  canst  thou,  ibm,  with  sin  beset 

Such  charms,  Hurh  mati-hliss  iharms,  (atg« 

And.  lispiiiic  Ihin,  (ri>m  eartli  1  'II  rfsi:, 
And  Join  the  chorui  of  (he  ^ki«. 


Pal.  who  was  the  first  Hindu  baptiied  is 
Bengal.  It  was  published  in  Kippoo'i 
Jtaptist  Selection,  1827,  and  has  since  bcca 
used  extensively. 
98S  The  Mrmarial  qf  our  Lora. 


1  »r  know!^  what  < 
AM  to  forftrt  his 


Chris 


4  While  he  isahscnl  frDmoursight, 
'T  is  to  prepare  our  soub  a  plan. 

That  we  may  dwell  In  heavenly  li|thl. 
And  live  for  ever  near  his  6ice. 

In  Dr.  Isaac  Walts'  Hymnt  and  Spiritual 
Songs.  1707.  this  poem  appeared  in  six  star 
bearing  the  title. "  The  memorial  of  ourabseni 
Lrord,"  The  opening  verses,  which  speak  of 
the  tendency  of  earthly  thin^  to  lead  tbr 
heart  away  from  the  love  of  Christ,  suggnt 
the  story  of  the  great  artist  who  painud  ■ 
piciureo'f  nur  Lord's  Supper.  Histiesirewat 
to  make  the  figure  and  face  of  the  Savioor 
the  prominent  feature  of  the  picture.  But  hr 
put  in  the  foreground  of  the  painting  son 
cups,  the  ornamentation  of  which  was  e 
ceedingly  beautiful.  When  the  picture  w 
presetited  for  inspection,  his  friends  excUimeil 
■•  What  beautiful  cups  !"  '■  Ah,"  said  he,  "  I 
have  made  a  mistake.  These  cups  divert  the 
eyes  of  the  spectator  from  the  Lratl.  to  mbom 
1  wished  10  direct  the  attention  of  every  ob- 
server." -And  taking  his  brush,  he  bltXted 
them  from  the  picture,  that  the  ligure  of 
Christ  miylit  Im;  the  chief  attraction. 

080  •  Kat.O/'ifKdsr'  x. 

I>K1«  iK-ar.  (.1  Holy  Dove,  dnw  oar. 

Willi  iivair  and  eladneo on  Ihy  wlnjt : 
Ri.-\-cul  Ihi-  Saviour  s  preseruv  here. 

And  li)!hl.  and  tire,  and  comfort  brinjc. 
3  "  Ral.  O  mv  friends— drink.  O  bdoved: " 


Rev.  Joshu;.  M.ir-hTiinn.  D.  I>,.  w;is  Iwrn 
at  W^-stlmry  I.ci..;li,  WiUshir.-.  i;ngland. 
Aiiril  ;o.  176S.  ;irul  was  t-chicale<l  ;il  ISrislnl 
C'.llfg'-  for  the  li,'.ptist  niinisirv.  I  k-  ikcided 
to  [..■<i)mc  a  inissi.mary  and  in  I7r/,  went  out 
to  SiT.uup'ire.  Intlia.  .\fu-r  twenty-seven 
years  at  wnrk  he  n'tiiriiv<l  to  iCngland  for  a 
visit.  Utit  went  li.irk  t.)  Incli.i  m  iKi.j.  dving 
in  his  Itfld  ..(  kil.nr,  I )c.-rcmlK-r  5,  iS,^7,  The 
poem  givvn  hiri-  is  a  ir.'insl.uii  111  made  by  him 
from  a   Hcngali  original,  (he  work  of  Krishnu 


idkindliilwithal 


cnly  name. 


a  Saviour  dead. 


ir  iiracea  prove 


.\noilicr  of  the  excellent  hymiu  of  Rei-. 
\■.\u^\\  Kobaris  Wolfe,  prepared  with  nunv 
ttivrs  for  the  Chure/i  Mfledits,  1858,  edited 
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by  Dr.  Hastings.  It  is  entitled  there  "  At 
the  Communion,"  and  is  annotated  with  ref- 
erences to  I.  Corinthians  1 1  :  24,  and  Luke 
22:19,  although  it  uses  the  phraseology  of 
Solomon's  Song  5  :  i ,  in  one  of  the  stanzas  with 
a  fine  felicity  of  adaptation.  It  bears,  as  do  all 
the  others,  only  the  initials  '*  A.  R.  W." 


Robe  0/  Right rousness.  L.  M. 

J  RSI'S,  thy  Blood  and  Righteousness 
Mv  beauty  are,  my  glorious  dress  ; 
'Midst  flamine  worlds,  in  these  arrayed, 
With  joy  shalll  lift  up  my  head. 

2  Lord,  I  believe  thy  precious  blood — 
Which  at  the  mercy-seat  of  God 

For  ever  doth  for  sinners  plead — 
For  me,  ev'n  for  my  soul,  was  shed. 

3  When  from  the  dust  of  death  I  rise 
To  claim  my  mansion  in  the  skies — 
Ev'n  then  this  shall  be  all  my  plea : 
Jesus  hath  lived,  hath  died  for  mc. 

4  This  spotless  robe  the  same  appears 
When  ruined  nature  sinks  in  years; 
No  age  can  change  its  glorious  hue, 
The  rt)be  of  Christ  is  ever  new. 

5  Oh,  let  the  dead  now  hear  thy  voice; 
Bid.  i-ord.  thy  mourning  ones  rejoice; 
Their  beauty  this,  their  glorious  dress, 
Jesus,  the  Lord  our  Righteousness. 

Rev.  John  Wesley  translated  this  from  the 
German  hymn  of  Count  Nicholas  Lewis  Zin- 
zendorf ;  it  begins  **  Christi Blut  und  Gerecht- 
tgkcit,  and  was  composed  in  the  spring  of 
1739  during  a  voyage  from  the  West  Indies 
to  England ;  it  has  thirty-three  stanzas,  and 
this  is  a  paraphrase.  There  is  known  to  have 
been  a  singular  period  in  the  religious  ex- 
perience of  John  Wesley  in  which  such  a  pro- 
fession of  faith  as  this  poetry  delineates  was 
needed  and  received.  It  was  after  he  had  been 
ordained  to  the  ministry,  indeed  after  he  had 
spent  two  years  and  more  preaching  to  white 
men  and  Indians  in  America.  On  his  voy- 
age home,  when  he  was  about  one  hundred 
and  sixty  leagues  from  Land's  End,  he  wrote, 
January  24,  1738:  "I  went  to  America  to 
convert  the  Indians,  but  oh,  who  shall  convert 
me  y  A  few  days  later,  after  he  was  safely 
on  shore  in  England,  Februar>^  i,  1738,  he 
wrote  again:  "What  have  I  learned?  Why 
(what  I  the  least  of  all  suspected), that  I  who 
went  to  America  to  convert  others  was  never 
myself  converted  to  Ciod.  (I  am  not  sure  of 
this.)"  Now  in  reference  to  these  facts,  Rev. 
Carl  Y.  Eltzholtz  interposes  what  seems  like 
one  of  the  fairest  of  ordinary  historic  depreca- 
tions ;  his  words  are  these  : 

"On  Wednesday  evening.  May  24,  1738, 
while  at  London.  WejJey  went  to  that  mem- 
orable meeting  at  Aldersgate  Street,  where 
he  was  enabled  to  trust  God  for  a  full,  free, 
and   present    salvation  through   Christ,   and 


there  and  then  he  received  the  divine  baptism 
of  the  Holy  Ohost  and  fire  which  warmed  his 
heart  so  strangely  ( Works,  vol.  3,  p.  74). 
Now,  please  notice  that  that  clause,  *  I  am  not 
sure  of  this,'  is  put  into  the  text  by  Wesley 
as  a  parenthesis.  When  he  in  after  life  had 
reached  a  higher  experience,  more  spiritual 
wisdom,  and  a  profounder  knowledge  of  the 
mysteries  of  God  and  true  experimental  re- 
ligion, he  came  to  the  conclusion  that  this  as- 
sertion was  too  strong,  and  therefore,  in 
justice  to  himself,  to  the  truth,  and  to  his 
many  followers,  he  appended  this  note  to  his 
journal ;  and  it  is  not  more  than  simple  justice 
to  the  great  founder  of  Methodism  that,  when 
writers  and  preachers  quote  this,  Wesley's 
statement  about  his  conversion,  they  should 
also  quote  his  appended  note.  He  was  pray- 
ing for  and  groaning  after  inward  holiness." 


Persistent  Love.  C.  M. 

How  sweet  and  awful  is  the  place 

With  Christ  within  the  doors. 
While  everlasting  love  displays 

The  choicest  of  her  stores. 

2  When  all  our  hearts,  and  all  our  songs. 
Join  to  admire  the  feast. 

Each  of  us  cries  with  thankful  tongue — 
"  Lord,  why  was  1  a  guest  ? 

3  "  Why  was  I  made  to  hear  thy  voice, 
And  enter  while  there  's  room. 

When  thousands  make  a  wretched  choice, 
And  rather  5tar>e  than  come?'^ 

4  'T  was  the  same  love  that  spread  the  feast. 
That  sweetly  drew  us  in  : 

Else  we  had  still  refuseti  to  taste, 
And  perished  in  our  sin. 

5  Pity  the  nations,  O  our  God  ' 
Constrain  the  earth  to  come  : 

Send  thy  victorious  word  abroad, 
And  bring  the  strangers  home. 

No.  13  of  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  Book  III.  It 
has  the  title.  "  Luke  14  :  17-23  :  Divine  Love 
making  a  Feast,  and  calling  in  the  Guests." 
This  is  one  of  the  fixed  institutions  of  the 
Lord's  Supper  in  many  quarters  of  our  coun- 
try. To  sing  •*  How  sweet  and  awful  is  the 
place  "  to  the  tune  "  Dundee  "  is  really  a  part 
of  the  ceremonial. 


"  Friend  o/Sinnets:'  C.  M. 

Jesus  !  thou  art  the  sinner's  Friend  : 

As  such  1  look  to  thee  ; 
Now,  in  the  fullness  of  thy  love, 

0  Lord  !  remember  me. 

2  Remember  thy  pure  word  of  grace — 
Remember  Calvar>' ; 

Remember  all  thy  dying  groans, 
And  then  remember  me. 

3  Thou  wondrous  Advocate  with  God  1 

1  yield  myself  to  thee  ; 

While  thou  art  silting  on  thy  throne. 
Dear  Lord  !  remember  me. 
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4  Lord !  I  am  giiihy— I  am  vile. 

Bat  thy  salvation  '&  fret: : 
Then  in  thine  all-atKNindinjp  grace. 

Dear  Lord  '  remember  me. 

Another  of  Re\*.  Richard  Bumham's  con- 
tributions: it  hrbt  reached  the  public  in  his 
\eu*  Hymns  on  Divers  Subjects,  1783.  In 
this  volume  we  find  a  worthy  illustration  of 
the  writer's  tenderness  and  humility  of  spirit. 
He  dedicates  it  to  his  own  Baptist  congrega- 
tion in  (irafton  Street.  Soho,  London;  and  in 
the  inscription  of  his  kind  wishes  for  them  he 
voices  the  sentiment  of  the  last  verse  in  this 
communion  song  in  a  profession  of  his  oun 
faith  and  hope  :  "  Your  pastor  is  willing  to 
own  that  he  is  the  unworthicst  of  the  unwor- 
thy ;  yet.  unworthy  as  he  is.  he  humbly  trusts, 
through  rich  grace,  he  has  in  some  measure 
found  that  the  dear  bosom  of  the  atoning 
Lamb  is  the  abiding-place  of  his  immortal 
soul." 


000 


••  Prrpatf  MS,  Lord." 


C.  M. 


Prkparr  UK,  Lord,  to  view  thy  rross. 
Who  all  our  Kriefs  hast  b<»rne  ; 

To  UK>k  on  thee,  whc»m  we  have  pierced — 
To  IfKjk  on  thee  and  mourn. 

2  While  thus  we  mourn,  we  would  rejoice, 

And  as  thy  cross  we  s«e, 
Let  each  exclaim,  in  faith  and  hope, 

'*  The  Saviour  died  for  me !" 

One  of  those  small  useful  hvmns  for  the 
ushering  of  the  communicants  to  the  com- 
munion table  which  every  pastor  needs,  and 
few  compilers  have  thoughtfulness  to  supply. 
Rev.  Thomas  Cotterill  is  the  author  of  it. 

09  I  Frrdtng  on  Christ.  C.  M. 

T<M.KrHHR  with  tht-st*  symN>ls,  Lord, 

Thv  hlcsse-fl  self  im|Kirt  ; 
And  let  ihy  holy  flt-sh  ami  hl<»*Hl 

Fce<l  the  ln-lit-vinx  ht-ari. 

2  Tome.  Holv  ('.li<»st,  with  Jt-sus*  love, 

I'rL'part.*  us  f<ir  this  f«iisi ; 
Oh,  k'l  us  hanquct  with  our  Lord. 

And  lean  uixtii  his  breast. 

Rev.  John  Ccnnirk  has  given  us  this  little 
piece  in  his  Sacrcti  Hymns  for  t/ir  Children 
of  Oo(f,  1741.  It  bcjLjins  with  the  line.  "To- 
day we  're  bidden  to  a  feast,"  and  is  entitled, 
•'  Bef<jre  the  Sa<  ranuni.  "  There  it  has  six 
stanzas. 


092  ''I  utll  trmt-mhrt  thff'." 

A<  (<>Ki>iN«.  t<»  Ihv  vjra*  i<»u»«  woul, 

In  nirrk  huniilitx. 
This  will  I  do.  in\  lUin^  Lord. 

I  will  rfiiii-nilicr  tlu'c 

2   rii\  ImkIv.  lirokrn  f«»i  in\  saki-. 

My  hnad  Irimi  luaxcn  shall  be; 
Tbv  irstaiiu'iital  c  up  I  takf, 

And  thus  nriifUiUT  Huh-. 

',  (H-tbs(iiiaiif  tan  1  lon:«'t  ? 

( )r  tlirn*  tb\  <  onllic  i  sti-. 
1  birn- a^fonx  and  blfwidx  »»wi'at. 

An«l  not  renu-nibti  llu-e .' 


CM. 


4  Allien  to  the  ctoob  I  tm n 
And  rest  on  CaK-ary, 

O  Lamb  of  God.  my  sacrifice ! 
1  must  remember  thee: 

5  Remember  Ihce,  and  all  thy 
And  ail  thy  love  to  me ; 

Yea.  while  a  breath,  a  pabe  r 
Will  I  remember  thee. 

6  And  when  these  6tiling  lips 
And  mind  and  memorv  flee. 

When  thou  shah  in  thv  Icingd 
Then,  Lord,  rcmcmfeer  me ! 


To  hear  the  line,  '*  According  to  thy  gra- 
cious word,"  started  to  the  tune  of  '*Ded- 
ham."  would  in  many  parts  of  our  coantry 
awake  memories  of  a  hundred  commmuoo 
seasons,  with  visions  of  old  friends  and  ^iUase 
sanctuaries,  and  childhood's  traditions.  WIwd 
that  ancient  strain  is  in  the  air  the  Lord's  Sap- 
per is  on  and  the  dear  sacranient  begins. 
The  words  are  found  in  James  Montgomen's 
Christian  Psalmist,  1825.  The  title  is,  -Tfcs 
do  in  Remembrance  of  Me,"  Luke  22:19. 
From  this,  as  in  the  instance  of  Richard  Bon- 
ham's  hymn  just  before,  comes  the  refrain  of 
each  stanza. 


"  Tkf  cup  of  bussing.*'  C.  M- 

jEsiis,  at  whose  supreme  command 

We  now  approacn  to  God, 
Before  us  in  thy  vesture  stand. 

Thy  vesture  dipped  in  blooa. 

2  Now.  S>aviour,  now  th%-self  reveal. 
And  make  thy  nature  known ; 

Affix  thy  blessM  Spirit's  seal. 
And  stamp  us  for  thine  own. 

3  Obedient  to  thv  sracions  word, 
We  break  the  hallowed  bread. 

Commemorate  our  dyiiu^  Lord, 
And  trust  on  thee  to  med. 

4  The  cup  of  blessinic,  blesacd  by  thcc^ 
Let  it  thy  blood  impart : 

The  hn»keti  bread  thy  body  be. 
To  cheer  each  lanpiid  heart. 

From  the  Hvmns  and  Sacred  Po^ms  olVit^, 
Charles  Wesley,  1742.  It  is  entitled  "  Before 
the  Sacrament."  and  makes  really  one  of  the 
best  of  our  commemorative  songs. 


'  *  (h  eati'f  love  kaih  no  man.  * ' 

If  human  kindness  meets  return, 

And  owns  the  f^rateful  tie: 
If  trndirr  thoughts  within  OS  bum, 

To  feel  a  friend  is  nigh — 

3  Oh.  shall  not  warmer  accents  tdl 

Tlu'  Kratitude  we  owe 
To  him  \% h(»  died  our  fetis  to  andll — 

Who  lx)re  our  f^ilt  and  woe  f 

3  While  yet  in  anf^uish  he  sur\*cyed 
Tho«if  iKin^s  he  would  not  lice. 

What  love  his  latest  wo*ds  displayed— 
*'  Mtel  and  remember  me  I" 


CM. 


4  Kcmrmher  thee— thy  death,  tliy  shame. 

Our  sinful  hearts  to  sharel 
( )  nif  niorv  !  leave  no  other 
Hut  hi>  recorded  there. 


THE  lord's  supper. 


4^S 


Hon.  (lerard  T.  Noel.  M.  A.,  was  bom  De- 
mber  2,  1782,  and  educated  at  Edinburgh 
d  Cambridge.  He  entered  the  ministry  in 
2  Church  ofEnj^land,  and  was  successively 
rate  of  R^well,  Hertfordshire  and  vicar 
Rainham  and  Romsey.  He  was  appointed 
inon  of  Winchester  Cathedral,  and  died  at 
jmsey,  February  24,  1851.  Mr.  Noel  pub- 
hed  several  volumes  of  sermons,  and  a  book 
titled  Arifcndel,  or  Sketches  in  Italy  and 
vitzerland,  18 13.  In  this  appeared  some 
ij^inal  hymns,  among  them  the  one  quoted 
re,  which  is  used  extensively. 

>3  "  I'ia  cruets,  via  lucis."  S.  M. 

Oh,  what,  if  we  are  Christ's, 

Is  earthly  shame  or  loss? 
Brij<;ht  shall  the  crown  of  glory  be, 

VV'hen  we  have  borne  the  cross. 

2  Keen  was  the  trial  once, 
Bitter  the  cup  of  woe, 

When  martyred  saints,  baptized  in  blood, 
Christ's  suflferings  shared  below. 

3  Bright  is  their  glory  now. 
Boundless  their  joy  above. 

Where,  on  the  bosom  of  their  God, 
They  rest  in  perfect  love. 

4  Lord,  may  that  grace  be  ours! 
Like  them  in  faith  to  bear 

All  that  of  sorrow,  grief,  or  pain, 
May  be  our  portion  here ! 

5  Enough,  if  thou  at  last 
The  word  of  blessing  give, 

And  let  us  rest  beneath  thy  feet, 
Where  saints  and  angels  live. 

This  piece,  by  Sir  Henry  Williams  Baker, 
,s  contributed  to  Murray's  Hymnal  for  the 
'  of  the  Ettirlish  Church,  1852.  It  is  one 
his  best  and  most  popular  compositions, 
1  of  inspiration  and  cheer.  It  seems  to 
ike  heaven  and  earth  so  near  together ;  the 
parted  faces  we  miss  appear  almost  to 
ne  again  in  the  air ;  hopes  grow  brighter, 
if  lit  by  the  light  which  illumines  the  Mar- 
ge Supper  of  the  Lamb. 

^  '  I  hav,' pracry  S.  M. 

I  HHAR  the  words  of  love, 

1  ga/e  ujH)!!  the  blood, 
I  see  the  tiiixlily  sacrifice, 

And  I  have  pe.ice  with  God. 

i    T  is  evcrla.sling  peace. 

Sure  as  Jehovah's  name  ; 
'T  is  stable  as  his  steadfast  throne, 

For  evermore  the  same. 

3  The  clouds  may  go  and  come, 
And  storins  may  sweep  my  sky; 

This  blcM)d-sealed  friendship  changes  not, 
The  cross  is  ever  nigh. 

4  1  change — he  changes  not  ; 
The  Christ  can  mver  dit-j 

His  love,  not  mitu*,  the  resting-place; 
His  truth.  ti«»t  mine,  the  tie. 


5  My  love  is  ofttimes  low. 

My  joy  still  ebbs  and  flows  ; 
But  peace  with  him  remains  the  same. 

No  change  Jehovah  knows. 

This  is  selected,  stanza  by  stanza,  from  one 
of  Dr.  Horatius  Bonar's  long  poems  in  Hymns 
of  Faith  and  Hope,  1864.  It  is  full  of  sober- 
est doctrine  set  forth  in  exquisite  verse.  It 
gives  a  Communion  meditation,  as  one  seems 
to  stand  before  the  cross.  He  sees  **  the 
mighty  sacrifice,"  and  he  has  **  peace  with 
God." 

997  '*  I  can  do  all  things. "  S.  M. 

O  Saviour,  who  didst  come 

By  water  and  by  blood  ; 
Confessed  on  earth,  adored  in  heaven. 

Eternal  Son  of  God  ! 

2  Jesus,  our  life  and  hope. 
To  endless  years  the  same ; 

We  plead  thy  precious  promises, 
And  rest  upon  thy  name. 

3  By  faith  in  thee  we  live. 
By  fiiith  in  thee  we  stand  ; 

By  thee  we  vanauish  sin  and  death, 
And  gain  the  neavenly  land. 

4  O  Lord,  increase  our  faith, 
Our  fearful  spirits  calm  ; 

Sustain  us  through  this  mortal  strife, 
Then  give  the  victor's  palm  I 

Edward  Osier  was  bom  at  Falmouth,  Eng- 
land, January,  1798,  and  educated  for  the 
medical  profession,  studying  in  his  native 
town  and  afterward  at  Guy's  Hospital,  Lon- 
don. He  held  the  position  of  house  surgeon 
at  the  Swansea  Infirmary  from  1819  to  1836, 
and  then  returned  to  London  to  devote  him- 
self to  literary  work.  In  1841  he  became 
editor  of  the  Royal  Cornwall  Gazette  and 
removed  to  Truro,  where  he  resided  until  his 
death,  March  7,  1863.  Mr.  Osier  was  the 
author  of  a  book  upon  Marine  Animals^ 
written  for  the  Linnaan  Society;  a  biography 
of  Lord  Exmouth ;  a  periodical  entitled 
Church  and  Kint^,  and  a  number  of  h)Tnns. 
Many  of  the  latter  appeared  in  the  Psalms 
and  Hymns  adapted  to  the  Services  of  the 
Church  of  England,  published  in  1836,  and 
commonly  known  as  the  **  Miter  Hymn-book," 
from  the  impression  of  a  miter  on  the  cover. 
The  piece  quoted  here  is  one  of  his  most 
popular  poems. 


''  still  at  thr  ctossr 

No  GOSPKL  like  this  feast 
Spread  for  thy  church  by  thee ; 

Nor  prophet  nor  evangelist 
Preach  the  glad  news  so  free. 

2  Thine  was  the  bitter  price. 
Ours  is  the  free  gift,  given  • 

Thine  was  the  blood  of  sacrifice. 
Ours  is  the  wine  of  heaven. 


S.M. 
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3  Here  wc  wmild  rest  midway, 
As  on  a  sacred  height. 

That  darkest  and  that  brij^htest  day 
McetinK  before  our  sij^ht. 

4  From  that  dark  depth  of  woes 
Thy  lo\e  for  us  has  trod. 

Up  to  the  heights  of  blest  repose 
Thy  love  prepares  with  God  ;— 

5  Till  from  sell's  chains  released, 
( Ine  sii^ht  alone  we  see, 

Still  at  the  cross,  as  at  the  feast, 
Behold  thee,  only  thee. 

This  hymn  was  written  by  Mrs.  Elizabeth 
Charles,  and  published  in  her  Three  IVak- 
zPi^iTs  and  Other  Poems,  1859.  It  is  entitled. 
'•  Holy  Communion."  She  is  at  the  present 
time  a  widow,  and  resides  at  Hampstead 
Heath,  close  by  London.  She  has  taken  for 
herself  the  name  of  Rundle-Charles.  coup-r 
linjr  her  maiden  name  with  that  of  her  hus- 
band who  died  in  1868.  A  correspondent  of 
the  London  Critic,  1892.  who  lately  visited 
her  in  her  cottaj^e  home,  says  :  **  Mrs.  Charles 
has  just  the  sort  of  a  mild',  cheerful,  pleasing 
appearance  one  might  e.xpect,  and  the  little 
touches  of  humor  which  relieve  her  stories 
are  to  be  found  lurking  in  the  corners  of  her 
mobile  mouth  and  expressive  eyes.  She  is 
not  at  present  writing  fiction,  but  has  re- 
cently completed  a  series  of  small  devotional 
works,  which  has  been  a  solace  and  occupa- 
tion during  a  fx:riod  of  anxiety  and  prolonged 
nursing.  That,  however,  is  at  an  end,  and 
the  demands  of  numerous  editors  and  pub- 
lishers may  now  meet  with  some  satisfaction. 
The  Schocftberj^'Cotta  Family  still  contirfues 
to  l>e  the  most  popular  of  Mrs.  Charles' 
works  :  but  ff)r  my  part.  I  prefer  Kitty  Tre- 
iH-lyan.  It  goes  deeper  into  human  nature, 
and  there  is  more"  action  altogeth'er  in  the 
Tale." 


Thr  invitation.  S.  M. 

Jrsts  iiivilt-s  his  saints 

r«i  nn-i'l  around  Ihi-  l>i>;ir<l ; 
lliir  p.ir'(l<iiu*<l  rflH-ls  sit  atui  h<»l«l 
('(•rnimMii«>f)  witli  their  Lord. 

2  "riu»»  li'ilv  hrv.'nl  and  witu- 
M.dtit.iiris  iiur  fainting  breath. 

H>   iinioti  w  ith  <>utli\  inti^  I-»»nl, 
Atnl  itil«Ti-si  in  Ins  <Kath. 

'      \  <  Hir  liia\  <-iiIy  F'atlit-r  «  alK 

<'hii-»t  atnl  h\^  nu-mlK-f-  tmv\ 
\V<  .  till-  N'lurij^  I  hildicti  t»r  Ills  love, 
And  hf.  ilu-  fiist-txirn  S»»n. 

4  I.i-t  all  oiir  {lowers  !)«.- i<iint>4l 

Ml'.  uliitiMus  nanuto  taiM- ; 
ri«M-.nre  and  li»\  <  fill  t\irv  mind 

And  <\  r\\  M)i(  V  lie  iirai-e. 

s    ToCmd.  iheFatlu-i.  Son. 

And  Spitit.  nJoTv  Ik*. 
A>«  was.  .ind  is.  aii<l  s|i;dl  remain 

ThniUKli  all  eternit\  ! 

In  I  )r.  Watts*  Uymftsaml  Spiritual Sofn^s, 
1707,  this  picrc  was  first  published.     It  bears 


the  title.  *'  Communion  ^ith  Christ  an 
saints,"  and  was  sugK'cstcd  by  the  pass 
I.  Corinthians  10:  16,  17. 

1 000  At  closing, 

A  PARTI VG  hymn  we  sinf     ' 
Around  thy  table  Lora  :, 

Again  our  gratefnl  tribate  brinff. 
Our  solemn  vows  record. 

2  Here  have  we  seen  thy  fiurc. 
And  fdt  thy  presence  here; 

So  may  the  savor  of  thy  grace 
In  word  and  life  appear. 

3  The  purchase  oflthy  blood — 
By  sin  no  longer  led — 

The  path  our  dear  Redeemer  trod 
May  we  rejoicing  tread. 

4  In  self-forgetting  love 

Bv  our  communion  shown, 
I'ntil  we  join  the  church  above. 
And  know  as  we  are  known. 

Rev.  Aaron  R charts  Wolfe  contribute 
hymn  also  to  the  Church  Meiodtes^  1858 
which,  with  the  permission  of  Dr.  Hasti: 
was  j^ladly  sought  and  obtained  by  the 
piler  of  SoNi^sfor  the  Sanctuary  long  1 
he  had  learned  who  the  modest  autho 
concealing  himself  persistently  under  the 
letters  of  his  name.  "  A.  R.  \V."  Si 
hymn  was  needed  in  the  churches  fo 
that  point  in  the  administration  of  the  I 
Supper  when  the  thought  of  goin^  a\k'ay 
the  emotions  and  sensibilities  and  enjoyi 
of  the  mystic  festival  breaks  in  upon  the 
of  a  l>eliever,  and  the  world  with  all  its  p 
cal  bearings  threatens  to  banish  the  reo 
tions  of  the  scene.  Of  this  piece  he  once  1 
to  a  friend :  "I  can  remember  nothing 
nitely  al)out  it,  except  that,  in  looking  o\'( 
topics  in  hymn-books  with  the  idea  of  ew 
oring  to  supply  deficiencies,  I  thought  s 
thing  of  this  kind  might  be  suitable  in  r 
from  the  Lord's  table."  He  was  right 
surmise  like  that ;  it  has  been  exceed 
useful  in  just  that  way. 

1001  '  Thf  ark  of  Cod:" 

Oh,  cease,  my  wandering  soul, 
On  restless  wing  to  roam ; 

Alt  this  wide  worra,  to  cither  pcrfe. 
Hath  not  for  thee  a  home. 

2  Behold  the  ark  of  God  ! 
Behold  the  open  doorl 

Oh,  haste  to  gain  that  dear  abode. 
And  rove,  my  soul,  no  more. 

3  There  safe  thou  shall  abide, 
Tliere  sweet  shall  be  thy  rest ; 

And  ever\'  longing  satisfied, 
With  fiill  sah-ation  blest. 

This  favorite  hymn  by  Rcw  Dr.  Miih 
berg  was  written  by  him  for  the  Praytr^k 
Collection,  1826.  and  contained  originally 
stanzas.    It   was  entitled  "The  Ark  of 
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urch,"  and  is  very  widely  used  at  the  pres- 
day. 

02  "  T'Aij  is  my  blood:'  S.  M. 

Blest  feast  of  love  divine  ! 

'T  is  Krace  that  makes  us  free 
To  feed  upon  this  bread  and  wine, 

In  memory,  Lord,  of  thee. 

<2  That  blood  which  flowed  for  sin, 

In  symbol  here  we  see, 
And  feel  the  blessed  pledge  within, 

That  we  are  loved  of  thee. 

3  Oh,  if  this  glimpse  of  love 

Be  so  divinely  sweet, 
What  will  il  be,  O  Lord,  al>ove. 

Thy  gladdening  smile  to  meet  ? 

n  the  Ehi^/is/i  Hymns  of  S.  W.  Duflfield 
are  told  of  a  request  made  by  the  author 
hese  verses.  Sir  Edward  Denny ;  the  quo- 
on  is  made  from  the  preface  of  his  Hymns 
i  Poiifis,  third  edition,  1870 ;  there  he  says : 
hould  any  of  these  poems  or  hymns  be 
:jned  worthy  of  a  place  in  any  future  col- 
:ions,  they  may  be  left  as  they  are.  without 
-rations  or  abridij^ment.  And  also  (inas- 
ch  as  here  or  there  I  have  revised  them 
self,  I  trust  for  the  better)  I  should  wish 
t  they  be  copied  from  this,  rather  than 
m  any  pm'ious  collection  wherein  they  are 
mi."  The  italics,  intensifying  his  expres- 
n,  are  his  own.  The  piece  now  before  us 
5  taken  from  his  Selection  of  Hymns,  1839, 
•ty-one  years  older  than  the  other ;  and 
chanji^^e  of  "  Sweet  feast  "  to  *'  Blest  feast 
iove  divine  "  was  never  originated  by  the 
npilerof  Lamies  Domini  :  but  he  decidedly 
fers  "  Blest  "  to  **  Sweet  "  in  the  situation, 
oever  made  the  alteration.  The  reference 
nade  to  Luke  22  :  19, 


[>3  "  T^^^  banqueting  house."  S.  M. 

Ji-:srs,  we  thus  obey 

Thy  last  and  kindest  word. 
And  in  thine  own  appointed  way 

We  come  to  meet  thee.  Lord  f 

2  Thus  we  remember  thee, 
An<l  take  this  bread  and  wine 

As  thine  own  dying  legacy, 
Atul  our  reclemjUion's  sign. 

3  W'ilh  high  and  heavenlv  bliiis 
Thou  dost  our  spirits  cheer; 

Thy  house  of  baiKjueting  is  this, 
And  thou  hast  brought  us  here. 

4  Now  let  our  souls  be  fed 
With  manna  from  above, 

And  over  us  tin  batuier  spread 
Of  e\  criasling  lo\c. 

Phis  piece  is  usually  credited  to  the  Rev.      1005 

irles  Wesley;  but  the  fact  cannot  quite  be 

:led.  for  the  verses  appear  in  Hymns  on  the 

ufs  Supper,   1745  ;  a  book   issued  by  the 

thers,  John  and  Charles,  and  the  contri- 

ions  are  not  discriminated  precisely.     The 

e  may  perhaps  be  trusted  to  an  e.xpert, 


The  hymn  is  entitled,  "  Before  Holy  Com- 
munion." Allusion  is  made  to  Solomon's 
Song  2 : 4. 

I004  'T^  Church  is  Christ's.  7s,  6s.  D. 

The  Church's  one  foundation 

Is  ^esus  Christ  her  Lord ; 
She  IS  his  new  creation 

By  water  and  the  word  : 
From  heaven  he  came  and  sought  her, 

To  be  his  holy  bride : 
With  his  own  blood  he  bought  her, 

And  for  her  life  he  died. 

2  Elect  from  every  nation. 
Yet  one  o'er  all  the  earth, 

Her  charter  of  salvation 

One  Lord,  one  faith,  one  birth ; 
One  holy  name  she  blesses. 
Partakes  one  holv  food. 
*  And  to  one  hope  sne  presses. 

With  every  grace  endued. 

3  'Mid  toil  and  tribulation. 
And  tumult  of  her  war. 

She  waits  the  c6nsummation 

Of  peace  for  evermore  i 
Till  with  the  vision  glorious 

Her  longing  e^-es  are  blest, 
And  the  great  Church  victorious 

Shall  be  the  Church  at  rest. 

4  Yet  she  on  earth  hath  union 
With  God  the  Three  in  One, 

And  mystic  sweet  communion 
With  those  whose  rest  is  won ; 

Oh,  happy  ones  and  holy ; 
Lord,  give  us  grace  that  we 

Like  them,  the  meek  and  lowly, 
On  high  may  dwell  with  thee. 

Another  of  Rev.  Samuel  John  Stone's 
hymns ;  this  likewise  has  had  a  historic  fame 
to  give  it  a  fine  reputation  as  a  popular  lyric. 
When  the  Panr Anglican  Synod,  some  few^ 
years  ago,  was  held  in  St.  Paul's  in  London, 
the  whole  body  of  dignitaries  belonging  to 
the  English  Establishment  entered  the  cathe- 
dral, in  the  presence  of  an  immense  congre- 
gation which  rose  to  receive  the  procession, 
singing,  **  The  Church's  one  foundation  is 
Jesus  Christ  the  Lord  !"  It  was  *'  like  the 
voice  of  many  waters."  The  hymn  was  pub- 
lished in  Lyra  fide/ium,  and  is  one  of  the 
twelve  pieces  founded  upon  the  Apostles* 
Creed  of  which  that  small  book  consists ;  it 
it  set  to  the  phrase.  "  I  believe  in  the  Holy 
Catholic  Church."  Mr.  Stone  has  also  issued 
a  volume  entitled  The  Knij^ht  of  Interces- 
sion and  other  Poems ;  this  has  reached 
many  editions,  aiid  in  1875  was  succeeded 
by  another,  Sonntts  of  the  Christian  Year. 


*'  The  Living  Bread.'* 

O  Brbad,  to  pilgrims  given, 

O  food  that  angels  eat, 
O  mauna,  sent  from  heaven. 

For  heaven-bom  natures  meet ! 
Give  us,  for  thee  long  pining. 

To  eat  till  richlv  fifie*! : 
Till,  earth's  delights  resigning. 

Our  every  wish  is  stilled. 


7s,  6s.  D. 
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a  O  Water,  life-bestowingr. 

From  out  the  Saviour's  neart ! 
A  fountain  purely  flowing, 

A  fount  of  love  thou  art , 
Oh,  let  us,  freely  tasting, 

Our  burning  thirst  assuage! 
Thy  sweetness,  never  wasting, 

Avails  from  age  to  age. 

3  Jesus  I  this  feast  receiving, 
We  thee  unseen  adore  j 

Thy  foithful  word  believing, 
We  take,  and  boubt  no  more : 

Give  us,  thon  tmeand  loving! 
On  earth  to  live  in  thee: 

Then,  death  the  vail  removing, 
Thy  glorious  foce  to  see. 

This  fine  translation  of  the  Latin  poem, 
**  O  esca  viatorutny  was  made  by  Dr.  Ray 
Palmer  for  the  Sabbath  Hymn  Book,  1858. 
It  shows  his  wonderful  skill  in  versification, 
as  well  as*  his  spiritual  alertness  in  choosing 
the  best  things  in  ancient  religious  jw)etry 
wherever  he  could  find  them.  These  versions 
of  his,  first  printed  in  that  collection,  are 
among  the  best  contributions  to  sacred  songs 
given  to  the  churches  in  this  generation. 

It  is  not  certainly  known  who  composed 
the  Latin  original.  Some  have  named  St. 
Thomas  of  Aquino.  But  the  Dictionary  of 
Hymnoiogy  says  it  **  was  probably  composed 
by  some  German  Jesuit  of  the  seventeenth 
century."     It  has  been  traced  back  to  1661. 

1 006  Three  Mountains.  7s. 

When  on  Sinai's  top  I  see 
Go<l  dcscen<l,  in  majesty, 
To  proclaim  his  holy  law, 
All  my  spirit  sinks  with  awe. 

2  When,  in  ecstasy  sublime. 
Tabor's  glorious  stet'p  I  climb. 
At  the  Uyo  transporting  light. 
Darkness  rushes  o'er  my  sight. 

?^  When  on  Calvar>'  I  rest, 
ro<l.  in  flesh  made  nianifest, 
Shines  in  my  Re<leemer's  face. 
Full  of  beauty,  truth,  and  grace. 

4  Here  1  would  for  ever  stay, 
Weep  an<l  gf^'e  my  soul  away  : 
Thou  art  heaven  on  earth  to  me, 
Lovely,  mournful  Calvary  I 

James  Mont'^^omer)-  is  the  author  of  the 
hymn  before  us.  It  was  first  published  in 
Collyer's  Collvction,  1812,  In  the  poet's 
Orii^iftti/  Hymns  it  bears  the  title  **  The 
Three  Mountains."  1  he  teaching  of  the  Gos- 
pel as  contrasted  with  the  Law  is  frequently 
illustrated  bv  the  use  of  Sinai  and  Calvan'  as 
a  figure.  Calvary  was  not  much  of  a  moun- 
tain, and  some  dO  not  accept  Tabor  as  the 
actual  I(K:aIity  of  the  Transfiv^uration.  But 
the  introduction  of  Jesus  Christ's  manifesta- 
tion of  his  glory  as  the  one  link  that  vas 
needed  Ix'tween  the  curs<?  and  the  crucifi.x'on. 
is  niatchhss  in  its  doctrinal  felicity.  The 
Christ  of  (iod.  divine  and  luminous  with  the 


Godhead  itself,  was  necessitated  as  i 
bition  beforenand,  when  Jesus  of  N 
was  so  soon  to  bear  suffering,  shan 
death  for  human  sin.  That  makes  *' 
mournful  Calvary,  heaven  on  earth." 

1 007  ''Lovest  thou  me  r* 

Hark  !  my  soul !  it  is  the  L^rd  : 
'T  is  thy  Saviour— hear  his  word  ; 
Jesus  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thee. 
"Say,  poor  sinner,  lovest  thou  me? 

2  "  I  delivered  thee  when  boand. 
And  when  bleeding,  healed  thy  wood 
Sought  thee  wandering,  set  thee  righ 
Turned  thy  darkness  into  light. 

3  "  Can  a  woman's  tender  care 
Cease  towards  the  child  she  bare? 
Yes,  she  may  forgetful  be, 

Yet  will  I  remember  thee. 

4  "  Mine  is  an  unchanging  love. 
Higher  than  the  heights  above ; 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath — 
Free  and  faithful — strong  as  death. 

5  *'  Thou  sfaalt  see  my  glor>*  soon. 
When  the  work  of  grace  is  done ; 
Partner  of  my  throne  shalt  be  1 
Say,  poor  sinner  I  lovest  thou  me  ?** 

6  Lord  I  it  is  my  chief  complaint 
That  my  love  is  weak  and  faint ; 
Yet  I  love  thee,  and  adore; — 
Oh,  for  grace  to  love  thee  more. 

This  familier  poem  of  William  Qo^ 
published  in  Maxtield's  Neiv  App^^ndiJL 
Afterward  the  author  incorporated  it 
Oiney  Hymns,  1779.  It  is  entitled.  '• 
thou  me  ?"  Allusion  is  made  to  Simon 
reclamation  at  the  Sea  of  Galilee :  Jol 
f6.  The  aptness  of  the  author  of  i 
Hymns  is  nowhere  shown  more  felic 
than  in  his  quotation  at  this  point 
words  of  Archdeacon  Farrar :  "  And  ' 
think  on  all  this,  when  I  remember  th 
is  *  not  so  much  a  virtue  as  a  substra 
all  virtues,  the  virtue  of  virtue,  the  go 
of  goodness;'  when  I  think  that  *Goat^ 
when  I  read  that  amid  the  unnumbered 
of  heaven,  each  shall  retain  his  individt: 
and  have  a  name  which  none  knowetl 
himself ;  when  I  see  the  latent  jjemr 
possibilities  of  goodness  which  exist  < 
the  worst ;  when  I  think  that  a  wretchc 
ful  man  is  but  the  marred  clay  of  some 
innocent,  and  lovely  child ;  when  I  rea 
Jesus  so  loved  our  race  that  he  left  the 
of  heaven  to  die  amid  its  execration; 
the  Gospel  tells  me  who  it  is  that  searcl 
the  lost  sheep  until  he  finds  it ;  ^*/t0  w* 
the  neck  of  the  prodigal;  who  sufFen 
harlot  to  bathe  his  feet  with  tears ;  wko  y 
for  hi.^  murderers ;  7vko  with  one  look  < 
derness  broke  the  heart  of  his  backs 
apostle  ;  7vho  in  one  flash  of  forj^veness 
of  the  crucified  robber  a  saint  of  God ; 
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thie  boundless  promises  of  Scripture  crowd 
pon  niy  mind  ;  when  I  recall  the  hymn  which 
re  sing : 

'  Mine  is  an  unchan^^ing  love, 
Higher  than  the  heights  above, 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath. 
True  and  faithful,  strong  as  death  ;* 

^when  I  read  that  God  will  not  forget  his 
people  though  the  mother  may  forget  her 
-tucking  child,  then  there  come  into  my  mind 
t-wo  thoughts :  of  hope  for  ourselves,  and  of 
^ope  for  all  the  world  !" 

0  006  "  TAy  pfopie  shall  he  my  peopled  7s. 

Peoplk  of  the  living  God, 
I  have  sought  the  world,  around, 

Paths  of  sin  and  sorrow  trod, 
Peace  and  comfort  nowhere  found. 

2  Now  to  you  m^'  spirit  turns — 
Turns,  a  fugitive  unblest  • 

Brethren,  where  your  altar  bums, 
Oh,  receive  me  into  rest ! 

3  Lonely  I  no  longer  roam. 

Like  the  cloud,  the  wind,  the  wave; 
Where  you  dwell  shall  be  my  home. 
Where  you  die  shall  be  my  grave — 

4  Mine  the  God  whom  you  adore, 
Your  Redeemer  shall  be  mine; 

Earth  can  fill  my  soul  no  more, 
Ever>-  idol  I  resign. 

It  is  asserted  of  this  hymn,  composed  bjr 
James  Montgomery,  that  in  all  probability  it 
was  written  on  the  occasion  of  his  being 
publicly  recognized  as  a  member  of  the  Mo- 
ravian Society  at  the  close  of  18 14.  It  was 
included  in  Cotterill's  Selection,  181 9,  with 
the  title  '*  Choosing  the  Portion  of  God's 
Heritage."  The  point  of  the  hymn  is  in  the 
covenant  that  the  followers  of  Christ  shall  be 
chosen  as  the  companions  of  one's  daily  life, 
rather  than  those  who  are  unconverted ;  and 
an  open  profession  is  thus  made  before  the 
world  of  faith  in  the  Master.  Confessing 
Christ  is  one  of  the  means  by  which  the 
world  is  to  be  evangelized.  It  is  told  of  a 
young  soldier,  that,  when  in  barracks,  he 
Knelt  down  to  pray  before  going  to  bed.  his 
fifteen  companions  began  to  jeer,  some  even 
going  so  far  as  to  throw  various  articles  at 
him.  Undeterred  by  this  treatment,  he  con- 
tinued to  kneel  night  after  night,  and  soon 
he  was  surprised  to  find  his  companions,  one 
after  the  other,  steal  to  his  side  and  kneel 
with  him.  By  his  faithful  confession  of  Je- 
sus, that  soldier  won  all  his  companions  to 
the  Lord.  A  Christian  student  in  one  of  our 
colleges  was  brought  into  contact  with  one 
who  was  an  avowed  unbeliever.  He  was 
anxious  to  brinjj  him  back  from  the  dreary 
waste  of  skepticism,  but  the  other  resisted 
every  attempt  to  entice  him  into  ar^ment. 
Seeing  this,  the  Christian  changed  his  plan ; 


he  associated  with  him  as  before,  but  con- 
tented himself,  whenever  the  question  of  re- 
ligion was  introduced,  with  coniessing  his 
own  confidence  in  Christ,  and  indirectly 
contrasting  it  with  the  uncertainty  of  unbe- 
lief. Soon  his  companion  began  to  show 
some  anxiety  regarding  religion  ;  at  last  one 
day  he  came  and  said  :  **  Your  way  of  speak- 
ing showed  me  the  superiority  of  faith  over 
doubt.  I  have  been  privately  studying  Chris- 
tianity, and  I  come  to  tell  you  that  I  have 
laid  all  my  doubts  at  the  feet  of  Christ  I"  In 
this  case,  a  skeptic  was  brought  to  Jesus,  not 
by  argument,  but  by  the  confession  of  Christ 
in  the  conduct  of  life. 

1009  "  Christ,  our  passover.  "  78. 

At  the  Lamb's  high  feast  we  sing 
Praise  to  our  victorious  King, 
Who  hath  washed  us  in  the  tide 
Flowing  from  his  wounded  side. 

2  Where  the  Paschal  blood  is  poured, 
Death's  dark  angel  sheathes  his  sword  ; 
Israel's  hosts  triumphant  go 
Through  the  wave  that  drowns  the  foe. 

X  Christ,  our  Paschal  Lamb,  is  slain, 
Holy  victim,  without  stain  ; 
Death  and  hell  defeated  lie. 
Heaven  unfolds  its  gates  on  high. 

4  Hymns  of  glory  and  of  praise. 
Father,  unto  thee  we  raise : 
Risen  Lord,  all  praise  to  thee. 
With  the  Spirit,  ever  be. 

Another  of  Robert  Campbell's  versions,  1849, 
and  first  printed  in  St.  Andrew's  Hyninal, 
i8$o,  given  as  a  communion  hymne  and  ser- 
viceable particularly  in  identifying  the  Lord's 
Supper  with  the  Passover  feast  at  the  celebra- 
tion of  which  the  New  Testament  institution 
was  founded  by  the  Saviour.  The  Latin 
piece  of  which  it  is  given  as  a  translation,  "Ad 
rectus  Agnt  dapesy  is  in  the  Paris  Brri'iary  ; 
this  is,  so  Mr.  S.  W.  Duffield  says,  a  sixth 
century  form  of  an  older  hymn  which  has 
sometimes  been  ascribed  to  Ambrose,  and 
was  known  at  Sarum. 

1010  ''  Thu  is  my  Body.'  7s. 

Bread  of  heaven !  on  thee  we  feed, 
For  thy  flesh  is  meat  indeed  : 
Ever  let  our  souls  be  fed 
With  this  true  and  living  bread ! 

2  Vine  of  heaven  !  thy  blood  supplies 
This  blest  cup  of  sacrifice  : 
Lord !  thy  wounds  our  healing  give, 
To  thy  cross  we  look  and  live. 

^  Dav  bv  day.  with  strength  supplied. 
Through  the  life  of  him  who  died : 
Lord  of  life !  oh,  let  us  be 
Rooted,  grafted,  built  on  thee! 

Josiah  Conder  included  this  hymn  of  his 
own  composition  in  his  book  bearing  the  name 
of   The  Star  in  the  East,  and  Otner  Poems, 
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1824.     He  entitled  it.  "  For  the   Eucharist." 
and  referred  to  John  6 :  51-54,  and  John  15:1. 

101  I  lyoumUd /or  us.  7s. 

jKsrs,  Master!  hear  me  now, 
While  I  would  renew  my  vow, 
And  record  thy  dyinf^;  love: 
Hear,  and  help  me  from  above. 

2  Feed  me.  Saviour,  with  this  bread, 
Broken  in  thy  body's  stead ; 
Cheer  my  spirit  with  this  wine, 
Streaming  like  that  blood  of  thine. 

3  And  as  now  I  cat  and  drink, 
I-et  me  truly,  sweetly  think. 
Thou  didst  hang  up'jn  the  tree. 
Broken,  bleeding,  there — forme! 

So  meager  are  the  facts  to  be  obtained 
concerning  this  hymn,  that  we  can  say  only 
that  it  appears  to  have  been  first  printed  in 
the  Presbyterian  collection  of  Deifotional 
Hymns,  published  in  Philadelphia,  Pa.,  in 
1842. 

1012  "  Thine  f,yt  ri'rr. ' '  7s. 

Think  forever!  (iod  t>f  love. 
Hear  us  from  thy  throne  above! 
Thine  for  ever  may  we  be, 
Here  and  in  eternity! 

2  Thine  for  ever!  oh.  how  blest 
They  who  find  m  thee  their  rest ! 
Saviour,  (ruardian,  heavenly  Friend, 
Oh,  defend  us  to  the  end  I 

3  Thine  for  ever!  Saviourjkeep 
These  thy  frail  and  trembling  sheep ; 
Safe  alone  beneath  thy  care. 

Let  us  all  thy  goo<incss  share. 

4  Thine  for  ever  !  thou  our  Guide — 
All  our  wants  by  thee  supplied  - 
All  our  sins  by  thee  forgiven— 
Lead  us.  Lord,  from  earth  to  heaven ! 

In  Episcopal  Churches  on  both  sides  of 
the  sea  the  Hymn  before  us  is  very  generally 
used  in  Confirmation  ser\ices.  It  was  writ- 
ten by  Mrs.  Mary  Favvler  Maude  in  1847, 
and  printed  in  her  Tu^elve  Letters  on  Confir- 
mation, 1848,  a  small  volume  issued  for  the 
benefit  of  the  author's  Sunday-School  class. 
Mrs.  Maude  is  the  daughter  of  George 
Henry  Hooper,  of  Stanmore,  Middlesex, 
England.  She  was  married  in  1841,  to  Rev. 
Joseph  Maude,  vicar  of  Chirk,  North  Wales, 
who  was  also  an  honorary'  canon  of  St. 
.Asaph's.  Resides  the  book  above  mentioned, 
this  writer  has  published  Memorials  of  Past 
Years,  which  was  j)rivately  printed  in  1852. 
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Christ  the  Foundation^ 


9s,  8s. 


0  RorK  of  ages,  one  foundation. 

On  which  the  living  rhiirch  doth  rest — 
The  ihurrh,  whose  walls  are  strong  salvation. 

Whose  Kates  are  praise — lliy  name  be  blest ! 

2  Son  of  the  living  (iml !  oh,  call  us 

Once  and  ag:iin  to  follow  thee ; 
.\nd  give  us  strength,  whale'er  befall  us, 

Thy  true  disciples  still  to  be. 


3  And  ifour  coward  hearts  deny  tbee. 
In  inmost  tnougiit,  in  deed,  or  word. 

Let  not  our  hardneskS  still  de^  thee. 
But  with  a  look  subdue  us,X.ord. 

4  Oh,  strengthen  thou  our  ^-«ak  endear* 
Thee  m  thy  sheep  to  serve  and  tend. 

To  give  ourselves  to  thee  for  e\-er. 
And  find  thee  with  us  to  the  end. 

Rev.  Henry  Arthur  Martin,  M.  A./ 
at  Exeter,  England,  July  30,  1831,311 
at  Eton,  and  Christ  Church,  Oxford, 
ing  in  1855.  He  took  Holy  Orders 
ately  and  became  curate  of  Hall 
Worcester,  in  1856.  Two  years  lat< 
appointed  Vicar  of  Laxton  with  M< 
Nottinghamshire.  Mr.  Martin  is  k 
hymnolog)'  by  some  contributions  to 
Hymns,  1871,  the  one  quoted  hci 
among  the  most  generally  used. 

1 0 1 4  "  The.  living  Bread:* 

Bread  of  the  world,  in.  merc>'  broken 
Wine  of  the  soul,  in  menry  shed. 

By  whom  the  words  of  life  were  spok' 
And  in  whose  death  our  sins  are  dc 

2  Look  on  the  heart  by  sorrow  broke 
Look  on  the  tears  by  sinners  shed ; 

And  be  thy  feast  to  us  the  token 
That  by  thy  grace  our  souls  are  fed 

From  Hymns  Written  ami  Aiiapty 
Church  Sen'ice  of  the  }  'ear,  by  Hishi 
nald  Heber,  1827.  This  piece  was  p 
after  the  poet's  death.  It  is  entitled, 
the  Sacrament."  It  never  had  but  tl 
stanzas  in  odd  meter,  but  it  has  gone 
the  world. 
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Beneath  his  shadow. 


>• 


Sit  down  beneath  his  shadow. 
And  rest  with  great  delight ; 

The  faith  that  now  beholds  him 
Is  pledge  of  future  siehu 

2  Our  Master's  love  remember. 
Exceeding  great  and  free ; 

Lift  up  thy  heart  in  gladness. 
For  he  remembers  thee. 

3  Bring  every  weary  burden. 
Thy  sin.  thy  fear,  thy  gri«  ; 

He  calls  the  heavy  laden 
And  gives  them  kind  rdief. 

4  His  righteousness  "all  glorious* 
Thv  festal  robe  shall  be ; 

And  love  that  passeth  knowledge 
His  banner  over  thee. 

5  A  little  while,  though  parted. 
Remember,  wait,  and  fove, 

Lentil  he  comes  in  glory, 
I'nlilwe  meet  above — 

6  Till  in  the  Father's  kingdom 
The  heavenlv  feast  is  spread. 

And  we  behold  his  beauty. 
Whose  blood  for  us  was  shed  ! 


Miss  Frances  Ridley  Havergal  wn 
hymn  in  1870,  and  puolished  it  in  U9 
Surface,  1874.  It  is  founded  upon  C 
2 : 3,  and  is  entitled  **  Under  His  Shade 
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vvs  the  deep  and  full  content  to  which  she 
1  then  conic  in  her  appreciation  of  an  ordi- 
icethat  used  tov^ive  her  a  kind  of  alarm  or 
itive  distress.  She  has  entered  this  record 
ler   autobiography  : 

One  subject  often  occupied  my  mind  in 
se  years  which  would  seem  unusual  for  a 
Id— the  Lord's  Supper.  After  coming  to 
Nil  holas  almost  every  monthly  sacrament 
de  me  thouj^htful.  I  bejjged  to  be  allowed 
>tay  in  the  cluirch  and  see  it  administered 
ily  once  ;'  but  tiiis  apparently  mere  curios- 
was  not  gratihcd,  so  I  used  to  go  round 
:he  vestry  and  listen  to  the  service  through 

door.  One  Sunday  the  hymn  *  My  God, 
I  is  thy  table  spread  }  '  was  sung  before 
sermon  ;  it  quite  upset  me,  and  I  cried  vio- 
:ly.  though,  being  in  a  corner  of  the  pew, 
lanaged  to  conceal  it." 
>he  had  begun  to  know  the  *' love  that 
seth  knowledge,"  and  this  was  the  banner 
r  her  soul. 

16  "  .\on^  of/ifr  nanif.^'  7S,  6s.  D. 

1  LAY  my  sins  on  Jesus, 
The  spotless  Lamb  of  God  : 

He  hears  them  all,  and  frees  us 

From  the  accursed  load  ; 
,  I  briiiK  my  Kuih  to  Jesus, 

To  wash  my  crimson  stains 
White  in  his  hloo<l  most  precious 

Till  not  a  stain  remains. 

2  I  lay  my  watits  on  Jesus ; 
Ail  fullness  dwells  ifi  him  ; 

He  healelh  my  diseases, 

He  doth  my  soul  redeem  : 
I  lay  my  vjriefs  on  Jesus, 

My  hur<lens  a!id  my  cares; 
He  from  them  all  releases. 

He  all  my  sorrows  shares. 

3  I  lon^  to  he  like  Jesus, 
Mi*ek,  lovinvj,  lowly,  mild  ; 

I  UniK  to  he  like  Jesus, 

The  Fathers  holy  child. 
I  loiijuj  t<»  he  like  Jesus, 

.Amid  the  heavenly  ihronjf  ; 
To  sinjij  with  saints  his  praises, 

And  K-arn  the  an>jels'  song. 

)r.  Horatius  Bonar  always  had  a  special 
jence  over  the  young.     His  winning  man- 

and  gentle  tones  caught  their  attention, 

his  weighty  words  impressed  their  hearts. 

Sabbath-school  services  in  Kelso  are  still 
lembered  with  delight.  He  wrote  for  each 
•ice  a  hynm,  which  was  sung  by  the  boys 
girls.  These  hymns  have  since  found 
r  way  to  most  Sabbath-schools.  Among 
n  were  such  favorites  as  "  I  lay  my  sins 
Jesus,"  •'  I  was  a  wandering  sheep."  "  A 

more  years  shaii  roll."  After  the  singing 
le  a  short  address,  in  which  the  love  of 
ist  was  told.  These  hours  among  the 
bs  of  the  tlock  were  full  of  pleasure. 
y  gave  rest  to  the  i)astor,  and  were  at- 


tended with  the  best  results.  Hymn  succeed- 
ed hymn,  and  some  of  them  are  scattered 
over  the  globe  in  millions.  There  are  few 
honors  on  earth  equal  to  that  of  giving  har- 
monious utterance  to  the  deepest  thoughts  of 
God's  children.  A  sermon  docs  its  work  and 
passes,  but  a  true  hymn  is  sung  and  sung, 
and  sung  again  through  many  generations. 
This  particular  piece  is  found  as  far  back  as 
the  first  series  of  Sofij^^s  in  the  Wilderness, 
published  by  Dr.  Bonar  in  1843.  It  is  one  of 
his  earliest  compositions,  and  has  proved  to 
be  one  of  the  most  popular.  Its  title  is  "  The 
Substitute." 


IOI7 


/  nefd  thee. 


7s,  6s.  D. 


I  NEED  thee,  precious  Jesus! 

For  I  am  full  of  sin : 
My  soul  is  dark  and  (fudty, 

My  heart  is  dead  within  ; 

1  need  the  cleansing  fountain, 
Where  I  can  always  flee. 

The  hlood  of  Christ  most  precious, 
The  sinner's  perfect  plea. 

2  I  need  ihee,  bless^*d  Jesus  ! 
For  I  am  ver>'  poor ; 

A  stranger  and  a  pilgrim, 

I  have  no  earthly  store  ; 
I  need  the  love  of  Jesus 

To  cheer  me  on  my  way, 
To  guide  my  doubting  footsteps, 

To  be  my  strength  and  slay. 

3  I  need  thee,  blessed  Jesus  ! 
And  hope  to  see  thee  soon. 

Encircled  with  the  rainbow 

And  seated  on  thy  throne  : 
There,  with  thy  blood-bought  children. 

My  joy  shall  ever  be 
To  sing  thy  praise,  Lord  Jesus, 

To  gaze,  my  Lord,  on  thee ! 

Written  by  Rev.  Frederick  Whitfield,  and 
entitled  "  Longing  for  Jesus."  It  was  first 
given  to  the  public  on  a  mere  sheet  for  distri- 
bution in  1855;  then  it  was  included  in  the 
author's  Sacred  Poems  and  Prose,  1861.  It 
has  been  popular  and  very  useful  ever\  where. 
Translations  of  it  have  been  made  into  Ara- 
bic, French,  Dutch,  and  German. 


1 0 1 8  "  Lauda,  Sion,  Sah'cUorrm.'' 

SiON,  to  thy  Saviour  singing. 

To  thy  Prince  and  Shepherd  hrins[ini5 

Sweetest  hymns  of  U)ve  and  praise. 
Yet  thou  shaft  not  reach  the  measure 
Of  his  worth,  bv  all  the  treasure 

Of  thy  most  ecstatic  lays! 

3  Of  all  wonders  that  can  thrill  thee. 
And  with  adoration  till  thei*. 

What  than  this  can  greater  be. 
That  himself  to  thee  he  giveth? — 
He  in  faith  that  cateth,  livelh— 

For  the  bread  of  life  is  he. 

3  Fill  thy  lips  to  overflowing 

With  sweet  praise,  his  mercy  showing, 

Who  this  heavenly  table  spread. 
On  this  day  so  glad  and  holy. 
To  each  hungering  spirit  lowly 

Gtveth  he  the  living  bread. 


P.M. 
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THE  CHURCH  OF  GOD. 


This  is  a  translation  by  Rev.  Alexander 
Ramsay  Thompson,  D.  D..  who  was  born  at 
New  York,  October  i6,  1822,  and  educated 
at  the  University  of  his  native  city  and  at 
Princeton  Seminary,  graduating  from  the  lat- 
ter in  1845.  He  entered  the  ministry,  and 
became  pastor  of  the  Presbyterian  church  at 
Stapleton,  Staten  Island,  from  1851  to  1859. 
Afterward  he  joined  the  Reformed  Dutch 
Church,  and  held  pastorates  in  New  York 
and  Brooklyn,  becoming  acting  pastor  of 
Bethany  Chapel  in  the  latter  city  in  1885. 
Dr.  Thompson  was  joint  editor  of  the  Re- 
formed Dutch  book.  Hymns  of  the  Churchy 
1869,  and  also  of  Hymns  of  Prayer  and 
Praise,  1 871,  to  both  of  which  he  contributed 
original  poems  as  well  as  translations. 

The  Latin  Sequence  from  which  this  hymn 
is  taken  was  the  work  of  St.  Thomas  Aqui- 
nas, and  is  supposed  to  have  been  written 
about  1 260,  for  the  festival  of  Corpus  Chrtsti. 
It  is  found  in  a  French  missal  of  the  latter 
part  of  the  thirteenth  century,  and  also  in  one 
of  a  little  later  date,  which  is  in  the  British 
Museum.  It  is  of  ^eat  interest  as  a  histori- 
cal document,  and  is  characterized  by  a  har- 
monious and  rhythmic  flow  of  verse.  The 
translation  by  Dr.  Thompson  first  appeared 
in  the  American  Sunday- School  Times,  1883. 
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The  King's  Table, 

Hrrb  the  }^\n%  hath  spread  his  table, 
Whereon  eyes  of  faith  are  able. 

Christ  the  passover  to  trace. 
Shadows  of  the  law  are  ^oing, 
Light  and  life  and  truth  inflowing, 

Night  to  day  is  giving  place. 

2  Lo,  this  angels'  food  descending 
Heavenly  love  is  hither  sending, 

Pilgrim  lips  on  earth  to  {%xA. 
So  the  paschal  lamb  was  given, 
So  the  manna  came  from  ncaven, 

This  the  manna  is  indeed. 


P.M. 


\ 


O  gootl  Shepherd,  bread  life-giving, 
N.  thy  grace  and  life  receiving, 

Feed  and  shelter  evermore ! 
Thou  on  earth  our  weiikness  guiding, 
We  in  heaven  with  thee  abiding, 

VV'ith  all  saints  will  Ihec  adore. 


This  hymn  is  a  portion  of  the  Latin  poem 
from  which  the  precedin};^  translation  was 
made  by  Rev.  Dr.  Thompson.  The  orij^jinal 
consists  of  twelve  stanzas  of  var\'ing  lenj^th, 
the  fr:i>(ment  here  given  being  an  adaptation 
of  two  of  them.  The  author,  St.  Thomas 
Aquinas,  is  often  called  '*  The  Angelical 
Doctor."  because  "  of  the  extraordinary  gift  of 
understanding  wherewith  Ood  had  blessed 
him."  He  was  the  child  of  noble  parents, 
his  father  being  the  Count  of  Aquino.  Mis 
birth  is  supposed  to  have  been  in  1227;  at 
the  age  of  live  years  he  was  placed  in  a  lien- 


edictine  monastery  at  Monte  Cassin 
educated.  Later  he  studied  at  Naples 
and  Rome,  achieving  everyw^here  a  hi 
utation  for  learning  and  piety.  He 
the  Dominican  order,  and  his  influeo 
so  great  that  Louis  IX.  of  France 
upon  his  becoming  a  member  of  the  < 
of  State,  where  his  advice  was  suprem 
life  was  one  of  incessant  labor  as  a 
lecturer,  and  preacher,  w^ith  much  fa 
travel,  and  he  died  at  Terracina,  ii 
March  7, 1274. 

1020  Beside  tke  Cross. 

By  the  cross  of  Jesus  standing. 
Love  our  straitened  souls  expandii^ 

Taste  we  now  the  peace  and  nace 
Health  from  yonder  tree  is  flofmoff. 
Heavenly  lis^ht  is  on  it  elowinR, 

From  the  oless^  Su€erer*s  face. 

3  Here  is  pardon's  pledge  and  token. 
Guilt's  strong  chain. for  ever  broken. 

Righteous  peace  securely  made. 
Brightens  now  the  brow,  once  shaded 
Freshens  now  the  &ce,  once  fiuled. 

Peace  with  God  now  makes  as  glad 

LAll  the  love  of  God  is  yonder, 
ove  above  all  thought  and  inronder. 
Perfect  love  that  casts  out  fear  1 
Strength  like  dew,  is  here  dlstilUog 
Glorious  life  our  souls  is  filling;' — 
Life  eternal,  only  here  1 

4  Here  the  living  water  welleth. 
Here  the  rock  now  smitten,  telletii 

Of  salvation  freely  given. 
This  the  fount  of  love  and  pity. 
This  the  pathway  to  the  City, 

This  the  very  gate  of  heaveo. 

One  of  Dr.  Horatius  Bonar*s  ver 
compositions.  It  may  be  found  in  Hy. 
Faith  and  Hope,  Third  Series,  1 867. 
story  is  told  over  and  over  of  a  ^reat  p 
of  Jesus  in  the  agony  of  crucifixion. 
find  it  in  Colonel  Gardiner's  Biograf 
Zinzendorf's  Life ;  Norton  tells  it  anem 
Golden  Truths;  always  the  same,  \ 
different.  But  Gardiner  sees  it.  and  it 
to  say,  "  This  have  I  done  for  thee- 
hast  thou  done  for  me  ?"  And  Zinzendo 
it,  and  it  seems  to  say  the  same  to  him. 
the  *•  gipsy  girl  "  sees  it,  and  it  seems 
the  same  to  her.  In  each  case  the  si 
soul  is  pierced  with  conviction.  "  h 
love  of  (iod  is  yonder !" 

1021  "  '^'^  ^ouse  t^wine** 

Oh,  Christ,  he  is  the  fountain. 

The  deep,  sweet  well  <^lo\-el 
The  streams  on  earth  I  *ve  tasted. 

More  deep  I  '11  drink  above: 
There,  to  an  ocean  fuUnesa, 

H  is  mercy  doth  expand, 
And  Klor>',  glory  dwelleth 

In  Immanuers  land. 

2  Oh,  I  am  mv  Belov6d*8, 
And  my  Beloved's  mine  I 

Hehrines  a  poor  vile  sinner 
Into  "his  house  of  winel" 
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I  stand  upon  his  merit, 

1  know  no  other  stand, 
Not  ev'n  where  glor>'  dwelleth 

In  Imraanuel's  land. 

3  The  bride  eyes  not  her  garment, 

But  her  dear  Bridegroom's  face; 
1  will  not  gaze  at  gloiy, 

But  on  my  King  of  Grace — 
Not  at  the  crown  he  giveth, 

But  on  his  pierced  hand— 
The  I^inib  is  all  the  glor>' 

Of  Immanuel's  land. 

le  Rev.  Samuel  Rutherford  was  bom  in 
.at  Nisbet.  Roxburghshire,  in  Scotland; 
lied  at  St.  Andrew's.  March  20,  1661. 
story  of  his  life  has  been  often  told,  and 
menibcred  now  with  an  unusual  tender- 
wherever  the  English  language  is  spoken 
e  history  of  the  times  of  the  ancient  cov- 
t  is  revered.  He  was  educated  in  Edin- 
h.  and  in  1621  received  the  degree  of 
er  of  Arts;  soon  after  this  he  was  ap- 
ed Professor  of  Humanity  in  that  great 
;r  of  Scottish  literary  life.  But  he  seems 
.ve  preferred  to  preach  the  gospel ;  for 
ame  disappears  from  the  office  four  years 
Then  we  find  him  engaged  in  the 
•  of  thcolog)' ;  then  the  scant  annals  of 
arly  career  announce  that  he  was  settled 
I  town  of  .An worth  as  an  impressive  and 
minister.  In  one  of  his  fugitive  pieces, 
I  Stanley  is  very  happy  in  giving  this  re- 
able  man  an  introduction  to  us. 
seems  that  an  English  merchant  had 
attending  divine  service  at  St.  Andrew's, 
le  said  :  "  1  heard  one  sweet,  majestic- 
ug  preacher,  and  he  showed  me  the  maj- 
oif  (lod;  afterward,  I  heard  one  little  fair 
and  he  showed  me  the  loveliness  of 
it."  And  this  last  man,  remarks  Dean 
ev.  was  Samuel  Rutherford.  **  the  true 
of  the  Scottish  Covenant."  By  this 
et  of  description  has*  the  individual  been 
ver  honored  and  graced  by  our  great 
irn  scholar. 

the  small  town  where  he  earliest  minis- 
little  is  known  :  for  it  has  been  swept 
;s  by  the   centralization   of   the  villages 
cities,  and  the  neighborhood  is  now  much 
rural   than  it    was    two  hundred   years 
The    tourist    passes   the  spot    on   the 
across    to    Stranraer  from    Dumfries, 
ng  the  extreme  southern  coast  of  Scotch 
or)'.    Leaving  a  village  called  Gatehouse, 
1  the   .Murrays  cover  and   furnish  with 
ample  estates,  one  catches  a  glimpse  of 
>ld  tower  of  Cardoness  on   the  ri^ht  of 
ath  :  and  then,  close  by.  about  a  mile  off 
)ad,  in  a  secluded  little  valley,  is  a  pictur- 
\  ivy-covered  ruin  ;  this  is  all  that  is  now 
)f   the  Anworth  Church,  where  Samuel 


Rutherford  lived  and  labored.  He  loved  this 
little  parish  with  all  his  heart.  Of  his  home 
there  he  once  said  in  a  letter :  "  There  did  I 
wrestle  with  the  angel  and  prevail ;  woods, 
trees,  meadows,  and  hills  are  my  witnesses 
that  1  drew  on  a  fair  match  between  Christ 
and  Anworth." 

But  the  calmness  of  his  rural  retreat  was 
destined  to  be  broken.  He  is  called  higher. 
Before  long  he  issues  a  theological  volume, 
which  is  pronounced  so  fine  that  it  gains  him 
an  invitation  to  become  a  professor  on  the 
Continent;  he  is  asked  to  Utrecht, and  also 
to  Hardewyck.  His  real  troubles  began  the 
next  year.  He  was  attracting  notice  evi- 
dently as  a  divine,  and  making  himself 
dreaded  as  a  writer.  On  July  27,  1636,  he  re- 
ceived a  citation  to  appear  before  the  Court 
of  High  Commission  to  answer  to  his  non- 
conformity to  the  acts  of  Episcopacy  in  Scot- 
land. He  was  subsequently  deprived  of  his 
parish  in  Anworth,  and  a  trying  period  suc- 
ceeded, during  which  he  was  banished  to 
Aberdeen.  But  before  long  in  the  swift  con- 
fusions of  the  time,  the  changes  of  which 
can  hardly  be  followed  intelligently  at  this  re- 
mote distance,  the  covenanting  party  in  the 
realm  gained  the  ascendancy,  and  Rutherford 
came  back  to  his  old  charge.  This  was  in 
1638,  and  in  1639  he  was  made  one  of  the 
professors  in  St.  Andrew's ;  and  in  1643  he 
was  sent  to  London  as  a  member  of  the 
historic  Westminster  Assembly,  where  he 
served  the  Scotch  Church  faithfully  for  four 
serious  and  perilous  years.  He  wTOte  several 
volumes,  among  which  was  the  famous  pam- 
phlet entitled  Lex  Rex,  It  was  his  lot  to  sec 
that  treatise  burned  publicly  under  his  win- 
dows after  the  Restoration  in  1660.  The 
Committee  of  Estates  paid  the  highest  com- 
pliment in  their  power  to  its  effectiveness  by 
flashing  the  fire  of  its  burning  against  the 
walls  of  St.  Andrew's,  But  this  was  nothing 
of  itself ;  only  it  led  the  way  to  further  and 
more  bitter  persecutions.  He  was  abruptly 
deprived  of  his  offices,  and  cited  to  appear  be- 
fore the  next  Parliament  on  the  charge  of 
high  treason.  This  received  a  characteristic 
answer.  He  was  ill,  and  soon  was  dying. 
He  sent  his  final  word  back  to  the  court :  '*  I 
am  summoned  before  a  higher  court  and  judi- 
catory ;  that  first  summons  I  behoove  to  an- 
swer ;  and  ere  a  few  days  arrive,  I  shall  be 
where  few  kings  and  great  folks  come," 

These  meager  facts  are  all  that  are  neces- 
sary to  render  clear  to  the  students  of  hym- 
nology  why  we  attribute  to  Samuel  Rutherford 
as  the  autnor  those  matchless  stanzas  which 
we  admit  were  written  by  a  Scotch  lady  In 
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Melrose,  and  were  published  as  lately  as  1857 
in  The  Christian  Treasury,  Mrs.  Anne 
Ross  Cousin,  the  truly  gifted  daughter  of  Dr 
David  Ross  Cundell  of  Leith,  married  after- 
wards to  the  Rev.  William  Cousin,  an  hon- 
ored clergyman  of  the  Free  Church  of  Scot- 
land, composed  the  poem  of  nineteen  double 
verses  called  "  Glory  dwelleth  in  Immanuel's 
Land,"  now  published  in  tracts  all  over  the 
world.  But  the  thoughts  contained  in  it.  and 
most  of  the  peculiar  expressions  among  the 
lines,  were  uttered  by  Samuel  Rutherford 
hmiself  while  he  was  lying  on  his  death-bed. 

1022  "  The  living  Bread.' 


7S.  3I. 


Jesus  to  thy  table  led, 
Now  let  every  heart  be  fed 
With  the  true  and  \\\\n%  bread. 

2  While  in  iK*niteiice  we  knee), 
Thy  sweet  presence  let  us  fee!,' 
All  thy  wondrous  love  reveal ! 

%  While  on  thy  dear  crc»ss  we  Raze, 
Mourning  o'er  our  sinful  ways, 
Turn  our  sadness  into  praise ! 

4  When  we  taste  the  mvstic  wine, 
Of  thine  outpoure<l  blood  the  sign, 
Fill  our  hearts  with  love  divine! 

5^  From  the  bonds  of  sin  release, 
Cold  and  wavering  faith  increase, 
Lamb  of  God,  grant  us  thy  peace! 

6  Lead  us  by  thy  picrcC'd  hand. 
Till  around  thy  throne  we  stand, 
In  the  bright  and  better  land. 

Rev.  Robert  Hall  Baynes,  M.  A.,  was  bom 
at  Wellington,  Somerset,  p:ngland.  March  10. 
1831,  and  educated  at  Oxford,  graduating  B. 
A.  in  1856.     He  was  ordained   in    1855,  and 
was  curate  first  at  Christ  Church,  Blackfriars. 
afterwards   at   Whitechapel.    Maidstone,  and 
Coventr\-.      He    was    designated    Bishop  of 
Madagascar  in   1870.  but  declined  the  next 
year,  and  in  1873  received  the  appointment  of 
Honorar)-    Canon    of   Worcester    Cathedral. 
In  1880  he   became   vicar   of    Holy   Trinity, 
Folkstone.     Canon  Baynes  has  compiled  sev- 
eral successful  books  of  sacred  poetry,  and 
is  also  known  as  the  author  of  a   number  of 
excellent  hymns  which  are   in   general    use. 
The  one  for  Communion  quoted  here  is  per- 
haps  the    most   popular.     It  was  first  pub- 
lished in  his  Canterbury  Hymnat,  1864. 

1023  Hraring  thr  Ctois.  8s,  7s.  D. 

jKSts.  I  my  (Tdss  have  taken. 

.Ml  t')  leave,  and  tnllow  thee  : 
Naked,  poor.  <lc<pised,  fof^akeM. 

Thou,  from  lu-uce.  my  .ill  shall  Ik*! 
Perish,  every  loud  ambition, 
^  All  1  've  sought,  or  hop-.-d.  or  known, 
Vet  how  rif  h  is  mv  (  omlition, 

f?<Ki  and  heaven  are  still  my  own  ! 

2  Let  the  world  (K-vpJse  aiul  leave  me, 

TIk-v  have  left  mv  Saviour  to.i; 
Human  ln.-arts  and  liMiks  deceive  me — 

Thou  art  not.  like  them,  untrue; 


Oh,  while  thoa  dott  siiiile  npon  me. 

God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  mifht 
F^  may  hate,  and  friends  diaSwii  n^ 

Show  thy  fiicc,  and  all  is  brifcht. 

3  r>i*°.™*>*  trouble  and  distress  me, 

T  will  but  drive  me  to  thy  brestt : 
Life  with  trials  hard  may  press  me* 

H^yen  will  bring  me  sweeter  rest  I 
Oh.  t  IS  not  m  gneTto  harm  me 

While  thy  love  is  lea  to  mc^ 

^\r '  ^'JV?^  *"  J*^  *"  charm  me. 
Were  that  joy  unmixed  with  thee. 

4  Go  then,  earthly  fame  and  treasure! 
Come,  disaster  scorn,  and  pain  ! 

In  thy  ser\'ice  pam  is  pleasureT 
I  .y^'^^  ihv  favor.  loss  is  ijain. 
I  have  called  thee^Abba,  Father  1 

I  have  .stayed  my  heart  on  thee  I 
Storms  may  howl  and  clouds  mav  nihcr. 

All  must  work  for  j^ood  to  me 


Nearly  half  a  century  a^  Professor  Wite 
m  his  Aoctes  Amdrosianer,  exclaimed :  "Hk 
you   seen  a  little  volume   entitled   Talak 
Verse,  by   the   Rev.    Henr>'     Francis   Lilt 
which  seems  to  have  reached  a  second  * 
tion  }    Now  that  is  the  right  kind  of  relm 
poetry."     It  is  evident  that  the  critic  hid  a 
foresight  of  the  merit  which  the  Church  wo* 
recognize  l)efore  long.     This  obscure  coiiBf 
rector  was  to  become  famous  anionir  the  sav- 
ing children  of  God.     The  fine  poem  anaM 
so  much  attention  at  once  that  u>rmanvveas 
it  was  credited  in  all  the  American  colle<tiaa 
to  Sir  Robert  Grant;  for  nobody  knew  cwB 
the  name  of  this  modest  curate,  who  was  divid- 
ing his  time  with  working  out  unwelcome  i* 
rochial  tasks  and  teaching  African  freedraa. 
just  liberated  from  slavery,  so  that  the\-  in«tat 
go  as  catechists  and  school-masters  to  Siena 
Leone.     In  1824  this  familiar  piece  of  podiT 
appeared    in   Sacred  Poetry^  Edinbur^irto 
general  form  being  the  same  as  now?  wtt 
six  double  stanzas.     But  it  must  ha\"c  beci 
composed  several  years  earlier  than  this,    k 
has  a  living  connection  with  the  most  inter- 
esting fact  that  up  to  1 818  he  was  not  a  inilf 
converted  man.     He  was  preaching  a  gospd 
which  experimentally  he  did  not  understani 
This  he  did  not  suspect  till,  on  a  cenainocxa- 
sion,  he  was  sent  for  by  a  brother  clergymaa 
who  was  dying  and  needed  counsel.    Then 
he  found  he  knew  no  more  than  this  unfortth 
nate  neighbor  about  the  w^-  of  salvation  by 
a    crucilied    Redeemer.     They    were    bou 
frightened  and  subdued.    Together  they  com- 
menced an  eager  and  anxious  study  of  the 
vScriptures.  and  in  turn  each  was  soon  changed 
by  the  .Spirit  of  divine  grace  in  the  whole  tem- 
per of  his  mind  and  life.     From  this  moment 
the  author  of  the  hymn  began  a  career  cf 
thorough  devotion.     It  is  evident  that  these 
verses  were  inspired  by  the  one  great  text  of 
the  New  Testament :  "  If  any  man  uiU  come 
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er  me,  let  him  deny  himself,  and  take  up 
cross  daily,  and  follow  me." 

24  Th^  Crown  cotmmg.  8s,  6s.  D. 

Soul,  then  know  thy  ftill  salvation. 

Rise  o'er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care ; 
Joy,  to  find  in  every  station 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear. 
Think  what  Spirit  dwells  within  thee; 

Think  what  Father's  smiles  are  thine ; 
Think  that  Jesus  died  to  win  thee  1 

Child  of  heaven,  canst  thou  repine? 

2  Haste  thee  on  from  grace  to  glory. 

Armed  by  faith  and  winged  by  prayer  I 
Heaven's  eternal  day's  before  thee, 

God's  own  hand  shall  guide  thee  there: 
Soon  shall  close  thy  earthly  mission. 

Soon  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days, 
Hope  shall  change  to  glad  fruition. 

Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise. 

This  is  the  latter  part  of  the  previous  hymn, 
ich  has  been  divided  for  convenience  in 
ging.  Often  in  the  American  manuals  the 
t  two  stanzas  are  used  as  a  hymn  by  them- 
ves,  commencing  "  Know,  my  soul,  thy 
I  salvation."  The  sentiment  of  the  poetry 
in^es  rapidly  from  surrender  to  triumph, 
id  It  is  well  to  know,  and  sometimes  to  call 
mind,  that  the  last  glorious  words  of  this 
•ubled  man,  who  sang  almost  till  breath 
led  him,  were  just  these  :  **  Peace — ^joy." 


(25 


88,78. 


A  spotless  soul. 

Jesus,  who  on  Calvary's  mountain 
Poured  thy  precious  blood  for  me. 

Wash  me  in  its  flowing  fountain, 
That  my  soul  may  spotless  be. 

2  In  thy  word  I  hear  thee  saying. 

Come  and  I  will  give  you  rest ; 
Now  the  gracious  call  obeying. 

See,  I  hasten  to  thy  breast. 

From  Rev.  Henry  Ward  Beecher's  Plymouth 
Uection,  1855,  this  hymn  was  taken.  It  is 
>bably  an  original ;  but  we  can  find  no  trace 
latever  of  its  author.  It  expresses  chiefly 
I  writer's  belief  in  the  cleansing  power  of 
;  blood  of  Christ  shed  for  sinners.  "  Mark 
u,"  said  a  pious  sailor,  when  explaining  to 
.hipmate  at  the  wheel ;  "  mark  you,  it  is  n't 
:aking  off  swearing  and  the  like ;  it  is  n't 
iding  the  Bible,  nor  praying  nor  being  good : 
s  none  of  these ;  for  even  if  they  would  an- 
er  for  the  lime  to  come,  there's  still  the  old 
)re ;  and  how  are  you  to  get  over  that }  It 
I't  anything  that  you  have  done  or  can  do ; 
s  takmg  hold  of  what  Jesus  did  for  you ; 
>  forsaking  your  sins,  and  expecting  the 
-don  and  salvation  of  your  soul,  because 
rist  let  the  waves  and  billows  go  over  him 
Calvary.  This  is  believing,  and  believing 
lothing  else." 

26  Before  the  Cross.  8s,  78.  D. 

SwBKT  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing. 
Which  before  the  cross  we  spend : 

Life,  and  health,  and  peace  possessing. 
From  the  sinner's  dying  Friend. 


Truly  blcaaCd  ia  thia  aUtion, 

Low  before  his  croas  to4ie. 
While  we  see  divine  compassion 

Beaming  in  his  gracious  eye. 

a  Love  and  grief  our  hearts  dividing. 

With  our  tears  his  feet  we  bathe ; 
Constant  still,  in  &ith  abiding, 

Life  deriving  from  hu  death. 
For  thy  sorrows  we  adore  thee. 

For  the  nains  that  wrougrht  our  peace. 
Gracious  saviour  I  we  implore  thee 

In  our  souls  thy  love  increase. 

3  Here  we  feel  our  sins  forgiven, 

While  upon  the  Lamb  we  gaze, 
And  our  tnoughts  are  all  of  heaven. 

And  our  lips  o'erflow  with  praise. 
Still  in  ceaseless  contemplation, 

Fix  our  hearts  and  eyes  on  thee, 
Till  we  taste  thy  full  salvation, 

And,  unvailea,  thy  glories  see. 

In  the  Kendal  Hymn-Book,  edited  by  Rev. 
James  Allen,  1757,  a  piece  of  rather  rude  po- 
etry appears  which  it  is  said  the  author  marted 
as  his  own.  But  Rev.  Walter  Shirley  re-wrote 
it  into  the  present  shape  in  1774,  and  put  it  in 
the  book  used  in  Lady  Huntingdon's  Chapels. 
It  began,  "  While  my  Jesus  I  in  possessing." 
The  alterations  are  extensive,  and  all  for  ue 
better  in  taste  and  form  of  expression ;  but 
the  hymn  is  the  composition  of  its  maker. 

1097  Parting  Hymn.  88, 78. 

From  the  table  now  retiring. 
Which  for  us  the  Lord  hath  n>read, 

May  our  souls  refreshment  finding. 
Grow  in  all  things  like  our  Head ! 

a  Hia  example  while  beholding, 

May  our  lives  his  image  bear : 
Him  our  Lord  and  Master  calling. 

His  commands  may  we  revere. 

3  Love  to  God  and  man  displaying. 
Walking  steadfiut  in  his  way, 

Joy  attend  us  in  bdieving. 
Peace  from  God,  through  endless  day. 

4  Praise  and  honor  to  the  Father, 
Praise  and  honor  to  the  Son, 

Praise  and  honor  to  the  Spirit, 
Ever  Three  and  ever  One. 

Rev.  John  Rowe  was  bom  near  Crediton, 
England,  April  17.  1764,  and  educated  at 
Hoxton  Academy  and  at  Hackney  College. 
He  entered  the  ministry  on  his  graduation, 
and  in  1787  was  chosen  as  one  of  the  pas- 
tors of  a  Presbyterian  church  in  Shrewsbur)*. 
The  leiM;th  of  nis  stay  here  is  uncertain ;  but 
in  1797  he  became  associate  minister  of  the 
Unitarian  chapel  at  Lewin's  Mead,  Bristol ; 
a  position  which  he  held  until  1831,  when  he 
was  seized  with  paralysis.  The  following 
year  he  resigned  his  charge  and  went  laitn 
nis  daughter  to  Italy.  She  was  the  only  sur- 
viving member  of  nis  family,  and  her  care 
was  with  him  to  the  last.  He  died  in  Sienna« 
July  2,  1832.  The  hymn  which  was  quoted 
here,  dated  18 12,  is  the  only  one  by  which 
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he  is  known  at  present,  but  it  is  a  favorite  for 
Communion  ser\ices. 

1028  Christ  on   the  Ctoss.  8s,  7s.  D. 

Whkn  I  view  my  Saviour  bleeding?, 

For  my  sins,  ujmhi  the  tree; 
Oh,  how  \von<irou'>  I — how  cxceediiiff 

Creal  his  love  ap|K*ars  to  me  ! 
Floods  ot  rlvep  distress  and  anguish. 

To  imiMMlc  liis  labors,  came  : 
Yet  they  all  could  in»t  extinguish 

Love'j*  eternal,  burning  flame. 

2  Now  rt^lcmption  is  complctetl, 
Full  salvation  is  procurcti ; 

Death  and  Satan  are  (ief'eated 

By  the  sufferings  he  endure<l. 
Now  the  jijracious  Me<liator 

Kisen  to  the  courts  ol"  bliss, 
Claims  tor  me.  a  sinful  creature. 

Pardon,  riKhteouMiess,  and  peace ! 

3  Sure  such  infinite  affection 
Lays  the  highest  claims  to  mine; 

All  my  powers,  witliout  exce^)tlon, 

Should   in  fer\enl  praises  join, 
Jesus,  tit  me  for  thy  ser\'ice  ; 

Form  me  ft»r  thyself  al«me ; 

1  am  thy  m<»st  costly  purchase — 
Take  iwjssession  of  thine  own. 

Richard  Lcc.  the  author  of  this  familiar 
and  useful  hynm.  was  an  ICnj^lish  mechanic. 
He  publishfd  in  London.  1794.  a  volume 
which  he  entitled,  F/oicrrs  from  Sharon, 
from  which  five  pieces,  of  which  this  is  one. 
found  a  place  in  Dobell's  Selection,  1806. 
This  author  did  what  he  did  for  his  little 
book  when  he  was  "  between  the  ages  of 
t'lfteen  and  nineteen."  The  most  of  the 
j)ieces  were  published  previously  in  the 
Eviini^clical  Miii^az/ne  over  the  sii(nature  of 
"  IClK-nezcr."  At  that  time  the  writer  lived 
in  LeiccsttT  P'ields.  London.  In  1816  he  was 
older,  and  perhaps  not  so  (juiet;  for  Livniij; 
Aiif/iors  says  he  was  **  a  political  and  reli- 
t^ious  fanatic."  This  seems  to  l>e  all  the 
record  whirh  has  been  made  of  him.  The 
hymn  is  excellent,  and  its  sentiment  lives 
throujij^h  the  century  for  j^ood.  .\  simple 
vision  of  Jesus  on  the  cross  subdues  the  whole 

soul  to    InVf. 

1 029  ' '  /•>'•«-'•  -'•'  "  Ss,  7s.  D. 

('••Ml-.  lhf»u  I'ouiil  of  i'Vc»-\  blessing. 

Time  m\  luail  t<»  sniij  thy  grace; 
Stu-aniNiii'  iniiiA.  ii»a  rr  »  ra>in<, 

Call  fur  M»ii.gs  «•!  ImiuIisI  prai*»e; 
T«Mi  h  mc-  some  meliMli»>iis  sunnct. 

Sniig  by  teaming  l«ingm<  .iImivc  ; 
I'lai-^e  the  nmunt-  -I  'm  tixcil  uimui  it — 

Miiuiit  of  thy  fe<ieemini;  Imw! 

2  Htr»'  I  '11  raise  mine  Fluti-e/er: 
HitlnT  bv  thy  help  I  'm  1  i»me  : 

.\iul  I  hopf,  bv  thy  g«Mii|  plrasUK*. 

Safi-b  l<»  arrive  at  Inuni-. 
Ji'-^iis  "{MU^ht  me  wlu-n  a  sttani:ei. 

Wandering  from  llit- ImM  ui  Cud; 
Hi*,  t"  rescue  m«-  Irom  dank;er, 

InuriM<>«Ml  his  pte»  ious  bl«MHl. 


3  Oh.  to  g:race  how  mAt  a  debtor 
Daily  I  *in  constrained  to  be! 

Let  thy  {goodness,  like  a  letter. 
Bind  my  wanderinf^  heart  to  thee. 

Prone  to  wander.  Lord,  1  feel  it ; 
Pnme  to  leave  the  God  I  love; 

Here's  my  heart,  oh,  take  and  seal  it- 
Seal  it  for  thy  courts  abo%*e. 

For  a  \on^  while  this  hymn  was  attribottl 
to  the  Countess  of  Huntingdon.  But  Rck 
Robert  Robinson,  giving  a  list  of  his  on 
compositions  up  to  1781.  says :  "  Mr.  Wbctf- 
ley,  of  Norwich,  published  a  hymn  beginmoii 

*  Come,  thou  Fount  of  every  olessing.'  snoe 
repeated  in  the  hymn-books  of  Messrs.  Mada. 
Wesley,  (iifford,  and  others."  This  w-as  in 
1758.  Generally  now  the  authorship  is  credit- 
ed to  him  without  dispute.  Dr.  Joseph 
Helcher  in  his  Historical  Sketches  of  //r*'«. 
1859.  gives  an  interesting  statement  concern- 
ing the  later  years  of  this  man.  He  saw: 
"  From  a  descendant  of  one  of  the  panics 
referred  to  in  the  narrative  we  received,  some 
twenty  years  since,  the  affeclinj;^  statement « 
now  make.  In  the  latter  p>art  of  his  life. 
when  Mr.  Robinson  seemed  to  hax-c  Va 
much  of  his  devotional  feeling,  and  when  he 
indulged  in  habits  of  levity,  he  was  traveling 
in  a  stage-coach  with  a  lady,  who  soon  per- 
ceived that  he  was  well  acquainted  with  re- 
ligion. She  had  just  before  been  readinethe 
hymn  of  which  we  are  writing,  and  askra  his 
opinion  of  it — as  she  might  properly  da 
since  neither  of  them  knew  who  the  otho 
was.  He  waived  the  subject  and  turned  her 
attention  to  some  other  topic ;  but  after  a 
short  period  she  contrived  to  return  to  it.  and 
described  the  benefits  she  had  often  deri\'«d 
from  the  hymn  and  her  strong  admiration  of 
its  sentiments.  She  observed  that  the  gentle- 
man was  strongly  agitated,  but,  as  he  was 
dressed  in  colored  clothes,  did  not  suspect  the 
cause.  This  garb  Robinson  was  compelled 
to  assume  in  traveling,  as  where\*er  he  w0 
known  he  was  pressed  to  stay  to  preach.  At 
length,  entirely  overcome  by  the  power  of 
his  feelings,  he  burst   into  tears  and  said: 

*  Madam.  I  am  the  poor,  unhappy  man  who 
composed  that  hymn  many  years  aro ;  and  I 
would  give  a  thousand  worlds,  if  Ihad  them. 
to  enjoy  the  feelings  I  then  had.'  *' 

1 030  "  ffi'^  tt'^  piercedr  8s.  71^  D. 

CoMK,  thou  evcrlastinj^  Spirit, 

KriiiK  to  ever%'  thankful  mind 
All  the  Saviour  9  dying  merit. 

All  his  sulferifijKs  for  mankind  : 
True  rei'onier  ofhis  passion. 

Now  the  livinjic  faith  impart ; 
Nrm-  reveal  his  /creat  salvation 

I'nto  ever>'  faithful  heart. 

2  Come,  thou  Witness  of  his  dyiqg ; 

Come,  Remembrancer  divine ; 
Let  us  feel  thy  power  apptyliw 

Christ  to  every  soul  and  mini 
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Let  us  groan  thine  inward  groaning: 
Look  on  him  we  pierced^  and  grieve; 

All  partake  the  grace  atoning, — 
All  the  sprinkled  blood  receive. 

This  piece  conies  from  Hymns  on  the  LonTs 
tper,  prepared  by  the  two  brothers,  John 
i  Charles  Wesley,  1745.  The  Methodist 
mnai,  1878,  which  ought  to  be  ^ood 
hority,  makes  no  hesitation  in  crediting 
5  familiar  Communion  song  to  Charles 
;sley.  The  title  it  bears  is  **  A  Memorial 
the  Death  of  Christ." 

3 1  /.  Peter  5:5.  8s,  7s.  D. 

Yks,  for  me,  for  me  he  careth 

With  a  brother's  tender  care; 
Yes,  with  me.  with  me  he  shareth 

Every  burden,  every-  fear. 
Yes,  for  me  he  standeth  pleading 

At  the  mercy-seat  above, 
Ever  for  me  interceding, 

Constant  in  untiring  love. 

2  Yes,  in  me,  in  me  he  dwelleth, 

I  in  him,  and  he  in  me  I 
And  my  empty  soul  he  filleth. 

Here  and  through  eternity. 
Thus  1  wait  for  his  returning, 

Singing  all  the  way  to  heaven  ; 
Such  the  joyous  song  of  morning, 

Such  the  banquet  song  of  even. 

Vnother  of  Dr.  Horatius  Bonar's  composi- 
is,  taken  from  Songs  for  the  Wilderness^ 
.  2.  1844.  It  is  entitled  there  "Christ 
Elder  Brother."  and  is  founded  upon  I. 
;er  5  :  6,  7  :  "  Humble  yourselves  therefore 
ier  the  mighty  hand  of  God,  that  he  may 
lit  you  in  due  time  :  casting  all  your  care 
)n  him  ;  for  he  careth  for  you."  Such  a 
nderful  suggestion  renders  these  verses  a 
anquet  song  "  indeed. 

32  The  reproach  of  Christ.  8s.  7s.  D. 

Cross,  reproach,  and  tribulation  I 

Ye  to  me  are  welcome  guests 
When  I  have  this  consolation, 

That  my  soul  in  Tesus  rests. 
The  reproach  of  Christ  is  glorious  I 

Those  who  here  his  burden  bear, 
In  the  end  shall  prove  victorious, 

And  eternal  gladness  share. 

2  Bonds  and   stripes,  and  evil  story, 

Are  our  htinorable  crowns; 
Pain  is  peace,  and  shame  is  glory, 

(iloorny  duiiKeons  arc  as  thrones, 
Bear,  then,  the  reproach  of  Jesus 

Ye  who  live  a  life  of  faith  ! 
Lift  triumphant  songs  and  praises 

Ev'n  in  martyrdom  and  clcath. 

Phis  poem  has  made  its  way  from  the 
in  intoCfcrman  tx^fore  reaching  its  present 
k(lish  form.  The  original,  **  Salve  crux 
fa,  S(j/7'(',"  was  written  by  Rev.  Johann 
Ihelm  Petersen,  who  was  for  a  time 
jrt  l*rea(h<T  to  the  Duke  of  Holstcin, 
1  died  in  1727.  A  German  version  of  the 
nn,  a  free  translation  in  twenty-one  stanzas, 


was  made  by  Rev.  Ludwig  Andreas  Gottcr,  a 
contemporary  of  Mr.  Petersen,  and  like  him 
a  Court  Preacher.  From  this  version  an 
English  translation  was  made  by  unknown 
authors  for  the  Monrvian  Hymn  Book,  which 
appeared  in  1789,  and  this  has  been  frequent- 
ly reprinted  in  American  collections.  The 
poem  is  a  fervent  thanksgiving  that  those 
who  are  Christ's  servants  are  considered 
worthy  to  share  in  his  sufferings  and  follow 
in  his  footsteps.  When  Robert  Bruce  died 
he  laid  the  solemn  charge  upon  his  faithful 
friend  Douglas  to  bear  his  heart,  enshrined 
in  a  silver  case,  to  Jerusalem,  that  it  might  be 
interred  near  the  sepulcher  of  Christ.  The 
noble  Scotchman  set  out  on  his  long  journey, 
the  relic  in  his  bosom.  But  the  way  was 
difficult,  and  the  path  was  perilous.  In  Spain 
he  was  beset  by  a  party  of  Moors,  and  in  ut- 
termost danger  for  his  life.  Back  on  him  and 
his  few  trusted  adherents  the  barbarians  were 
pressing.  In  the  instant  when  it  seemed  he  must 
be  overpowered,  he  is  related  to  have  flung 
the  sacred  casket  ahead  directly  among  his 
enemies,  and  then,  with  superhuman  energy, 
to  have  dashed  himself  after  it,  exclaiming : 
'*  Where  Bruce's  heart  has  gone,  a  Douglas' 
hand  will  never  fail  to  follow T"  So  he  saved 
himself  and  all  he  valued.  Let  there  be  one 
sole,  intelligible  purpose  in  our  whole  being. 
Where  went  the  heart  of  Christ }  Then  shall 
we  follow  on. 


1033 


'*  Bread  0/ Heaven:' 


IDS.  2\. 


O  King  of  mercy,  from  thy  throne  on  high 
Look  down  in  love,  and  hear  our  humble  cr>'. 

3  Thou  tender  Shepherd  of  the  blood-bought  sheep 
Thy  feeble  wandering  flock  in  safety  keep. 

3  O  gentle  Saviour,  by  thy  death  we  live  ; 
TO  contrite  sinners  life  eternal  give. 

4  Thou  art  the  Bread  of  heaven,  on  thee  we  feed  : 
Be  near  to  help  our  souls  in  time  of  need. 

5  Thou  art  the  mourner's  stay,  the  sinner's  Friend, 
Sweet  fount  of  joy  and  blessings  without  end. 

6  Oh,  come  and  cheer  us  with  thy  heavenly  grace, 
Reveal  the  brightness  of  thy  glorious  face. 

7  In  cooling  cloud  by  day,  in  fire  by  night, 

Be  near  our  steps,  and  make  our  darkness  light. 

8  Go  where  we  go,  abide  where  we  abide. 

In  life,  in  death,  our  comfort,  strength,  and  Guide. 

9  Oh,  lead  us  dailv  with  thine  eye  of  love. 
And  bring  us  safely  to  our  home  above. 

Rev.  Thomas  Rawson  Birks.  M.  A.,  was 
bom  in  September,  18 10,  and  graduated  at 
Trinity  College,  Cambridge.  He  took  Holy 
Orders  in  1837  and  in  1844  became  rector  of 
Kelshall.  Herts,  England.  After  twenty-two 
years  of  faithful  serv^ice  in  this  charge,  he  was 
transferred  to  be  vicar  of  Holy  Trinity,  Cam- 
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bridge;  and  in  1871  he  was  made  Honorar>' 
Canon  of  Ely  Catiiedral.  The  next  year  he 
became  Professor  of  Moral  Philosophy  at 
Cambridge,  dying  there  July  21,  1883,  Canon 
Birks  was  a  man  of  great  ability,  and  his  writ- 
ings, which  number  twenty-five  volumes,  are 
on  biblical,  astronomical,  scientific,  and  pro- 
phetic subjects.  In  addition  to  this  he  was  the 
author  of  more  than  one  hundred  hymns,  most 
of  which  appeared  in  the  Christian  Psalmody 
of  his  father-in-law,  Rev.  Edward  Bickersteth, 
published  in  1833.  This  version  of  Psalm  80 
appeared  in  his  Companion  Psalter ^  1874,  and 
has  become  ver)'  popular. 


f034 


'  Peace,  pet  feet  peace. ' ' 


los.  3I. 


Fkach,  perfect  peace,  in  this  dark  world  of  sin? 
The  blood  of  Jesus  whispers  peace  within. 

2  Peace,  perfect  peace,  by  thronj^ng  duties  pressed  ? 
To  do  the  will  of  Jesus,  this  is  rest. 

3  Peace,  perfect  peace,  with  sorrows  surging  round  ? 
On  Jesus  bosom  naught  but  calm  is  found. 

4  Peace,  perfect  peace,  with  loved  ones  far  away  ? 
In  Jesus'  keeping  we  are  safe  and  thc>'. 

5  Peace,  perfect  peace,  our  future  all  unknown? 
Jesus  we  know,  and  he  is  on  the  throne. 

6  Peace.  i>erfect  peace,  death  shadowing  us  and  ours? 
Jesus  has  vanquished  death  and  all  its  powers. 

7  It  is  enough  :  earth's  struggles  soon  shall  cease, 
And  Jesus  c^ll  us  to  heaven's  perfect  peace. 

Although  he  was  the  composer  of  many 
sacred  songs,  it  is  likely  that  the  Rev.  Edward 
Henr\'  Bickersteth,  D.  I).,  now  the  Bishop  of 
Exeter  in  England,  is  better  known  to  the 
American  public  through  his  imaginative 
poem,  }  'tstcrday.  To-day ,  and  Forn'er,  than 
m  any  other  way.  A  wide  circulation  has 
been  given  to  this  composition  on  our  side  of 
the  sea.  It  consists  of  twelve  books,  written 
in  blank  verse :  and  it  has  chosen  for  its  theme 
a  picture  of  the  Past.  Present,  and  Future,  as 
the  range  of  a  human  soul  would  reach  it,  in 
Heaven.  Earth,  and  Hell.  \'er\'  few  poets  have 
attempted  to  arrest  public  attention  uix)n  a 
subject  so  lofty  since  the  days  of  Dante  and 
.Milton ;  but  this  effort  has  been  an  unusual  and 
brilliant  success ;  the  book  is  full  of  power  and 
pathos. 

The  hymn  now  before  us  is  peculiar  in  that 
it  consists  of  several  direct  questions  and  their 
answers :  a  peculiarity  exquisitely  rendered  by 
the  music  to  which  it  is  commonly  sung:  the 
first  strain  bearing  the  plaintive  and  wistful 
tone  of  the  questioner,  and  the  following 
strain  replying  with  a  bright  and  vigorous 
promise  from  the  words  of  our  Saviour.  These 
seven  stanzas,  suggested  by  Isaiah  26 :  3,  were 
written  in  1875,  and  printed  in  a  small  pam- 
phlet of  \\\'it  hynms,  entitled  Sonj^s  in  the  House 


of  Pilgrimage,  published  in  Hampstea 
out  date.  One  of  the  most  imponant 
rendered  to  the  hymn-using  churches^ 
which  Dr.  Bickersteth  did  when  be  c 
and  somewhat  revised  the  collection  < 
published  by  his  father,  the  Rev. 
Bickersteth.  who  was  the  rector  of 
through  many  active  years,  as  well  as 
of  much  repute  as  author  of  The  0 
Standard.  This  collection  contain 
hymns  by  the  compiler. 

f035  '*  This  is  his  Body.** 

Draw  nteh  and  Uke  the  body  of  your  Lm 
And  drink  the  holy  blood  for  you  outpoan 
Offered  was  he  for  greatest  and  for  least. 
Himself  the  victim  and  himself  the  prieaL 

3  He,  that  in  this  world  rules  his  saints, ai 
To  all  believers  life  eternal  yields  ; 
With  heavenly  bread  makes  them  that  hoiq 
Gives  living  waters  to  the  thirsting  sooL 

3  Approach  ye  then  with  faithful  hearts  sii 
And  take  the  pledges  of  salvation  hen. 
O  Judge  of  all,  our  only  Saviour  thou. 
In  this  thy  feast  of  love  be  with  us  now. 

Dr.  John  Mason  Neale  £pves  us 
fresh  and  beautiful  translation  from  an 
mous  Latin  h^nnn  probably  a  thonsan 
old  :  **  Sancti  venite,  corpus  Christi  j 
The  original  is  printed  in  full  in  tl 
Hibernica  Sacra ^  1878.  It  was  a  h 
the  early  Irish  Church,  and  it  has  be 
jectured  that  it  was  composed  wit 
borders.  A  copy  of  it  was  found  in  th 
phonarium  Benchorense,  A.  D.  680 
the  monaster}'  of  Bangor,  County  Dov 
in  the  Ambrosian  Library  at  Milan 
version  of  Dr.  Neale  appears  in  Mi 
Hymns,  1851. 

1 036  ' '  Do  this  in  remembrance.** 

"  This  is  my  body,  which  is  given  for  you  ; 

Do  this."  he  said,  and  brake,  "  remembering i 
O  Lamb  of  (i<xl,  our  iiaschal  oRering  true. 

To  us  the  bread  of  life  each  moment  be. 

2  "  This  is  my  blood,  for  sins'  remission  shed  ;* 
He  spake,  and  passed  the  cup  of  bleuing  roi 

So  let  us  drink,  and,  on  life's  fullness  fed. 
With  heavenly  joy  each  quickening  puke  shsl 


3  Some  will  betray  thee— "  Master,  is  It  I?" 
Leaning  upon  thy  love,  we  ask  in  fear — 

Ourselves  mistrusting,  earnestly  we  cry 
To  thee,  the  Strong,  for  strength,  when  sin  is 

4  But  round  us  fall  the  e\'ening  shadows  dim ; 
A  saddened  awe  iK'r>'ades  our  darkening  sens 

In  solemn  choir  we  sing  the  parting  hymn, 
And  hear  thy  voice.  "  Arise,  let  us  go  hence.** 

This  hymn  was  written  by  Charle: 
rence  Ford,  who  was  bom  at  Bath*  En 
in  1830.  He  is  the  son  of  an  artist  of  i 
and  was  educated  at  London  Uni\ 
Since  his  j^duation  he  has  been  enga 
scholastic  work.    Mr.  Ford  is  the  auuu 
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;r  of  hymns  and  poems  which  were 
led  in  1874  with  the  title  Lyra  Christ i. 
ne  given  here,  which  was  written  for 
union    service,   is    perhaps    the    best 

i. 

The  Memorial.  108. 

lest  memorial  of  our  dying  Lord, 
living  bread  lo  men  doth  here  alford  I 
ay  our  souls  for  ever  feed  on  thee, 
liou,  O  Chrisl,  for  ever  precious  be ! 

ntain  of  goodness  I  Jesus,  Lord  and  God  ! 
>e  us,  unclean,  with  thy  most  cleansing  blood; 
ise  our  faith  and  love,  that  we  may  know 
ope  and  peace  which  from  thy  presence  flow. 

hrist  !  whom  now  beneath  a  vail  we  see, 
hat  we  thirst  for  soon  our  portion  be  ; 
ze  on  thee  unvailed,  and  see  thy  face, 
ision  of  thy  glor>'  and  thy  grace. 

.  James  Russell  Woodford,  D.  D., 
>  of  Ely  in  the  English  Church,  trans- 
:his  from  the  old  Latin  poem  of  St. 
IS  of  Aquino.  "  Adoro  Te  (Uvote,  latens 
."  Dr.  John  Mason  Neale  has  been 
as  saying  concerning  this  ancient 
that  it  •'  was  never  in  public  use  in  the 
val  Church  ;  but  it  has  been  appended, 
rivate  devotion,  to  most  missals.  It  is 
'  of  notice  how  the  Angelic  Doctor,  as 
d  to  employ  any  pomp  of  words  on  ap- 
ing so  tremendous  a  mystery,  has  used 
ry  simplest  expressions  throughout." 
;rsion  now  before  us  was  composed  in 
nd  tirst  issued  in  Hymns  Arranged  for 
ndays  and  Holy  Days  of  the  Church  of 
nd,  1852.  It  was  intended  to*  com- 
with  the  line.  "  Thee  we  adore,  O  hid- 
viour.  thee." 

The   True  B^ead.  108. 

'ead  of  life,  in  pitying  mercy  given, 
famishe<l  souls  to  strengthen  and  lo  feed  ; 
?sus,  So!i  of  God,  true  Bread  of  heaven, 
esh  is  meat,  thy  blood  is  drink  indeed. 

ot  famish,  though  this  earth  should  (ail, 
:h  life  through  all  its  helds  should  pine  and  die; 
the  sweet  verdure  should  forsake  each  vale, 
»ery  stream  of  every  land  run  dry. 

free  of  Life!  Of  thee  I  eat  and  live, 
ateth  of  thy  fruit  shall  never  die ; 
ae  the  everlasting  health  to  give, 
juth  and  hlo<mi  of  immortality. 

IK  «»n  thee  all  weakness  turns  to  power, 
I  kly  soul  revives,  like  earth  in  spring; 
I  Howeili  on  and  in,  each  buoyant  hour, 
eing  seems  all  energy,  all  wing. 

our  dying,  hurled,  risen  Head, 
lurch's  Life  and  Lord.  Immanuel! 
ear  cross  we  fnul  the  eternal  bread, 
I  thy  empty  l«imb  the  livirig  well. 

another  of  Dr.  Horatius  Honar's  com- 
as, taken  from  Hymns  of  Faith  and 
Second  Series.  1864.  It  is  entitled. 
True  nrcad."  and  is  apparently  founded 
ohn  6:48-58. 
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PenitetU  Prayer. 


lOS. 


Not  worthy.  Lord !  to  gather  up  the  crumbs 
With  tremDling  hand^  that  from  thy  table  (all, 

A  weary,  heavy-uiden  smner  comes 
To  plead  thy  promise  and  obey  thy  <;all. 

a  I  am  not  worthy  to  be  thought  thy  child  ; 

Nor  sit  the  last  and  lowest  at  thv  board  : 
Too  long  a  wanderer,  and  too  oft  oeguiled, 

I  only  ask  one  reconciling  word. 

3  And  is  not  mercy  thy  prerogative — 

Free  mercy,  boundless,  fathomless,  divine  ? 
Me,  Lord  I  the  chief  of  smners,  me  forgive, 
And  thine  the  greater  glory,  only  thine. 

4  I  hear  thy  voice  ;  thou  bid'st  me  come  and  rest ; 
I  come.  I  kneel,  I  clasp  thy  pierced  feet ; 

Thou  bid'st  me  take  my  place,  a  welcome  guest. 
Among  thy  saints,  and  of  thy  banquet  eat. 

5  My  praise  can  onlv  breathe  itself  in  prayer. 
My  prayer  can  only  lose  itself  in  thee ; 

Dwell  thou  for  ever  in  my  heart,  and  there, 
Lord  1  let  me  sup  with  thee ;  sup  thou  with  me. 

Bishop  Edward  Henry  Bickersteth  wrote 
this  in  1872,  and  included  it  in  h\s  Hymnai 
Companion  revised  and  enlarged,  1878.  This 
piece  has  come  into  wide  use  in  the  United 
States  as  a  Communion  hymn.  The  pas- 
sionate humility  singularly  joined  with  the 
intensity  of  trust  is  always  remarked  the  mo- 
ment one  attempts  to  sing  it  in  the  presence 
of  the  elements  which  represent  the  suffering 
and  salvation  of  the  atonement,  the  suffering 
Jesus  bore,  the  salvation  he  wrought. 

1040  Coming  to  the  table.  los. 

Herb,  O  my  Lord,  I  see  thee  face  to  foce ; 

Here  would  I  touch  and  handle  things  unseen  ; 
Here  grasp  with  firmer  hand  the  eternal  grace, 

Ana  all  my  weariness  upon  thee  lean. 

3  Here  would  I  feed  upon  the  bread  of  God ; 

Here  drink  with  thee  the  royal  wine  of  heaven ; 
Here  would  I  lay  aside  each  earthly  load. 

Here  taste  afresh  the  calm  of  sin  forgiven. 

3  This  is  the  hour  of  banquet  and  of  song. 
This  is  the  heavenly  table  spread  for  me; 

Here  let  me  feast,  and,  fea.nting,  still  prolong 
The  brief  bright  hour  of  fellowship  with  thee. 

This  piece,  including  the  one  which  imme- 
diately follows  it,  was  comix)sed  by  Dr.  Hora- 
tius Bonar,  in  answer  to  a  request  from  his 
brother.  Dr.  John  James  Bonar,  the  pastor  of 
St.  Andrew's  Free  Church  Presbyterian  con- 
gregation in  Greenock.  Scotland,  'this  brother, 
his  elder  brother,  was  in  the  habit  of  keeping  a 
memorandum  which  he  printed  after  the  peri- 
odical sacrament.  This  occasion,  so  honored 
and  perpetuated,  was  celebrated  in  October, 
1855.  The  poem  was  published  afterward  in 
Hymns  of  Faith  and  nope.  First  Series,  1857, 
It  had  ten  stanzas,  from  which  these  are 
chosen. 


I04I 


Sweet  Foretastes: 


loa. 


Tcx>  soon  we  rise ;  the  symbols  disa{^)ear ; 

The  feast,  thouf^h  not  the  love,  is  passed  and  gone; 
The  bread  and  wine  remove,  but  thou  art  here — 

Nearer  than  ever— still  my  Shield  and  Sun. 


THE  LORD'S  SUPPER. 
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r  of  her  soul  into  his  presence,  longed 
loped  for,  waited  for,  with  passionate  de- 

The  ordinance  of  the  Lord's  Supper 
ened  the  experience,  for  then  she  seemed 
lear  the  marriage  supper  of  the  Lamb, 
he  vicar  of  Swansea,  who  visited  her  the 
before  her  death,  she  said,  **  Oh,  I  want 
f  you  to  speak  bright,  bright  words  about 
5 — oh,  do,  do !  It  is  all  perfect  peace  ;  I 
only  waiting  for  Jesus  to  take  me  in." 
;n  she  was  dying  the  solemn  fact  of  her 

departure  was  communicated  to  her. 
o  wise  frightened,  she  exclaimed,  **  Splen- 

0  be  so  close  to  the  gates  of  heaven !" 
ht  very  last  she  sang,  **  Jesus,  I  will  trust 
"  to  the  tune  "  Hermas,"  one  of  her  own 
x)siti()ns  now  familiar  over  the  world. 

1  she  added.  "  It  is  so  beautiful  to  go !" 
^vas  buried  at  Astley,  and  on  her  tomb- 
;,  as  she  had  requested,  was  carved  the 
!  which  she  always  declared  had  been 
istrument  of  her  conversion  :  **  The  blood 
sus  Christ,  his  Son.  cleanseth  us  from  all 


"  Father,  /org^ive  them.** 

Jiisrs,  in  thy  dyine  woes, 
Kven  while  thy  lite-bkMxl  flows, 
Craving  pardon  for  thy  foes  : — 
Hear  us,  ho/y  Jrsus  ! 

2  Saviour,  for  our  jwrdon  sue, 
When  our  sins  thy  (>an)i^  renew, 
For  we  know  not  what  we  do. 

3  Oh.  may  we,  who  mercy  need, 
Be  hkelhee  in  heart  and  deeti. 
When  with  wrong  our  spirits  bleed  I 

"  To-day  in  Paradisfr 

jKsrs,  pitying  the  sighs 
Of  the  thief,  who  ne;ir  thee  dies, 
Promising  him  Paradise  : — 
Heat  us,  holy  Jesus  ! 

1  May  we  in  our  guilt  and  shame 
Still  thy  love  and  mercy  claim. 
Calling  humbly  on  thy  name! 

tOh,  remember  us  who  pine, 
ooking  from  our  cross  to  thme: 
Cheer  our  souls  with  hope  divine ! 

•*  Woman,  behold  thy  Son r 

Jksus,  loving  to  the  end 
Her  whose  heart  thy  sorrows  rend. 
And  thy  dearest  human  friend  ; 
Heat  us,  holy  Jesus  ! 

2  May  we  in  thy  sorr<)W  share. 
And  for  thri'  all  peril  dare. 
And  enjoy  thy  tender  care! 

3  May  we  all  thy  loved  ones  be. 
All  one  holy  family. 

Loving  for  the  love  of  thee! 

"  lyhy  hast  thou  Jot  saken  Me  T 

{Ksrs,  whelme<l  in  fears  unknown, 
Vith  our  evil  left  alone 
While  no  light  from  heaven  is  shown 
Hear  us,  holy  Jesus  ! 


P.M. 


a  When  we  vainly  seek  to  pray, 
And  our  hope  seems  &raway, 
In  the  darkness  be  our  stay  I 

3  Though  no  Father  seem  to  hear, 
Though  no  light  our  spirits  cheer, 
Tell  our  &ith  that  God  is  near  I 

1048  "I  thirst:* 

Tbsi»,  in  thy  thirst  and  pain. 
While  thy  wounds  thy  lite>blood  drain. 
Thirsting  more  our  love  to  gain  :— 
Hear  ui,  kofy  Jesus  I 

.  a  Thirst  for  us  in  mercy  still ; 
All  thy  holy  work  fulfill— 
Satisfy  thy  loving  will ! 

LMay  we  thirst  thy  love  to  know ; 
sad  us  in  our  sin  and  woe 
Where  the  healing  waters  flow  ! 

1049  "^  isjinisked." 

jBSi»,  all  our  ransom  paid, 
All  thy  Father's  will  obeyed. 
By  thy  sufferings  perfect  made : 
Hear  us,  holy  Jesus  I 

a  Save  us  in  our  soul's  distress, 
Be  our  help  to  cheer  and  bless. 
While  we  grow  in  holiness  ! 

%  Brighten  all  our  heavenward  way. 
With  an  ever  holier  ray. 
Till  we  pass  to  perfect  day  1 

1 060  ** Father,  into  thy  hands:* 

JBSIJS— all  thy  labor  vast. 
All  thy  woe  and  conflict  past — 
Yielding  up  thy  soul  at  last  :— 
Hear  us,  holy  Jesus  I 

2  When  the  death  shades  round  us  lower. 
Guard  us  from  the  tempter's  power. 
Keep  us  in  that  trial  hour  I 

3  May  thv  life  and  death  supply 
Grace  to  live  and  grace  to  die. 
Grace  to  reach  the  home  on  high  I 

Rev.  Thomas  Benson  Pollock.  M.  A.,  the 
author  of  these  verses,  was  bom  in  1836,  and 
educated  at  Trinity  College,  Dublin,  graduat- 
ing in  1859.  He  took  Holy  Orders  two  years 
after,  and  was  appointed  successively  to  ciua- 
cies  in  Leek,  Staffordshire;  Stamford  Hill, 
London;  and  at  St.  Alban*s,  Birmingham. 
Mr.  Pollock  is  a  man  of  decided  literar)*  abil- 
ity, and  a  number  of  his  hymns  are  in  general 
use ;  but  he  is  best  known  and  most  success- 
ful as  a  writer  of  metrical  litanies.  His  works 
of  this  class  were  published  in  Oxford  in  1870, 
with  the  title,  iMetrical  IJf antes  far  SpecuU 
Services  and  General  Use,  and  have  been  of 
great  value  to  hvmnology.  The  one  given 
here  is  perhaps  trie  finest,  for  it  is  one  piece, 
the  jparts  being  numbered  separately  for  con- 
venience only.  It  represents  the  seven  utter- 
ances of  our  Lord  on  the  cross.  They  are 
significant  even  when  detached  and  separate ; 
but  their  full  power  will  be  felt  the  more  when 
one  considers  their  order,  the  line  of  consecu- 
tive thought  in  which  they  occur. 
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Perhaps  there  is  no  way  in  which  they  can 
more  vividly  be  grouped  together  than  by 
adopting  the  ancient  conventional  form  of 
memorizing  employed  by  classic  orators  in 
recalling  the  pomts  of  a  speech.  They  used 
to  localize  the  heads  of  discourse  by  fastening 
them  in  imaginative  connection  around  on  the 
conspicuous  parts  of  the  building.  Hence 
came  our  phraseology,  "  in  the  first  place,"  or 
•'  the  second  place,"  and  so  on.  Let  us  rever- 
ently conceive  the  Saviour  in  the  very  posture 
of  crucifixion,  turning  his  head  and  picking  up 
one  suggestion  after  another  with  the  glances 
of  his  eye  as  the  progress  of  his  thought  shifts 
the  subject  of  remark.  Our  question  is :  Why 
did  he  say  the  first  thing  first,  and  the  next 
thing  next,  and  all  the  rest  in  just  that  suc- 
cession he  chose  ?  Imagine  him,  if  you  will, 
surrounded  by  concentnc  circles  of  hearers, 
some  remote,  as  it  were,  some  near  at  hand, 
and  touching  each  in  turn. 

He  looks  auHiy  from  him,  sees  the  crucifi- 
ers,  and  utters  his  cr>'  for  their  forgiveness. 
He  looks  beside  him,  sees  the  penitent  thief, 
and  utters  his  welcome  to  paradise.  He  looks 
beneath  him,  sees  his  mother,  and  utters  his  be- 
queathal  of  her  to  her  new  son.  He  looks  abcrve 
him,  sees  the  mantle  already  drawn  across  his 
Father's  face,  and  utters  his  lament  of  desola- 
tion. He  looks  behind  him,  feels  his  poor 
weakness  of  thirst,  and  utters  his  acknowledg- 
ment of  the  reminder  it  makes  that  Scripture 
must  be  fulfilled.  He  looks  around  him,  sees 
the  Messiah's  work  all  along  the  toiling,  wait- 
ing centuries,  and  utters  his  triumphant  an- 
nouncement that  he  has  completed  it.  He 
looks  before  him.  sees,  far  through  the  bounds 
of  earthlv  vision,  his  Father's  face,  and  knows 

0 

his  favor  is  restored,  and  then  utters  his  peace- 
ful surrender. 

Any  one.  therefore,  can  readily  perceive  the 
journey  of  Jesus*  mind  by  these  impressive 
words  coming  out  now  and  then  to  mark  its 
course.  He  begins  on  the  extreme  outskirts 
of  the  kingdom  of  God.  and  works  up  toward 
the  throne  which  is  its  center.  He  starts  with 
the  subjects ;  he  continues  with  the  Prince ; 
he  ends  with  the  KiniLj.  He  divides  the  sub- 
jects into  three  classes,  according  to  their 
spiritual  distance :  he  predicates  three  condi- 
tion>  of  the  Prince.  accf)rding  to  the  progress 
and  achievements  of  his  work ;  and  then  he 
ascribes  all  supremacy  to  the  King,  by  yield- 
ing hini>elf  to  his  hands. 

The  Sermon  on  the  Cross,  so  it  follows,  is 
thoroughly  logical,  and  is  actually  founded 
upon  a  symmetrical  analysis  most  exquisite  in 
stHH  ture.  The.se  may  be  seen  to  be  the  par- 
ticulars in  fair  order  • 


I.  The  subjects  of  the  kingdom. 

1.  The  hardened  and  unconcem 
prayer  for  them :  **  Father,  forgive  the 

2.  The  penitent  and  believing.  The 
ance  of  them :  "  To-day  with  me  in  pai 

3.  The  accepted  and  beloved.  A  < 
ward  them :  "  Behold  thy  mother — tb 

U.  The  Prince  of  the  kingdom. 

1.  The  priestly  Victim.  Under  vi 
guilt ;  hence,  forsaken. 

2.  The  prophetic  Revealer.  Under 
sibility  for  all  truth ;  hence,  careful. 

3.  The  kingly  Leader.  Under  \-k 
banners ;  hence,  jubilant. 

III.  The  King  of  the  kingdom. 

Only  a  single  word  of  serene  self-ani 
ment,  as  he  starts  in  person  to  return  t 
the  lifted  gates  into  the  glory  he  had 
ever  the  world  was. 
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Psalm  46. 


God  is  the  refuge  of  his  saints. 
When  storms  of  sharp  distress  inva 

Ere  we  can  offer  our  complaints. 
Behold  him  present  with  his  aid. 

2  Let  mountains  from  their  scats  be  h 
Down  to  the  deep,  and  buried  there, 

Convulsions  shake  the  solid  vrorld — 
Our  faith  shall  never  yield  to  fear. 


3  Loud  may  the  troubled  ocean 
In  sacred  peace  our  souls  abide: 

While  ever>-  nation,  ever\'  shore. 
Trembles,  and  dreads  the  swdlin^  t 

4  There  is  a  stream  whosegentle flow 
Supplies  the  city  of  our  God  ; 

Life,  love,  and  joy,  still  gliding  throii| 
And  watering  our  divine  abode. 

5  That  sacred  stream,  thy  holy  word. 
Our  grief  allays,  our  fear  controls ; 

Sweet  peace  thy  promises  afford. 
And  give  new  strength  to  fidntin^  » 

6  Zion  enjoys  her  Monarch's  love. 
Secure  against  a  threatening  hoar; 

Nor  can  her  firm  foundation  move. 
Built  on  his  truth,  and  armed  with  p 

This  is  Psalm  46  as  Dr.  Isaac  Wat 
given  it  in  his  version ;   it  is  his  First 
L.  M.,  and  it  stands  to-day  without  a 
changed  in  a  hundred  years.      What 
ories   it  carries  in  its   old   familiar  si 
how  many  missionar}'  meetings  have 
ed  with  the  valiant  and  hopeful  challei 
that  tinal  stanza ;    in  how  many  heart 
that  magniricent  tune  '*  Ward  *'  left  its 
ringing  with  good  cheer !    The  title  afld 
it  is  in  itself  a  sermon  :  '*  The  Church's ; 
and  Triumph  among  National  Desolat 
The  title  of  the   .Second    Part  of   the 
Psalm  is  the  explanation  of  all  the  po 
possesses  :  **  Ciod  tights  for  his  Church.*' 
tin  Luther  used  often  to  call  out  to  Mel 
thon,  *'  Come,  PhiUp,  let  us  sing  the 
sixth  Psalm!" 


MISSIONS  AND  GROWTH. 
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Psalm  72.  L.  M. 

Great  God  !  whose  universal  sway 
The  known  and  unknown  w6rlds  obey  ; 
Now  jfive  the  kingdom  to  thy  Son; 
Extend  his  power,  exalt  his  throne. 

2  As  rain  on  meadows  newly  mown, 
So  shall  he  send  his  influence  down  : 
His  jjraoe,  on  fainting  souls,  distills, 
Like  heavenly  dew  on  thirsty  hills. 

3  The  heathen  lands,  that  lie  beneath 
The  shades  of  overspreading  death, 
Revive  at  his  first  dawning  light. 
And  deserts  blossom  at  the  sight. 

4  The  saints  shall  flourish  in  his  da^-s, 
Dressed  in  the  robes  of  joy  and  praise; 
Peace,  like  a  river,  from  his  throne 
Shall  flow  to  nations  yet  unknown. 


This  hymn  by  Dr.  Isaac  Watts  was  first 
bhshed  in  his  Psalms  of  David,  1719,  as 
i  tirst  part  of  his  version  of  Psalm  72.     It 

hlled  with  the  missionary'  spirit  of  its  He- 
2W  original,  and  anticipates  joyously  the 
nversion  of  the  world  to  Christ.     It  is  well 

remember  in  connection  with  the  early 
itory  of  our  own  country  that  the  first  col- 
ists  came  as  chartered  workers,  and  that 
orts  to  Christianize  the  savages  were  begun 
once.  The  first  Indian  baptized  by  an  Eng- 
h  minister  was  Manteo,  in  1 587,  in  Virginia, 
ayhew  and  Eliot,  aided  by  the  first  Prop- 
ation  Society.  1649,  made  many  Indian 
nverts  in  Massachusetts ;  and  by  1685  there 
ire  28  places  for  Indian  worship  in  Plymouth 
lonv.  2.00D  adult  church  -  members,  and 
XX)  "Praying  Indians"  in  New  England, 
•me  of  the  Christian  beliefs  were  hard  for  the 
dian  mind  to  understand,  and  they  used  to 
k  of  Eliot  such  questions  as  these :  "  What 

a  Spirit  ?'  '*  When  such  die  as  never 
ard  of  Christ,  where  do  they  go?"  "Do 
^y  in  heaven  dwell  in  houses,  and  what  do 
sy  do  ?"  "  Why  did  not  God  give  all  men 
od  hearts  ?"  "  Since  Ciod  is  all-powerful, 
IV  did  he  not  kill  the  devil,  that  made  men 

bad  ?"  "When  you  choose  magistrates 
w  do  you  know  who  are  good  men,  whom 
u  dare  trust?"  "  How  shall  I  find  hap- 
less?" The  "  Indian  Apostle,  Eliot,"  was 
m  in  England  in  1604.  and  when  twenty- 
c-en  years  old  migrated  to  Massachusetts, 
lere  he  became  much  interested  in  the  In- 
ins.  He  learned  their  language  through  a 
ptive  Pequot-boy,  and  spent  the  rest  of  his 
;  preaching  to  them,  and  translating  books 
0  the  Indian  tongue.  His  great  work, 
he  Indian  IUbU\  was  printed  in  Cambridjj^e 

1663,  and  was  the  first  Bible  printed  m 
nerica.  Eliot  was  assisted  by  several 
od  men,  the  Mayhews,  Cotton,  and  others, 
d  many  "  Praying  Indians."  as  they  were 
lied,  were  gathered  mto  the  town  of  Natick, 


Mass.,  where  Eliot  often  preached  under  the 
great  oak  which  still  bears  his  name.  He  died. 
Mav  20,  1690,  beloved  alike  by  white  men 
ancl  Indians.  It  is  not  strange,  however, 
that  his  memory  is  fading,  for  at  the  present 
day  there  is  not  a  man  living  who  can  read 
the  language  in  which  his  Indian  Bible  is 
written. 


1093  **  Triumphant  Zionr  L.  M. 

Triumphant  Zion,  lift  thy  head 
From  dust,  and  darkness,  and  the  dead; 
Thoug[h  humbled  lone,  awake  at  lenf^h. 
And  gird  ihec  with  thy  Saviour's  strength. 

3  Put  all  thy  beauteous  garments  on. 
And  let  thv  various  charms  be  known  : 
The  worla  thy  glories  shall  confess, 
Decked  in  the  robes  of  righteousness. 

3  No  more  shall  foes  unclean  invade. 
And  fill  thy  hallowed  walls  with  dread  ; 
No  more  snail  hell's  insulting  host 
Their  victory  and  thy  sorrows  boast. 

4  God,  from  on  high,  thv  groans  will  hear: 
His  hand  thy  ruins  snail  repair : 

Nor  will  thy  watchful  Monarch  cease 
To  guard  thee  in  eternal  peace. 

When  the  great  Boards  of  the  Church  hold 
their  anniversaries  this  clarion  voice  of  music 
and  poetry  fills  the  air.  Who  would  expect 
anything  to  **  Triumphant  Zion,  lift  thy  head  " 
except  **  Anvern  "  ?  This  piece  is  No.  107  in 
Dr.  Philip  Doddridge's  Hymns,  1755.  He  has 
entitled  it  **  The  Holy  City  Purified  and 
Guarded,"  and  annexed  to  it  a  reference  to 
Isaiah  52  :  i,  2  :  "  Awake !  awake !  put  on  thy 
strength,  O  Zion ;  put  on  thy  beautiful  gar- 
ments, O  Jerusalem,  the  holy  city :  for  hence- 
forth there  shall  no  more  come  into  thee  the 
uncircumcised  and  the  unclean.  Shake  thy- 
self from  the  dust ;  arise,  and  sit  down,  () 
Jerusalem  :  loose  thyself  from  the  bands  of 
thy  neck,  O  captive  aaughter  of  Zion." 

1094  Anctent  Israel.  L.  M. 

Why  on  the  bending  willows  hun^, 
Israel,  still  sleeps  thy  tuneful  stnng? 

Still  mute  remains  thy  sullen  tongue. 
And  Zion's  song  denies  to  sing. 

2  Awake!  thy  sweetest  raptures  raise  : 
Let  harf)  and  voice  unite  their  strains : 

Thy  promised  King  his  scepter  sways : 
Jesus,  thine  own  Messiah,  reigns ! 

3  No  taunting  foes  the  song  require; 
No  strangers  mock  thy  captive  chain  ; 

But  friends  provoke  the  silent  lyre. 
And  brethren  ask  the  holy  strain. 

4  Nor  fear  thy  Salem's  hills  to  wrong. 
If  other  lands  thy  triumphs  share  : 

A  heavenly  city  claims  thy  tong ; 
A  brighter  Salem  rises  there. 

5  By  foreign  streams  no  longer  roam  : 
Nor,  weeping,  think  of  Jordan's  flood  : 

In  every  clime  behold  a  home, 
In  ever>'  temple  see  thy  God. 

Rev.  James  Joyce,   M.  A.,   was   bom  at 
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Frome,  in  Somersetshire,  England,  November 
2,  1 78 1.  For  many  years  he  was  vicar  of 
Dorking,  and  his  death  occurred  there,  Octo- 
ber 9,  1850.  He  published  one  prose  work  of 
a  devotional  nature,  and  two  volumes  of 
poetry  and  religious  meditation.  Three  of 
his  hymns  are  in  general  use,  the  one  quoted 
here  having  been  printed  in  the  Christian 
Observer  for  December,  1809,  with  the  title, 
**  A  second  Hymn  applicable  to  the  present 
condition  of  the  Jews." 

1095  Home  Aftssions.  L.  M. 

Look  from  thy  sphere  of  endless  day, 

O  God  of  mercy  and  of  might  I 
In  pity  look  on  those  who  stray, 

Benighted  in  this  land  of  light. 

2  In  peopled  vale,  in  lonely  glen, 

In  crowded  mart,  by  stream  or  sea, 
How  many  of  the  sons  of  men 
Hear  not  the  message  sent  from  thee  I 

3  Send  forth  thy  heralds,  Lord,  to  call 
The  thoughtless  young,  the  hardened  old, 

A  scattered,  homeless  flock,  till  all 
Be  gathered  to  thy  peaceful  fold. 

4  Send  them  thy  mighty  word  to  speak, 
Till  (aith  shall  dawn  and  doubt  depart, 

To  awe  the  bold,  to  stay  the  weak, 
And  bind  and  heal  the  broken  heart. 

5  Then  all  these  wastes,  a  dreary  scene 
That  makes  us  sadden  as  we  gaze, 

Shall  grow  with  living  waters  green, 
Anu  HA  to  heaven  tne  voice  of  praise. 

The  best  of  all  Mr.  Br>*ant*s  contributions 
to  church  ser\'ices  is  the  one  which  is  called 
his  *•  Home  Missionary  Hymn."  It  was  writ- 
ten in  1 840,  for  a  public  anniversary  meeting, 
and  was  sung  with  much  enthusiasm.  No 
one  could  ever  doubt  the  intense  patriotism 
of  this  excellent  man.  His  heart  was  always 
full  of  love  for  his  countr)*.  From  the  sum- 
mit of  a  hill  close  to  **  Cedarmere  "  the  eye 
could  look  far  off,  across  meadow,  orchard, 
and  wood,  out  upon  the  lake-like  expanse  of 
Hempstead  Harbor,  and  so  on  into  the  dis- 
tance ( lear  to  the  cloud-line  of  the  horizon. 
It  is  one  of  the  fairest  landscapes  to  be  found 
in  "  this  land  of  light."  and  of  course  it  was 
p)erennially  dear  to  the  poet.  No  wonder,  in 
the  (enter  of  such  a  vision  of  love  and  peace, 
he  thc)u;i;ht  of  '*  peopled  vale  and  lonely  glen," 
and  wished  with  a  full  heart  that  all  the 
wastes  should  **  grow  with  living  waters 
green,"  that  faith  should  dawn  and  doubt  de- 
part, and  that  (lod's  mighty  hand  should 
*•  awe  the  bold  and  stay  the  weak,  should 
bind  and  heal  the  broken  heart." 

1096  Psalm  102.  C.  M. 

Lkt  Zion  and  her  sons  rejoice — 

Bfhold  the  promise<l  h<>ur! 
Her  (»<k1  hath  heard  her  mourning  voice, 

.\nd  comes  to  exalt  his  power. 


2  Her  dust  and  ruins  that  remain 
Are  precious  in  our  ei^es ; 

Those  ruins  shall  be  tmilt  again. 
And  all  that  dust  shall  rise. 

3  The  Lord  will  raise  Jerusalem, 
And  stand  in  glory  tiiere ; 

Nations  shall  bow  before  his  name. 
And  kings  attend  with  fear. 

4  He  sits  a  sovereign  on  his  throne, 
With  pity  in  his  eyes; 

He  hears  the  dying  prisoneTS*  graan. 
And  sees  their  signs  arise. 

5  He  frees  the  souls  condemned  to  del 
Nor^  when  his  saints  compUin, 

Shall  It  be  said  that  praying  breath 
Was  ever  spent  in  vain. 

Dr.  Isaac  Watts*  version  of  Psalm  u 
ond  Part,  C.  M.  He  has  entitled  it  •* 
heard,  and  Zion  restored."  It  is  curiou 
what  work  our  *'  restorers  "  would  ma 
such  a  case  as  this — those  who  fly  in 
indignation  over  alterations  in  a  poet': 
after  he  is  dead.  Would  they  prefer,! 
of  the  smooth  three  lines  with  whidi  t 
verse  of  this  fine  Psalm  closes  now,  1 
the  original  work  of  Dr.  Watts  put  in? 
this:  "It  sha'n't  be  said.  *That| 
breath  was  ever  spent  in  vain.' " 

1 097  "  Can  a  mother  forget  f  * 

A  MOTHER  may  forgetful  be, 
For  human  love  is  frail : 

But  thy  Creator's  love  to  thee, 
O  Zion,  cannot  (ail. 

2  No :  thy  dear  name  engraven  staad 
In  characters  of  love. 

On  thine  almightv  Father's  handi^ 
And  never  snail  remove. 

3  Before  his  ever-watchful  eye 
Thy  mournful  state  appears, 

And  ever>'  groan  and  every  sigh 
Divine  compassion  hears. 

4  O  Zion,  learn  to  doubt  no  more. 
Be  every  fear  suppressed ; 

Tnchanj^ng  truth,  and  love,  and  powi 
Dwell  in  thy  Saviour's  breast. 

In  the  Poems  on  Subjects  Chiefly  Dev^ 
by  "  Theodosia."  1760,  Miss  Anne  Stce 
this  hymn,  commencing  **  The  Lord  i 
his  wonted  grace."  in  seven  stanzas, 
piece  before  us  begins  with  the  fourth 
of  that,  and  uses  only  the  encouraging 
tion  of  Isaiah  49:14-17,  upon  whic 
whole  poem  is  founded :  "  But  Zion  sai< 
Lord  hath  forsaken  me,  and  my  Lord 
forgotten  me.  Can  a  woman  forget  her 
ing  child,  that  she  should  not  have  coi 
sion  on  the  son  of  her  womb  }  yea.  the) 
forget,  yet  will  I  not  forget  thee.  Bel 
have  graven  thee  upon  the  palms  0 
hands ;  thy  walls  are  continually  before 

I058  Psalm  67. 

Shink,  mighty  God !  on  Zion  shine 
With  beams  of  heavenly  grace; 

Reveal  thy  power  through  all  oor  cosiU, 
And  show  thy  smiling  face. 


SIONS  AND  GROWTH. 


US 


U  >«.-.  atlore,  anil  far. 

>ioii  of  Psalm  67  has  in  its  original 
1  Bianzas.  Dr,  Isaac  Watts  ren- 
cefisary  (or  us  on  this  side  of  the 
e  some  decisive  alterations  in  his 
in  order  to  adapt  the  local  and 
n  he  chose  for  his  purpose  to  our 
le  world.  His  first  line  reads, 
jhty  (loii,  on  Tlritain  shine."  This 
and  no  one  linds  any  fault  with 
IJritisli  lonijues  exalt  his  praise, 
1  hearts  rejoice."  Hence  come 
i  nolii-eablc  in  the  phraseology  of 
d  third  stan/as.  Thus  we  fallinto 
of  one  ni  the  finest  lyrics  for  mis-, 
;tings  that  we  have  a? 
the  Churth. 


TJte  Fulln 


s  ^>U  wan 


s  qf  Ihr  Gnlilfs. 

ie  uorlal^  wide  display, 
in  a  flood  of  day. 


tr  Pope  has  had  a  name  in  relig- 
iire  by  reason  of  \ii&  Messiah,  pub- 
712,  his*  Unn'i:rsal  Praytr.  1732, 
•fing  Chrislian  lo  his  Soul,  1712. 
of_nis  social  life  in  Twickenham, 
i  literary  life  during  the  years  in 
hone  with  other  stars  in  one  of  the 
lalaxies  of  English  history,  can  be 
™-here.  He  was  born  May  21, 
was  nei-er  anythini;  but  a  cripple 
»!id.  His  soul  was  princely  in  its 
bodj"  was  dwarfed  and  miserable. 
to  write  poems  at  sixteen  years  of 
'  nearly  an  entire  generation  his 


villa  at  Twickenham  was  a  center  of  attrac- 
tion.    He  died  May  30.  1 744- 

This  piece  of  poetry  appeared  in  the  Spee- 
ia/or,  M^y  14,  1712.  Addison  welcomed  it 
with  generous  praise.  It  is  not  a  hymn,  but 
an  extract  from  the  Messiah,  and  serves  well 
as  a  lyric  song.  Small  critics  and  poetasters 
sometimes  repeat  the  question  which  was 
once  asked  in  Ur.  Johnson's  lime,  and  to 
which  he  gave  answer  specitically  in  his  Lives 
of  ihe  Poets :  "  If  Pope  be  not  a  poet,  where 
is  poetry  to  be  found  ?  To  circumscribe 
poetry  by  a  definition  will  only  show  the  nar- 
rowness of  the  deliner.  though  a  definition 
which  shaU  exclude  Pope  will  not  easily  be 
made.  Let  us  look  round  upon  the  present 
lime,  and  back  upon  the  past ;  let  us  inquire 
to  whom  the  voice  of  mankind  has  decreed 
the  wrealh  of  poetry  :  let  their  productions 
be  examined  and  their  claims  stated,  and 
the  pretensions  of  Pope  will  be  no  more  dis- 
puted." 


1060 


The  Latlrr  Day 


I«RD  of  all  worlds,  incline  Ihy  bounteous  or. 
Thy  children's  voice,  in  lender  mercy,  hear ; 
Bear  thy  blol  promise,  liied  as  hills,  in  mind, 
And  >hed  renewing  grace  on  lost  mankind  ! 

%  Let  Zion'i  walls  before  thee  ceuclesi  SUnd, 
Dear  as  thine  eye,  and  Etaven  un  thy  hand : 
From  eanh-»  far  regions  Jacob's  sons  realore. 


eiuUwilhjordlvli 


Hljai 


^&"uTm 


I  brighli 


r£!' 


The  name  of  Dwighi  is  one  of  the  most 
illustrious  in  the  history  of  our  American  lit- 
erature and  jurisprtidence.  and  the  Christian 
name  of  Timothy  seems  to  have  l>een  a  favor- 
ite in  the  family.  Indeed,  il  is  easy  to  fall 
into  confusion  among  the  celebrities :  for  two 
of  the  name  have  been  Presidents  of  Yale 
College.  Dr.  Timothy  Dwighi.  the  elder  in 
the  line,  who  viTote  the  hymn  we  sing  so 
much  lo  old  "  Savannah."  was  licensed  to 
preach  in  1777;  and  there  being  a  dearth  of 
chaplains  then  in  the  Continental  army,  he 
soon  afterward  became  officially  attached  to 
Parens"  brieade  of  the  Connecticut  line.  It 
is  possible  that  in  this  may  be  found  an  ex- 
planation of  a  certain  militar\'  air  and  patriotic 
tone  discoverable  in  much  of  his  sacred 
poetry.  In  his  later  years  he  was  noted  for 
his  dignity  of  presence  ;  some  of  us  will  recol- 
lect as  a  memory  of  our  childhood  how  our 
old  and  dear  friend  Peter  Parley  (or  Honor- 


446 


THE  CHURCH  OF  GOD. 


able  S.  G.  Goodrich,  as  we  learned  it  was 
better  to  call  him  long  afterward)  used  to 
speak  of  "  the  imposing  grandeur  of  Presi- 
dent Dwight's  personal  appearance  in  the 
pulpit."  In  Sprague's  Annals  it  is  said  of 
nim :  "  His  features  were  regular,  his  eye 
black  and  piercing,  but  benignant,  and  his 
countenance  altogether  indicative  of  a  high 
order  of  mind  ;  his  voice  was  rich  and  melo- 
dious, adapted  alike  to  music  and  oratory." 
This  gave  to  his  life  an  unusual  power  with 
those  who  knew  him.  Such  a  peculiarity 
must  be  taken  into  account  when  we  remarlc 
the  great  success  he  achieved.  While  he  was 
settled  in  the  rural  parish  of  Greenfield  Hill  he 
established  a  school  which  soon  gained  a  na- 
tional reputation,  showing  that  its  principal 
possessed  the  highest  qualifications  as  a 
teacher  of  the  young.  In  1787  he  received 
the  degree  of  doctor  of  divinity  from  the  Col- 
lege otNew  Jersey,  and  in  18 10  that  of  doc- 
tor of  laws  from  Har\'ard.  His  main  reputa- 
tion was  reached,  rewarded,  and  augmented 
when,  in  1795,  Dr.  Dvvight  was  called  to  the 
presidency  of  Yale  College;  this  office  he 
held  until  his  death.  The  poem  now  before 
us  is  his  version  of  Psalm  53,  and  was  in- 
cluded in  his  revision  of  Watts,  to  which  he 
added  several  pieces  of  his  own,  1800. 

1 06 1  "  Come  ovfT  and  help  us.''  7s,  6s.  D. 

From  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 

From  India's  coral'slrand, 
Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains 

Roll  down  their  jjolden  s?nd — 
From  many  an  ancient  ri\  er, 

From  many  a  palmy  plain. 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

2  What  thoujiib  the  spicy  breezes 
Bl(»\v  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle ; 

Though  ever>'  prospect  pleases. 

And  only  man  is  vile; 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 

The  K'ft**  ^f  ('•^  sire  strown  ; 
The  heathen,  in  his  blindness, 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone ! 

3  Shall  we.  whose  souls  are  lighted 
With  wisdom  fmni  on  hieh — 

Shall  wc.  to  men  beniKhtetl, 

The  lamp  of  life  dctu  ? 
Salvation,  oh,  salvatiim  I 

The  jovfnl  sound  proclaim, 
Till  earth'»>  remotest  nation 

Has  learned  Mes^^iah's  name. 

4  Waft,  waft,  ye  win<ls.  his  slor\', 
And  \ou.  ye  wattTs.  n>ll. 

Till,  like  a  sra  of  Klopk-. 

It  si)reads  from  iM»le  to  |m»Ii.-; 
Till  <»'cr  our  ransomed  natuie 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Rcflet'nu'r.  KinK.  Creator, 

In  bliss  returns  to  reijjn  ! 

The  Story  of  this  wonderful  hymn  of  IJishop 
Reginald  Heber  has  been  told  over  and  over 
again.    A  fac-siniile  of  the  original  manu- 


script is  in  existence  to  this  day.  On 
leaf  of  this  appears  the  followinjr  aa 
its  origin,  penned  by  Thomas  £dgi 
solicitor,  formerly  residing^  in  Wrexhai 
land,  where  the  fac-simUe  was  mad 
Whitsunday,  1819,  the  late  Dr.  Sbi^ 
of  St.  Asaph  and  Vicar  of  \V 
preached  a  sermon  in  Wrexham  Ct 
aid  of  the  Society  for  the  Propagadot 
Gospel  in  Foreign  Parts.  That  day  y 
fixed  upon  for  the  commencement 
Sunday  evening  lectures  intended  tc 
tablished  in  the  Church,  and  the  btt 
of  Calcutta  (Heber),  then  rector  of 
the  Dean's  son-in-law,  undertook  va 
the  first  lecture.  In  the  course  of  tb 
day  previous,  the  I>ean  and  his  aoi 
bemg  together  in  the  vicarage,  the  fo 
quested  Heber  to  write  *  something  f 
to  sing  in  the  morning;'  and  he  ret 
that  purpose  from  the  table,  where  tl 
and  a  few  friends  were  sitting,  to  a 
part  of  the  room.  In  a  short  time  tl 
mquired  :  *  What  have  you  written  ?' 
having  then  comi)osed  the  first  three 
read  them  over.  *  There,  there,  that 
very  well,'  said  the  Dean.  •  No, 
sense  is  not  complete.'  replied  Hebe 
cordingly  he  added  the  fourth  verse,  j 
Dean  being  inexorable  to  his  repeated 
of  *  Let  me  add  another,  oh,  let  me  ; 
other,'  thus  completed  the  hjTnn,  of 
the  annexed  is  a  fac-simile.  and  wh 
since  become  so  celebrated.  It  was  s 
next  morning,  in  Wrexham  Church,  t 
time." 

The  tune,  **  Missionary  Hjtnn,"  tc 
this  piece  is  universally  sung  in  Ameri 
composed  by  Dr.  Lowell  Mason.  The 
of  its  composition  is  in  like  measure 
tic  ;  the  family  of  the  now  deceased 
cian  have  very  kindly  supplied  the  fad 

It  seems  that  a  lady  residing  in  Sa' 
Ga..  had  in  some  way  become  possess 
copy  of  the  words,  sent  to  this  counti 
Enirland.  This  was  in  1823.  She  was. 
by  the  beauty  of  the  poetry  and  its  p)oss 
as  a  hymn.  But  the  meter  of  7s,  6s, 
ahiiost  new  in  this  period ;  there  was 
which  would  tit  the  measure.  She  hi 
told  of  a  young  clerk  in  a  bank.  Low 
son  by  name,  just  a  few  doors  awa 
the  street.  It  was  said  that  he  had 
for  making  beautiful  songs.  She  s 
son  to  this  genius  in  music,  and  in 
hour's  time  he  returned  with  this  c< 
tion.  Like  the  hymn  it  voices,  it  ws 
at  a  stroke,  but  it  will  last  through  th 
This  young  man  grew  up  to  be  the 
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rit  in  the  American  Church  in  all  matters 
sacred  music.  He  was  bom  in  Medfield, 
iss..  January  8,  1792  ;  he  died  in  Orange, 
J..  August  [[.1872. 


>l  Aood  Oiingi; 


with  longing.  The  bright  morning  comes  at 
last,  however;  she  sees  upon  the  ridge  of 
Mount  Olivet  a  long  line  of  soldiers  and 
travelers,  men,  women,  and  children,  just  apr- 
pearing  in  the  yellow  light  of  the  dawn  on 
the  crest  of  the  hill !  She  hears  the  blast  of  the 
trumpets,  and  the  great  voices  of  the  people 
singing  the  songs  of  Zion.  In  an  instant  she 
returns  the  cry  of  joy:  "  How  beautiful  upon 
the  mountains  are  the  feet  of  him  that  bring- 
eth  good  tidings,  that  publisheth  peace  ;  that 
bringeth  good  tidings,  of  good,  that  publish- 
etli  salvation  ;  that  saith  unto  Zion,  Thy  (iod 
reigneth !  Thy  watchmen  shall  lift  up  the 
voice ;  with  the  voice  together  shall  they 
sing  ;  for  they  shall  see  eye  to  eye.  when  the 
Lord  shall  bring  again  Zion.  Break  forth 
into  joy,  sing  together,  ye  wa.'tte  places  of 
Jerusalem  ;  for  the  Lord  hath  comforted  his 
people,  he  hath  redeemed  Jerusalem.  The 
Lord  hath  made  bare  his  holy  arm  in  the 
eyes  of  all  the  nations ;  and  all  the  ends  of  the 
earth  shall  see  the  salvation  of  our  Cod."  This 
passage  is  brought  into  spiritual  sen'ice.  Just 
think  of  it :  if  there  had  been  for  this  lost  race 
onlyone  minister  of  thegospel  to  show  God's 
grace,  and  if  he  were  suddenly  to  stand  on 
the  horizon  at  dawn.  like  the  angel  John  saw 
"  standing  in  the  sun,"  how  the  world  would 
ring  with  singing  his  welcome' 

1003  Hvmr  Mtniaoi.  ;i,  6s.  D. 


'.™'.7o. 


Thy  halteluiah  choriL-i- 
■Thevieloryi'iours!" 

The  l.oril  shRll  huilil  up  Zion 
In  Ekiry  and  renou'n, 

And  J«u«,  JudBh's  lion, 
Shall  wear  his  rightful  crown. 

J  Rri'flk  forth  in  hymiis  of  gladn 


Raita 


,;ar™" 


lenjamin  r.oti»;h  is  the  author  of  this 
LUliful  paraphrase.  It  was  published  in 
ra  Sa/iiiif/iii.  1865.  The  passage  upon 
ich  the  entire  strain  is  founded  is  that  in 
ich  the  return  of  the  Jews  from  the  cap- 
ty  in  Babylon  is  foretold,  Isaiah  52;  7-10. 
lien  Jerusalem  is  represented  a-s  a  crown- 
i  queen,  who  for  years  is  bewailing  her 
olation,  in  p<>verty  an<l  in  shame  wailing 
her  deliverance.  Day  hy  day  she  goes 
upon  the  broken  ram|).irts  to  look  for  the 
ning  back  of  her  exiled  subjects  and  sons. 
y  by  day  she  is  disappointed,  and  is  sore 


lav 


rlhcr 


>,  for 


2  Go,  whprp  Ihc  waves  are  breakinfc 

Christ's  precioUK  enspel  Uklns. 
More  rVch  than  gollien  ore; 

BesidTSFissouri's'fMotainBy'  *' 

Rebeaise  the  wnndinus  tale. 
}  The  love  oFChTisI  unfoldinit, 

Speed  on  Crtiin  east  lu  west. 
TilUII,  hii  cross  behtddina. 

In  him  are  fully  blcM. 

Hasle,  hasle  the  iiloriKUK  dav. 
When  we.  ■  ransomol  niition.' 
Thy  scepter  shall  obey. 

Miss  Maria  Frances  Hill,  daughter  of  Thom- 
as Hill  of  Exeter,  England,  was  bom  in 
Paris,  France,  January  30,  1819.  and  married 
to  G.  W.  Anderson,  a  professor  in  the  Uni- 
versity of  Lewisburg.  Pa.  Two  hymns  by  her 
appeared  in  the  /iufili'sl  /far/i.  iSjg;  the  one 
here  given  has  come  into  general  use  from  its 
national  fervor.  It  is  a  call  to  the  men  who 
are  pioneers  of  civilization  in  our  country  to 
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be  at  the  same  time  true  ai)ostles  of  Christ, 
and  so  reflect  the  spirit  of  the  pilgrims,  who, 
when  the  "  Mayflower"  was  passing  Cape 
Cod  in  the  midst  of  a  storm,  sat  down  in  the 
little  cabin  and  drafted  this  covenant,  contain- 
ing the  germ  of  American  liberty : 

•*  In  the  name  of  God,  Amen.  We  whose 
names  are  undermentioned,  the  loyal  subjects 
of  our  dread  sovereign  King  James,  by  the 
grace  of  God,  etc.,  having  undertaken,  for  the 
glory  of  God,  and  advancement  of  the  Chris- 
tian faith,  and  honor  of  our  king  and  country', 
a  voyage  to  plant  the  first  colony  in  the  North- 
ern parts  of  X'irginia,  do  by  these  presents 
sf)lemnly  and  mutually,  in  the  presence  of  God 
and  of  one  another,  covenant  and  combine 
ourselves  into  a  civil  body,  politic,  for  our  bet- 
ter ordering  and  preser\ation,  and  furtherance 
of  the  ends  aforesaid,  and  by  virtue  hereof,  to 
enact,  constitute,  and  frame  such  just  and 
equal  laws,  ordinances,  acts,  constitutions,  and 
otfues,  from  time  to  time,  as  shall  be  thought 
most  meet  and  convenient  for  the  general 
good  of  the  colony,  unto  which  we  promise 
all  due  submission  and  obedience." 

1064  Chrhtian  Cniofi.  7S,6s.  D. 

And  is  the  time  approaching, 

By  pnmhets  lonj;  foretold, 
When  all  shall  dwell  together, 

One  shepherd  and  one  fold  ? 
Shall  every-  i<iol  perish. 

To  moles  and  bats  be  thrown, 
And  every  prayer  be  offered 

To  Go(I  in  Christ  alone? 

2  Shall  Jew  and  Gentile,  meeting 
From  many  a  distant  shore, 

Around  otie  altar  kneeling. 

One  ommon  Lord  adore? 
Shall  all  that  now  divides  us 

Remove  an<l  pass  away, 
Like  shadows  <if  the  morning 

Before  the  blaze  t)f  day  ? 

3  Shall  all  that  now  unites  us 
More  swe^-t  and  lasting  prove, 

A  il«»>ier  l»»nd  of  union, 

In  a  bN-st  land  of  love  ? 
Shall  war  be  learne<l  no  longer. 

Shall  strife  ami  tunnilt  cease. 
All  earth  his  blesse<l  kingdom, 

The  Lnrd  and  Prime  of  Peace? 

4  ( )  long-expected  <lawnirig, 

<  Mine  with  thy  «  heering  rav  ! 
When  shall  the  mornini;  brighten, 

The  shadows  Hee  away  ? 
i)  sweet  aiilii  ipatioi)  1 

It  t  beers  the  watchers  on. 
T«»  prav,  and  hop*.-,  ami  lal>or. 

Till  the  dark  night  be  vjone. 

Miss  Jane  Horthwick  has  been  exceedingly 
successful  as  a  translator  when  associated 
with  her  sister  in  Hymns  frtwi  the  Liuni  of 
Luf/it-r.  The  piece  now  l)ef()re  us,  taken 
from  her  Thoui^his  for  Thoia^htful  Hours, 
1859.  will  show  how  admiral^iy  she  would 
have  pleased  God's  singing  children  if  she 
had  been  willing  to  compose  other  original 


hymns  like  this.    She  entitled  it,  *' Amkipi'l 
tions  of  Heaven,"  thus  seeming  to  sus^' 
that  the  groupine  of  all  Christians,  anda 
conversion  of  aU  nations,  would  indeed  t^ 
come  a  foretaste  of  the  believer's  everiasOi| 
felicity.     The  first  convert  in  Europe  w«  a 
working-woman  from   Asia.     Lydia  becas 
a  Christian  when  Paul  came  to  the  small  a- 
closure  of  stones  where  **  prayer  was  worn  so 
be  made."     No  cathedral,  no  church,  no  or- 
ganization— a  mere  conference  of  females,  it 
inconspicuous  woman's   prayer-meeting.  !■ 
the  history  of  this  world  there  have  5w^ys 
been  found  an  uneasy  and  imniodest  fe\k'vfao 
would  claim  for  their  churches  and  rubris 
what  the  Jews  demanded  for  Zion,  and  die 
Samaritans  for  Gerizim — namely,  the  ckId- 
sive  presence  of  the  Lord  of    Hosts.    Tbcy 
imitate  the  ancient    Moors,    who   arrogated 
that  the  paradise  of  the  prophet  was  situated 
precisely  in  that  space  of  heaven  which  over- 
hung their  kingdom  of  Grenada,  so  that  thdr 
citizens  had  easiest  access.    But  how  strikingiy 
is  all  such  bigotry  challenged  by  just  one  in- 
stance like  this  of  prayer  heard  and  prayer  an- 
swered within  a  rejected    Proseucha  thnet 
contemptuously  beyond  the  Philippian  gale. 
Here,  perhaps,  is  wnere  Paul  gained  the  \ar 
son  that  he  afterward  interjects  in  a  letter  to 
Timothy  :    **  I  will  therefore  that  men  piaf 
ever>'where.  lifting  up  holy  hands,   witbort 
wrath  and  doubting."     Out  under  the  grot 
arch  of  the  heavens,  on  all  continents  and  in 
all  climes,  with  nothing  between  them  and 
the  very  countenance  of  God,  men  may  at 
ways  be  sure  of  a  fitting  place  for  supplio- 
tions : 

"  One  erand  cathedral,  boundless  as  onr  wonder, 

Whose  quenchless  lamps  the  sun  and  mcxm  snfifdjr: 
Its  choir— the  winds  and  waves,  its  organ — tfanDOcr, 
Its  dome — the  sky." 

1 065  Psalm  7a.  7S,  ft.  IX 

Hail  to  the  Lord's  anointed, 

(f  rcat  David's  greater  Son  1 
Hail,  in  the  time  appointed. 

His  reign  on  earth  begun ! 
Ho  comes  to  hreak  oppression, 

To  set  the  captive  Iree^ 
To  take  away  transgression. 

And  rule  in  equity. 

3  He  comes  with  succor  speedy. 

To  those  who  suffer  wrong ; 
To  help  the  iK>or  and  needy. 

And  hid  the  weak  be  strong; 
To  >>ive  them  songs  for  sighing. 

Their  darkness  turn  to  ugfat. 
Whose  souls,  condemned  andoyjng. 

Were  precious  in  his  sight. 

3  He  shall  come  down  like  showen 

I'lxMi  the  fruitful  earth, 
An<l  love,  and  joy,  like  flowen. 

Spring  in  his  path  to  birth  : 
Before  him,  on  the  mountains. 

Shall  peace  the  herald  go. 
And  TJghtt'ousness  in  fountalni 

From  hill  to  vaUe>'  flow.  ..  - 
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4  Arabia's  desert-ranger 

To  him  shall  bow  the  knee  ; 
The  Ethiopian  stranger 

His  glory  come  to  see  : 
With  offcnngs  of  devotion, 

Ships  from  the  isles  shall  meet, 
To  pour  the  wealth  of  ocean 

In  tribute  at  his  feet. 

5  Kings  shall  fall  down  before  him, 
AncT gold  and  incense  bring.: 

All  nations  shall  adore  him  ; 

His  praise  all  people  sing  ; 
For  he  shall  have  dominion 

O'er  river,  sea,  and  shore. 
Far  as  the  eagle's  pinion 

Or  dove's  light  wing  can  soar. 

6  For  him  shall  prayer  unceasing 
And  daily  vows  ascend  j 

His  kingdom  still  increasing, 

A  kingdom  without  end. 
The  heavenly  dew  shall  nourish  ^ 

A  seed  in  weakness  sown, 
Whose  fruit  shall  spread  and  flourish. 

And  shake  like  Lebanon. 

7  O'er  every  foe  victorious. 
He  on  his  throne  shall  rest ; 

From  age  to  agemiore  glorious, 

All-blessing  and  all-blessed. 
The  tide  of  time  shall  never 

His  covenant  remove ; 
His  name  shall  stand  for  ever. 

His  great,  best  name  of  Love. 

Written  by  James  Montgomery  as  an  ode, 
sunj2^  at  one  of  the  Moravian  settlements  in 
Britain  on  Christmas,  1821.     This  author  was 
in  the  habit  of  repeating,  when  lecturing  on 
literature  or  poetry,  selected  pieces  for  an  oc- 
casional illustration.     On  one  occasion.  April, 
1822.  he  was   present   at  a   meeting   of  the 
Wesleyan     (Methodist)    missionary    associa- 
tion in  Liverpool.     The  venerable  Dr.  Adam 
Clarke   was   in    the   chair.       The  poet  was 
speaking  from  the  stand.     When  the  climax 
of  his  address  was  reached   he  closed  it  with 
the  recital  of  this  fresh  version  of  Psalm  72. 
It    produced   so    deep   an   impression    upon 
the  audience  that  it  was  claimed  as  the  pe- 
culiar reminiscence  of  an  assembly  so  dis- 
tinguished by  the  Christian  citizens  of  Liver- 
pool where  it  was  delivered.     The  moderator 
asked,  in  his   own  behalf,    the    privilege   of 
embodying  it  in  his  volume,  as  it  produced  so 
exquisitely  the  very  thoughts  of  the  Psalmist ; 
and  then  he  requested  the  Moravian  editor  to 
undertake  the  task   of  rendering   the  whole 
Psalter  into  English.     An  intimation  like  this 
seems  to  have  abashed  the  modest  poet,  for 
he   afterward    made  reply   that    his    **  hand 
trembled  to  touch  the  harp  of  Zion."     The 
hymn,  as  used  largely  in  this  country,  pre- 
sents only  three  out  of  the  eight  double  stan- 
zas which    Dr.    Clark   printed   in   his   Com- 
mcniary.     with     the     grace    of     an    entire 
fjuarto  page  for  its  display.     Some  compilers 
have  shown  a  moderate  enterprise  in  looking 
after  the   other    lines,  and    so  the  churches 


have  learned  that  there  are  good  verses  un- 
touched. 

1066  7^  morning  light.  7s,  6s.  D. 

The  morning  light  is  breaking  ; 

The  darkness  disappears ! 
The  sons  of  earth  are  waking 

To  penitential  tears ; 
Each  oreeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean 

Brin^  tidings  from  afar 
Of  nations  in  commotion, 

Prepared  for  Zion's  war. 

a  See  heathen  nations  bending 

Before  the  God  we  love, 
And  thousand  hearts  ascending 

In  gratitude  above; 
While  sinners,  now  confessing, 

The  gospel  call  obey, 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  blessing — 

A  nation  in  a  day. 

3  Blest  river  of  salvation  ! 

Pursue  thine  onward  way  ; 
Flow  thou  to  ever>'  nation. 

Nor  in  thy  richness  stay  : 
Stay  not  till  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  their  home : 
Stay  not  till  all  the  holy 

Proclaim — '*  The  Lord  is  come  !" 

Written  in  1832  and  printed  in  Dr.  Hast- 
ings' spiritual  Somj^s,  1833.  No  characteris- 
tic of  Dr.  Samuel  Francis  Smith,  the  author 
of  the  hymn  now  before  us,  is  more  notice- 
able than  his  love  for  mission  work  at  home 
and  abroad.  His  heart  is  full  and  his  hopes 
are  confident.  A  modem  annotator  speaks 
of  this  piece  as  **  pleasantly  optimistic."  not 
meaning,  of  course,  any  slight  upon  its  spirit. 
It  is  so,  and  it  appears  to  most  of  the  sing- 
ing Christians  that  more  of  this  serene  trust 
and  bright  anticipation  is  needed  in  all  the 
churches.  It  might  have  been  expected  that 
such  a  lyric  would  be  almost  like  a  war  song 
among  the  mission  converts  the  world  over. 
It  has  been  widely  translated  into  the  lan- 
guages of  the  heathen,  and  it  is  sung  with 
utmost  enthusiasm  in  Italian,  Spanish,  Swed- 
ish, Chinese,  and  Siamese.  The  comfort 
which  one  may  have  in  the  good  that  comes 
back  to  hinj  from  the  making  of  a  good  hymn 
has  been  frankly  described  in  a  note  from  the 
author  of  this ;  he  says  of  it  that  it  "  has 
been  a  great  favorite  at  missionary  gather- 
ings, and  I  have  myself  heard  it  sung  in  five 
or  six  different  languages  in  Europ)e  and  Asia. 
It  is  a  favorite  with  the  Burmans,  Karens,  and 
Telugus,  from  whose  lips  I  have  heard  it  re- 
peatedly." To  this  he  adds  afterward  that  he 
had  listened  to  it  "among  the  Portuguese 
Protestants  in  their  own  country,  as  also  in 
Brazil  in  South  America." 


1067  Psalm  14. 

Oh.  that  the  Lord's  salvation 
Were  out  of  Zion  come. 

To  heal  his  ancient  nation. 
To  lead  his  outcasts  home  I 
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How  \ong  the  holy  city 

Sliall  heathen  feet  profane  f 
Return,  O  Lord,  in  pity. 

Rebuild  her  walls  again. 

2  Let  fall  thy  ro<l  of  terror, 

Thv  savtii((  grace  impart  ; 
Roll  oack  the  vail  of  error. 

Release  the  fettered  heart ; 
Let  Israel,  home  returning, 

Their  lost  Messiah  see ; 
Give  oil  of  joy  for  mourning, 

And  bind  thy  Church  to  thee. 

In  his  spirt/  of  the  Psalms,  1834,  Rev. 
Henry  Francis  Lyte  gives  this  as  his  version 
of  Psalm  14.  It  bears  on  only  the  final  verse 
of  it,  however.  The  hvmn  is  useful  in  its 
present  connection  at  meetings  for  the  sake 
of  missions  among  the  Jews.  One  of  the 
most  favorable  of  all  our  modem  signs  of 
Christ's  near  coming  is  found  in  the  rapid 
repopulation  of  Palestine  and  the  evident 
'•  home  returning  "  of  Israel. 
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Roll  on,  thou  mighty  ocean; 

And,  as  thy  billows  flow, 
Bear  messengers  of  mercy 

T<»  ever\'  land  below. 
Arisf,  ye  gales,  and  waft  them 

Safe  to  the  destined  shore; 
That  man  may  sit  in  darkness 

And  deitth's  black  shade  no  more. 

2  O  thou  eternal  Ruler, 

Who  hoUlest  in  thine  arm 
The  tempests  t>f  the  ocean, 

Prottvt  them  from  all  harm  ! 
Thy  presfncc,  Lord,  be  with  them. 

Wherever  liie\-  may  be : 
ThouKh  far  fn)m  us,  who  love  them. 

Still  let  them  be  with  thee. 

One  of  those  apparently  insignificant  but 
really  useful  hymns,  thoughtfully  pro\'ided  by 
James  Edmeston  for  any  occasion  when  the 
people  would  come  together  for  a  farewell 
greeting  to  missionaries  just  about  to  sail. 
He  published  it  in  his  Slissionary  Hymns, 
1822. 


1 069  '*>»"'  <}f  Right fousnt'ss.  8s,  7s,  4s. 

()"kr  the  gl<K>my  hills  of  darkness, 

Cht'ert'*!  by  no  celestial  ray, 
Sun  i»f  Rigliit'tiusnessI  arising. 

Britm  thf  bright,  the  glorious  day 
Scn<l  the  giwjH'l 

To  the  earths  n.*molest  bound. 

2  Kingd<»ms  wi<le  that  sit  in  darkness — 
( tfant  them.  Lord  !  the  glorious  light  ; 

.\n<i,  from  e.istern  cuist  t»»  western, 
May  the  morning  chase  the  night ; 

.\n<l  retlemption. 
Freely  purchasetl,  win  the  day. 

3  F'lv  abnvid.  thou  mighty  gospel! 
Win  an<l  tomjuer.  ne\-er  cease  ; 

Mav  thy  lasting,  wi<le  dominions 
Multiply  and  still  increase; 

Sway  thy  scejHer, 
Sa\  ioiir !  all  the  world  around. 


Among  the  other  pet  names  «ii 
grateful  and  enthusiastic  people  api 
Rev.  William  Williams  was  "the  M 
Wales."  This  fine  missionary  hymn,  s 
iar  in  a  thousand  Monthly  concer 
published  in  his  Gloria  in  JKxct/sis,  17 

1 070  Home  Afissums. 

Saints  of  God  1  the  dawn  is  brigfUe 
Token  of  our  comine  Lord  : 

O'er  the  earth  the  field  is  whitcninf 
Louder  rings  the  Master's  word— 

'*  Pray  Tor  reapers 
In  the  harvest  of  the  Lord." 

2  Now,  O  Lord !  fulfill  thy  pleasure. 
Breathe  upon  thy  chosen  band. 

And,  with  pientecostal  measure. 
Send  fortn  reapers  o*er  our  land— 
«  Faithful  reapers. 

Gathering  sheaves  for  thy  right  hai 

3  Broad  the  shadow  of  our  nation, 
Eaj^er  millions  hither  roam; 

Lo  !  the>-  wait  for  thv  salvatioo ; 
Come,  Lord  Jesus  !  quickly  co 


.  , I 

By  thv  Spirit, 
Brins:  thy  ransomed  people  home. 

4  Soon  shall  end  the  time  of  wecpinc 
Soon  the  reaping  time  will  come— 

Heaven  and  earth  together  keeping 
God's  eternal  Harv-est  Home : 

Saints  and  angels ! 
Shout  the  worlcTs  great  Harvest  H< 

Some  years  ago  one  of  the  religkni! 
lies  of  New  York  offered  a  generous 
money  for  the  best  home  missionary 
the  competition  appears  to  have  been 
ous,  and  quite  a  number  of  spiritec 
were  gained  for  the  churches.  This  01 
the  prize  :  but  the  author  desired  to 
in  the  secrecy  of  her  own  reserve.  It 
while  afterwards  to  the  public  that  \ 
sided  in  Richmond,  and  was  an  esi 
Christian  whose  name  was  Mrs.  Mar 
well.  She  was  bom  in  Norfolk,  V 
daughter  of  a  Scotch  merchant,  Mr. 
Robertson,  an  elder  in  the  Presb 
Church.  In  1839  she  was  married  tc 
ident  William  Maxwell  of  Hampden- 
College  :  his  death  left  her  a  widow  h 
During  the  war  she  removed  to  D. 
and  at  its  close  she  returned  to  Rid 
where  at  the  latest  accotmts  she  s 
sides. 

1 07  I  Th^  gospel  herakU  8 

On  the  mountain's  top  appearing, 
L(i !  the  sacred  Herald  stands, 

Wclcon>e  news  to  Zion  bearing--- 
/ion  lonx  in  hostile  lands : 

Mourning  captive  I 
GoA  himself  shall  loose  thjr  hands. 

a  Has  thy  night  been  long  and  moan 
Have  thy  mends  unftJthftil proved  ? 

Have  thy  toes  been  proad  anascomfn 
By  thy  si^hs  and  tears  vnmofvcd  ? 

Cease  thy  moamlnj( ; 
Zion  still  is  well  beloved. 
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Zion'3  King  will  surely  send. 

Rev.  Thomas  Kelly  has  given  us  this  in  his 
'lection  of  Psalms  and  Hymns  issued  in 
ibhn,  iSo^.  it  is  founded  upon  Isaiah 
:  7,  the  grand  challenge  o{  Ihe  prophet 
icerning  the  glory  of  Zion  which  seems 
:h  a  favorite  with  the  poets. 

72  "HalUluj-h!"  8j,  73,4s. 


was  linaJly  prepared  for  Dr.  Ellas  Nason's 
Congregational  Hymn-Book,  should  hence- 
forward l>e  retained  as  her  choice,  1857.  She 
told  one  of  her  correspondents  that,  while  liv- 
ine;  at  East  Windsor,  she  had  been  in  the 
iiabil  of  iteeping  "  a  kind  of  diarj- ;"  this  she 
continued  at  Ellington.  She  inserted  in  this 
book  ■'  several  scraps  of  poetry,"  which  were 
published  by  her  brother.  Nathan  Whiting,  in 
the  Religious  In/eUigencer,  at  New  Haven, 
She  had  four  little  chiTdren ;  life  was  hard  and 
full  of  cares  at  the  time ;  her  h^-mns  grew  out 
of  her  desire  lor  communion  with  God. 


1074 

DrclrfUiini. 

S.M. 

Halleluiah'  ihou  niieattsi, 

■'"sSr.i.'.r-"-"""" 

°!tKSttSrS™,c,, 

While  your  golden  hann  ye  move. 

And  send,  with  a  reviving  power, 
HisSpirilfromonhigH! 

1  Hallelujah!  Chun-h  Viclorious, 
loin  the  concert  of  Ihe  akv  ^ 

]  While  many  crowd  thv  house. 
How  few.  aVound  thy  b™;d/^^ 

"kiSvSSsw.. 

We.pQorexiks, 

Join  noi  vet  your  melody. 

J  Thou,  thou  alone  can.lj[ive 

3  Halleluiah!  slrair>9  of  gladneu 
Sun  IHH  souls  with  ancuiih  torn : 

C.^^''fi?Ki^>?nr.i™r^ive 

H»llclmah!sou.ul3or»dnes^ 
Be<l  bi-cunie  Ihe  heart  forlorn ; 

We  wilb™ller  tears  raurt  munm. 

*  SpiSt'of  lift'  and  l^e"" 

Then  shall  this  people  all  be  Ibine. 

4  Bui  our  eamesi  nippticilion. 

This  chDtcb  like  Ibat  above. 

.HolvGod.wenisrip.hee/ 

The  ancient  Latin  poem.  ■'  Alleluia,  duke 
'men."  is  said  to  have  been  written  in  the 
venth  century,  but  its  author  is  not  known. 
le  translation  now  before  us  was  made  by 
V.  John  Chandler,  and  printed  in  his  Hymns 
Ike  Primitive  Church,  1837. 
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work  revive. 


Oh,  (- 


•  rdy. 


Mrs.  I'hcebe  H.  Ilrown,  the  author  of  this 

niliar  hymn,  written  in  1819.  accepted  cer- 
n  alterations  in  its  structure  made  by  an- 
ler  hand,  more  skilled  in  rhythmical  ar- 
igement,  and  signihed  tliat  this  foriD,  as  it 


Rev.  Georee  Washington  Bethuoe,  D.  D., 
the  author  of  this  hymn,  was  Ixim  in  New 
York  City.  March  18,1805.  HLs  grandmother 
was  the  sainted  Isabella  Graham,  and  his 
father  was  Divie  Bethune.a  Scotch  merchant 
living  in  New  Vork.  This  child  of  many 
prayers  was  graduated  from  Dickinson  Cc^ 
lege,  1813,  and  at  once  studied  for  the  minis- 
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try  in  Princeton  Theological  Seminary.  He 
was  married  in  1825,  and  took  his  license  as 
a  minister  from  the  Second  Presbytery  of 
New  York.  He  was  settled  first  in  the  Re- 
formed Dutch  Church  of  Rhinebeck,  N.  Y. 
Thereafter  he  had  charges  in  that  denomina- 
tion for  the  remainder  of  his  useful  and  bril- 
liant life.  He  was  most  conspicuous,  perhaps, 
in  Brooklyn,  where  the  Church  on  the  Heights 
was  organized  for  him.  He  left  that  position 
in  1859;  and  shortly  afterwards,  his  health 
being  much  broken,  he  went  across  the  sea, 
residing  in  Florence,  Italy,  where  he  died  on 
Sunday,  April  27,  1862.  In  his  English 
Hymns  Rev.  Samuel  W.  Duffield  tells  us  at 
some  length  that  Dr.  George  Duffield.  Jr., 
copied  certain  entries  from  the  diary  of  Divie 
Bethune  in  Detroit,  and  these  were  published 
by  his  son  in  an  excellent  paper  treating  of 
Dr.  Bethune 's  history.  From  these  sources,  as 
well  as  from  the  ample  and  interesting  biog- 
raphy penned  by  Dr.  Van  Nest,  all  needed  in- 
formation concerning  this  remarkable  pulpit 
orator,  hymnologist,  poet,  lecturer,  fisherman, 
wit,  author,  and  litterateur,  is  easily  to  be  ob- 
tained. This  hymn  is  said  to  have  been  struck 
off  upon  a  penciled  paper  during  the  few  mo- 
ments of  waiting  for  his  audience  to  assemble 
for  a  devotional  meeting  some  time  in  the  year 
1843.  It  contains  what  was  probably  the 
dominant  thought  of  its  author  while  those 
people  were  coming  into  their  seats :  "Oh, 
that  God  would  revive  us  and  awaken  us ! 
How  many  crowd  the  house,  how  few  come 
to  open  confession  I  " 

Dr.  Bethune  was  consecrated  to  Christ,  and 
even  to  the  office  of  the  ministry,  from  the 
earliest  moment  of  his  life.  The  journal  of 
Divie  Bethune  contains  this  record  at  the  date 
of  his  birth :  **  Oh,  remember  my  request  this 
morning  !  Receive  my  dedication  of  my  son. 
Thou  knowcst  what  I  have  all  along  asked  of 
God.  that  if  he  gave  us  a  son.  he  might  be 
sanctified  from  the  womb,  and  be  made  a 
faitlifiil.  honored,  and  zealous  minister  of  the 
everlasting  (»ospel.  Oh,  let  this  son  be  chosen 
of  thee  to  declare  the  unsearchable  riches  of 
Christ  I"  Prayers  winged  by  such  faith  as  this 
are  scattered  through  the  entire  extent  of  this 
wonderful  father's  diary;  it  could  not  be 
otherwise  than  that  they  should  be  answered, 
ever)'  one.  This  child  grew  up  as  a  child  of 
the  covenant,  became  a  child  of  grace,  and 
continued  a  child  of  Ciod.  His  record  is  in 
all  the  churches.  I  le  was.  Tike  his  father,  a 
man  of  prayer.  One  (ireek  Testament  there 
was,  his  companion  for  the  long  years  of  his 
life  and  ministry ;  in  this  can  even  now  be 
read  that  comprehensive  little  prayer  which 


bears  his  name — it  was  entered  upoo  * 
leaf :  **  Lord,  pardon  what  I  have  bees 
tify  what  I  am,  and  order  what  I  shall  I 
thme  may  be  the  glory  and  mine  die 
salvation  through  Jesus  Christ  our  La 

1 075  Revival  imtpiored. 

Saviour,  visit  thy  plantatioa  I 
Grant  us,  Lord,  a  flrnciotis  rain : 

All  will  come  to  aesoiaticMi 
Unless  thou  return  again. 

2  Keep  no  longer  at  a  distance. 
Shine  upon  us  from  on  highf 

Lest,  for  want  of  thine  assistance. 
Every  plant  should  droop  and  oic. 

3  Once,  O  Lord,  thy  garden  floariilM 
Everv  part  looked  gay  and  green; 

Tlien  thy  word  our  spirits  nourished 
Happy  seasons  we  have  seen. 

4  But  a  drought  has  since  succeeded, 
And  a  sad  decline  we  see : 

Lord,  thy  help  is  greatly  needed : 
Help  can  only  come  from  thee. 

5  Let  our  mutual  love  be  fervent : 
Make  us  prevalent  in  prayer : 

Let  each  one  esteemed  tny  servant 
Shun  the  world's  bewitching  snaie 

6  Break  the  tempter's  fotal  power, 
Turn  the  stony  heart  to  flesh. 

And  begin  from  this  good  hour 
To  revive  thy  work  afresh. 

Rev.  John  Newton  wrote  this  for  th 
Hymns,  1779.  The  annotation  upcHi  il 
in  S.  W.  Duftield's  English  Hymns,  i 
unusually  interesting  and  altogether  o 
He  says :  "  It  is  singular  that  no  one 
marked  the  imagery  of  this  hymn.  Tl 
who  wrote  it  was  formerly  emplojred  in 
inglime  and  lemon  trees  upon  his  n 
plantation  at  the  mouth  of  the  Sherbro 
m  Africa.  When  the  slips  that  he  hac 
the  ground  were  *no  higher  flian  a 
gooseberr\'  bush.'  his  master  sneering 
to  him  :  *  Who  knows  but  by  the  timf 
trees  grow  up  and  bear,  you  may  go  h 
England,  obtain  the  command  of  a  sh 
return  to  reap  the  fruit  of  your  labors 
see  strange  things  sometimes  happen.' 
meant,  and  understood,  as  a  contem 
speech,  but  John  Newton  really  did  ret 
command  of  a  ship,  and  with  some  Y 
heaven  in  his  heart,  and  saw  these  sam 
grown  to  stature  and  bearing  fruit.** 


I076 


Th^  Promise. 


Haii.  to  the  brightness  of  Zion's  glad  mofni 
Joy  to  the  lands  that  in  darkncM  have  laii 

Hushed  be  the  accents  of  sorrow  and  inoari 
Zion  in  triumph  begins  her  mild  reign. 

a  Hail  to  the  brightness  of  Zion's  glad  mom 
Lonn^  by  the  prophets  of  Isrul  foretold : 

Hail  to  the  millions  from  bondage  retnmliM 
Gentile  and  Jew  the  blest  viskm  bdiold. 
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3  Lo  !  in  the  desert  rich  flowers  are  springing, 
Streams  ever  copious  are  gliding  along  ; 

Loud  from  the  mountain-tops  echoes  are  ringing, 
Wastes  rise  in  verdure,  and  mingle  in  song. 

4  ScCj  from  all  lands — from  the  isles  of  the  ocean — 
Praise  to  Jehovah  ascending  on  high ; 

Fallen  are  the  engines  of  war  and  commotion, 
Shouts  of  salvation  are  rending  the  sky. 

In  Dr.  Thomas  Hastings'  Spiritual  Songs, 
1831,  this  hymn  is  found;  it  was  composed 
l>y  him  in  1830.  It  is  always  sung  to  this 
^une  "  Wesley,"  composed  by  Dr.  Lowell 
^ason.  his  friend  and  coadjutor  for  so  many 
years.  He  entitled  it,  '*  Missionary  Success. ' 
It  is  marvelous  to  look  back  and  see  what 
lias  been  done  in  the  evangelization  of  the 
-world  since  the  time  when  this  '*  Spiritual 
Song"  was  first  sung,  sixty-three  years  ago. 

IQ77  Home  Missions.  8s,  7s.  D. 

G(X)i)Lv  were  thy  tents,  O  Israel, 

Spread  along  the  river's  side, 
Bright  Ihv  star  which  rose  prophetic, 

Henild  of  dominion  wide; 
Fairer  are  the  homes  of  freemen, 

Scattered  o'er  our  broad  domain  ; 
Brighter  is  our  rising  day-star, 

I'shoriiig  in  a  purer  reign. 

2  Welcome  to  the  glorious  freedom 
Which  our  fathers  hither  brought ; 

Welcome  to  the  priceless  treasure 

Which  with  ctmstant  faith  they  sought — 

See.  from  ever>  nation  gathering. 
Swarming  myriads  throng  our  coasts. 

Hear,  with  steady  steps  advancing. 
Ceaseless  tread  of  countless  hosts. 

3  ('.(»d  of  nations!  our  Preser\'er, 
Hear  our  prayers,  our  counsels  bless  ; 

Lift  o'er  all  thy  radiant  banner, 

On  these  souls  thy  love  impress  ; 
From  thy  throne  of  boundless  blessing, 

O'er  our  land  thy  Spirit  pour  ; 
In  the  grandeur  of  thme  empire 

Reign  supreme  from  shore  to  shore  I 

Among  the  pieces  sent  us  for  selection  in 
the  work  of  compilation  by  Rev.  Samuel  Wol- 
cott,  D.  D..  was  found  this  one  with  many 
others  htted  for  use  in  both  foreign  and  home 
missionary  service.  His  heart  in  his  later  life 
had  no  divided  love  for  these  two  great 
causes  ;  for  he  cherished  them  alike,  as  a 
mother  cares  for  her  twin  children  with  an 
unalterable  and  indiscriminate  affection.  In 
early  life  he  left  America  for  Syria,  forsaking 
the  **  homes  of  freemen,"  of  which  he  sang, 
for  a  long  and  painful  career  of  service  among 
the  Arabs  and  the  Druses  of  Lebanon. 
When  health  failed  he  came  home  to  preach 
to  his  countr\'men  with  equal  ardor,  and 
gave  his  best  force  to  a  Secretaryship  in  the 
Society  for  prosecuting  Home  Missions  at 
the  West.  This  hymn  was  given  to  the  press 
in  the  spring  of  1881.  while  he  was  engaged 
in  the  special  service  of  establishing  churches 
in  Ohio  as  a  State  Superintendent.      In  his 


later  life  he  wrote  many  hymns,  and  he  has 
left  on  record  an  account  of  how  he  began  to 
do  so.  He  was  fifty-six  years  old.  and  had 
never  put  two  rhymes  together,  and  had 
taken  it  for  granted  that  he  was  as  incompe- 
tent to  write  a  hymn,  or  even  a  stanza,  as  to 
work  a  miracle.  '*  However,"  he  says,  **  I 
resolved  that  I  would  try  to  write  a  hymn  (J 
five  stanzas,  and  proceeded  to  plan  it.  pre- 
cisely as  I  would  plan  a  sermon.  1  said.  The 
first  stanza  shall  be  a  recognition  of  God 
the  Father ;  the  second  a  recognition  of 
Christ  the  Redeemer;  the  third  a  prayer  to 
God  the  Father;  the  fourth  a  prayer  to 
Christ  the  Redeemer;  the  fifth  shall  blend 
the  two  in  one  address.  A  more  perfect  rec- 
ipe for  wooden  stanzas  it  would  be  difficult 
to  frame."  The  result  was  the  hymn  begin- 
ning **  Father.  1  own  thy  voice,"  and  the 
author  was  much  surprised  to  find  he  had 
written  what  could  actually  be  sung.  Many 
of  his  hymns  have  become  favorites  through- 
out the  country. 

1078  "  fVrstward."  8s,  7S. 

Hark  !  the  sound  of  anget-voices 

Over  Bethlehem's  star-lit  plain ; 
Hark !  the  heavenly  host  rejoices, 

Jesus  comes  on  earth  to  reign. 
See  celestial  radiance  beaming. 

Lighting  up  the  midnight  sky  ; 
'T  is  the  promised  day-star  gleaming, 

'T  is  the  day-spring  from  on  high. 

2  Westward,  all  along  the  ages, 

Trace  its  pathway  clear  and  bnght ; 
Star  of  hope  to  Eastern  sages. 

Radiant  now  with  gospel  light. 
Angels  from  the  realms  of  glor>-. 

Peace  on  earth  delight  to  sing ; 
Christian,  tell  the  wondrous  stor>'. 

Go  proclaim  the  Saviour  King ! 

This  very  fine  home  missionary  piece  of 
poetry  found  its  way  into  Spiritual  Songs  for 
Church  and  Choir,  in  1878.  Where  it  was 
obtained  then  it  is  impossible  now  to  say ; 
it  appeared  there  as  anonymous,  and  proba- 
bly it  came  under  the  compiler's  notice  as  a 
fugitive  contribution  in  some  periodical.  It 
consisted  of  four  double  stanzas,  and  was 
divided  into  somewhat  more  available  pro- 
portions, doing  service  as  two  hymns.  The 
next  year  it  was  copied  into  the  small  man- 
ual entitled  Mission  Songs,  compiled  for  use 
at  the  great  meetings  of  the  American  Board. 
It  is  within  a  few  months  only  that  we  have 
learned  that  it  was  composed  by  Mrs.  Re- 
becca Phoenix  Coe.  the  honored  wife  of  Rev. 
David  B.  Coe,  D.  D..  Secretary  of  the  Home 
Missionary  Society.  It  is  the  common  expo- 
sure of  a  hymn-maker  in  our  times  that  she 
has  amiably  to  submit  to  the  question  which 
affectionate  curiosity  raises,  and  suffer  herself 
to  be  gazetted  with  whatever  details  of  per- 
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sonal  history  can  be  secured.  Mrs.  Coe  is  re- 
siding at  present  in  Bloomfield,  N.  J.;  she 
was  bom  in  New  York  city,  however,  March 
i8,  1818.  It  ought  to  give  her  pleasure  to 
know  that  the  singing  world  is  grateful,  but 
she  does  not  need  the  tardy  crediting  of  this 
hymn  to  her  to  render  her  beloved  by  all  who 
know  her. 

I079  The  Heralds  of  the  Gospel.  8s.  7s.  D. 

Onward,  onward,  men  of  heaven ! 

Bear  the  gospel's  banner  high  ; 
Rest  nottill  its  light  is  given, 

Star  of  ever>'  mgan  sky  : 
Send  it  where  the  pilgrim  stranger 

Faints  beneath  the  torrid  ray ; 
Bid  the  red-brow e<l  forest-ranger 

Hail  it,  ere  he  fades  away. 

2  Rude  in  speech,  or  grim  in  feature. 

Dark  in  spirit,  though  they  be, 
Show  that  light  to  e\'er\' creature — 

Prince  or  vassal,  bond  or  free : 
Lo !  they  haste  to  evt»r>-  nation  : 

Host  on  host  the  ranks  supply  : 
Onward  !  Christ  is  your  salvation, 

And  your  death  is  victory. 

Still  another  of  Mrs.  Lydia  Huntley  Sig- 
ourney's  hymns.  There  is  a  real  ring  of 
rhythm  and  feeling  in  this  piece,  more  than 
usual  in  an  authoress  whose  gifts  have  been 
supposed  to  be  more  in  the  direction  of  grace 
and  beauty  than  in  that  of  eagerness  and 
strength.  There  are  three  of  these  double 
verses  in  her  piece  as  she  prep)ared  it  for 
.singing.  She  wrote  it  in  1833,  and  the  text 
affixed  to  it  is  in  Mark  16  :  15  :  **  Go  ye  into 
all  the  world,  and  preach  the  gospel  to  every 
creature." 


loeo 


The  last  sonj^. 


L.  M. 


Soon  may  the  last  glad  song  arise 
Thmugh  all  the  mulions  i>f  the  skies — 
That  sc^ngof  triumph  whiih  records 
That  all  the  earth  is  now  the  Lord's  ! 

2  Let  throne's  and  powers  and  kingdoms  be 
Obi-iiient,  niighty  <»»>d,  to  thee  I 

And,  over  land  and  stream  and  main, 
Wave  th«»u  the  socpter  of  thy  reign  ! 

3  Oh,  let  that  glorious  anthem  swell. 
Let  host  to  host  the  triumph  tell, 
That  not  tine  relu-l  heart  remains. 
But  t»ver  all  the  .Saviour  reigns  ! 

Tiiis  hymn  is  attributed  to  Mrs.  Vokes,  but 
its  authorship  has  not  been  identified  with 
absolute  certainty.  It  is  an  anticipation  of 
Christ's  universal  reign  upon  the  earth,  and  a 
praytT  for  its  speedy  realization;  but  it  also 
suggests  the  (juestion  which  Paul  puts  in  his 
I*"-pistle  to  the  Romans :  '*  How  then  shall 
they  call  on  him  in  whom  they  have  not  be- 
lieved }  and  how  shall  they  believe  in  him  of 
whom  they  have  not  heard  }  and  how  shall 
they  hear  without  a  preacher?  And  how 
shall  they  preach,  except  they  be  sent  ?  " 

It  is  impossible   to   look    at  the  heathen 


world  without  feeling  the  force  ot  Paul 
soning  in  this  passage.  Such  an  event 
recent  massacre  by  King  Theebau  ( 
mah,  the  atrocities  in  countries  undc 
Mohammedan  rule,  and  the  barbanx 
that  take  place  from  time  to  time  on  tl 
coast  of  Africa,  should  provoke  the  O 
church  to  greater  efforts  in  the  missic 
Paul's  question,  **  How  shall  they  hca 
out  a  preacher  .^"  is  uttered  eighteen  h 
years  after  by  a  poor  Hindoo  woman 
banks  of  the  Ganges.  She  had  drowi 
children  in  the  sacred  river  before  b 
version  to  Christianity,  and,  when  s 
the  mission^r\'  of  it,  she  burst  into  ttt 
cried  :  *'  Why  did  you  not  come  bcfo 
you  had  come  before,  I  would  not  hs 
my  children."  How  should  that  ^ 
sorrow  touch  the  heart  of  every  Christ 
rent !  Show  how  this  same  question 
shall  they  hear  .'^"  finding  entrance  inu 
that  loved  their  Saxiour.  sent  out  m 
Eliot.  Brainerd,  Judson.  Carey,  Mart 
Morrison,  who.se  lives  are  full  ojf  touci 
stances  of  their  devotion  to  God's  \ 
this  field.  They  felt  that  they  were 
soldiers,  and  they  would  not  be  fait 
the  battle.  A  young  English  office 
asked  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  if  he  t 
there  was  any  need  of  preaching  the 
to  the  Hindoos.  "  Look  to  your  m 
orders,  sir,"  said  the  Duke.  Then  op( 
New  Testament,  he  read  :  "  •  Go  ye 
the  world,  and  preach  the  gospel  t< 
creature  I '  These  are  your  marching 
sir." 

I08I  Missionary  Cont'oca/ian. 

AssRMBi.KD  at  thy  great  command. 
Before  thy  face,  dread  King,  we  stand  : 
The  voice  that  marshaled  evcr>'  star 
Has  called  thy  people  from  afar. 

2  We  meet,  throueh  distant  lands  to  spn 
The  truth  for  which  the  martyrs  bled  ; 
Alonjf  the  line,  lo  either  pole, 

The  thunder  of  thy  praise  to  rolL 

3  Our  prayers  assist,  accept  our  praise. 
Our  hopes  revive,  our  courage  raise ; 
Our  counsels  aid,  to  each  impart 

The  single  e>*e,  the  faithful  heart. 

4  Forth  with  thv  chosen  heralds  come, 
Recall  the  wandering  spirits  home: 
From  Zion's  mount  send  forth  the  soond, 
To  spread  the  spacious  earth  aroand. 

Rev.  William  Bengo  Collycr,  D.  1 
born  at  HIackheath,  England,  April  i^ 
and  educated  at  Homerton  College.  \v 
early  life  he  began  his  studies  for  the 
tr>'.  At  the  age  of  twenty-two  he  \ 
dained  pastor  of  a  little  church  at  Pe 
which  numbered   only  ten    commun 
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:  his  labors  were  blessed,  and  he  became 
ebrated  among  evangelical  preachers  for 
eloquence,  courtesy,  and  ability.  In  1817 
levv  chapel  was  opened  for  him  in  the  town, 
1  he  remained  there  throughout  his  long 
iterate  of  tifty-two  years,  dying  at  Peckham, 
luary  8,  1854.  Dr.  Collyer  was  an  author 
much  versatility,  having  written  a  series  of 
en  volumes  on  Divine  Revelation,  as  well 
a  great  number  of  hymns,  and  poems  of 
ure  or  of  sentiment.  .Many  of  his  pieces 
re  composed  to  be  sung  after  sermons 
ich  he  had  preached,  and  were  published 
different  collections  and  in  various  maga- 
es.  The  one  quoted  here  was  first  printed 
1812,  in  his  Hymns,  Partly  Collected  and 
rtly  Or(i^/nal,  and  is  extensively  used  in 
lerica  for  missionary  gatherings. 

82  Christ's  coming.  L.  M. 

Jksl's  !  thy  church,  with  longin;^  eyes, 
For  thitjc  expected  coming  waits ; 

When  will  the  promised  lijBfht  arise, 
Aiul  glor>'  beam  from  Zion's  gates  ? 

2  Ev'tinow,  when  tempests  round  us  foil. 
And  wiiilr>-  clouds  o'ercast  the  sky, 

Thy  wt)rds  with  pleasure  we  recall, 
And  deem  that  our  redemption  's  nigh. 

3  Oh,  come  and  reiji^n  o'er  cver>'  land ; 
Let  Satan  from  his  throne  be  hurled ; 

All  nalit>ns  bow  to  thy  command, 
.And  >;race  revive  a  dying  world. 

4  Teach  us,  in  watchfulness  and  prayer, 
To  wait  for  the  appointed  hour  ; 

An<l  fit  us  by  thy  grace  to  share 
The  triumphs  of  thy  conquering  power. 

This  was  written  as  a  **  Second  Advent " 
i\{\  by  Rev.  William  Hiley  Bathurst,  and 
s  so  entitled.  He  published  it  in  his 
alms  and  Hymns,  1831.  In  sentiment  it 
embles  Hishop  Heber's  great  hymn.  It 
meets  the  church's  triumph,  the  overthrow 
Satan,  the  evangelization  of  the  nations, 
J  the  final  glory  of  Zion,  with  the  jxirsonal 
ning  of  Christ,  that  blessed  day  when  **  the 
mb  for  sinners  slain,  Redeemer,  King, 
t^ator,  in  bliss  returns  to  reign." 

63  ''  Ascend  thy  throne r  L.  M. 

AscKND  thy  throne,  almighty  King. 

And  spreiid  thy  glories  all  abroad  ; 
Let  thine  own  arm  salvation  bring, 

And  be  Ihoii  known  the  gracious  God. 

3  Let  millions  Ijow  before  thy  seal, 
Let  humble  mourners  seek  thy  face, 

Bring  daring  rebels  to  thy  feel. 
Subdued  bv  thy  victorious  grace. 

y  Oh,  1ft  the  kingdoms  of  the  world 
Become  the  kiti>;(loms  of  the  Lord  ! 

Let  saints  and  angels  praise  thy  name. 
Be  thou  through  hea\cn  and  earth  adored. 

This  poem  by  Rev.  Benjamin  Beddome 
s    first    published    in     Rippon's     Baptist 


Selection,  1787,  and  has  attained  a  wide 
popularity  in  America.  It  was  written 
for  use  m  missionary  meetings  and  is  an 
earnest  p)etition  that  Christ  may  be  ac- 
knowledged by  all  the  nations  as  their 
king.  In  hastening  that  consummation  even 
the  least  of  his  servants  may  take  part,  for 
we  are  told  that  he  will  bless  the  smallest 
gift  if  it  is  made  in  his  name.  In  the  Shaw- 
mut  Branch  Sunday-school  of  Boston  a  suc- 
cessful attempt  was  recently  made  to  interest 
the  children  in  the  systematic  giving  of  their 
own  money.  An  envelope  was  handed  to 
each  scholar,  on  the  outside  of  which  was 
printed  a  form  with  space  for  the  scholar's 
name,  the  amount  of  money  contributed,  and 
a  statement  of  how  the  money  was  earned  ; 
these  envelopes  were  to  be  handed  in  at  the 
Sunday-evening  collections.  The  first  Sun- 
day after  the  experiment  was  tried,  more  than 
thirty  envelopes  were  returned,  containing 
amounts  varying  from  two  cents  to  a  dollar ; 
and  among  the  methods  by  which  the  money 
was  earned,  as  recorded  on  the  envelopes, 
were  **  Doing  errands,"  "  Carrying  coal," 
**  Walking  to  my  work  and  saving  car-fares." 
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Psalm  72. 


Lr.    M. 


{Ksus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 
)ocs  his  successive  journeys  run ; 
His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore. 
Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 

3  For  him  shall  endless  praver  be  made 
And  endless  praises  crown  his  head  ; 
His  name,  like  sweet  perfume,  shall  rise 
With  ever>'  morning  sacrifice. 

3  People  and  realms  of  ever>-  tongue 
Dwell  on  his  love,  with  sweetest  song  ; 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  his  name. 

4  Blessings  abound  where'er  he  reigns: 
The  prisoner  leaps  to  lose  his  chains; 
The  wear>'  find  eternal  rest, 

And  all  the  sons  of  want  are  blest. 

5  Let  every  creature  rise  and  bring 
Peculiar  honors  to  our  King  ; 
Angels  descend  with  songs  again. 
And  earth  repeat  the  loud  Amen  ! 

Dr.  Watts  found  that  the  translations  of 
the  Psalms  made  by  the  devout  Francis 
Rous  were  no  more  pleasing  to  his  taste 
than  the  hymns  he  had  in  some  measure 
supplanted.  They  were  rude  in  poetic  con- 
stmction  and  altogether  Judaic  in  their  color- 
ing. He  felt  confident  that  he  could  pre- 
serve all  the  fervor  and  fire  of  the  Old  Testa- 
ment Psalms,  and  yet  present  them  in  the 
sunshine  of  the  New  Testament  dispensation 
for  Christians  to  sing.  His  own  words  on 
this  point  are  significant :  "  1  have  expressed 
as  I  may  suppose  David  would  have  done. 
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had  he  lived  in  the  days  of  Christianity.  I 
have  entirely  omitted  some  whole  Psalms  and 
large  pieces  of  many  others,  and  have  chosen 
out  of  them  such  parts  only  as  might  easily 
and  naturally  be  accommodated  to  the  various 
occasions  of  the  Christian  life,  or  at  least 
might  afford  us  some  beautiful  allusions  to 
Christian  affairs.    These  1  have  copied  and  cx- 

Elained  in  the  (general  style  of  the  Cospel.  I 
ave  chosen  rather  to  imitate  than  to  trans- 
late, and  thus  to  compose  a  psalm-book  lor 
Christians  after  the  manner  of  the  Jewish 
Psalter." 

No  one  can  deny  that  in  this  undertaking 
he  achieved  a  wonderful  success.  Especially 
is  this  version  one  of  the  grandest  lyrics 
within  the  compass  of  Christian  literature.  It 
was  the  one  chosen  to  Ix;  sung  in  1862,  at  the 
great  mission  gathering  when  the  five  thou- 
sand converts  from  Samoa,  Tonga,  and  Fiji 
surrendered  heathenism  and  came  to  Christ, 
The  title  of  the  Hymn  is  "  Christ's  kingdom 
among  the  Gentiles."  and  it  consists  of  eight 
stanzas;  the  Second  Part,  L.  M..  of  I'salm  72. 

lOeS  Co^,-^r,io«  o/IM^  UP.IJ.  L.M. 

Kid  Ihc  brijriil  mutnliiK  ^ar  ar>«, 
.\iiJ  iKiiiii  UK  iiatkniK  tu  Ihe  ■kii'S. 

On  Afrk-'x sUtm:  wi  IiHUaH  plaiiii'. 
(>u  wililo  ami  oiitiiunli  uiikixwn— 
Awl  nakvlhenalliiniaUtldiircjwii 
jSwak  ind  Ihrttiwkl  shall  h«irth>  %oiL-F 


THE  CHURCH  OF  «iOR, 


^Htll, 

\nc]  hill  nil  n: 


mil  tliL  ik-wn  •liall  1 


%>^'^' 


11  hnil  Ih 


iiiuhi 


One  of  the  long-stinding  perpleMties  of  the 
h\niniiloi;ist  ha--  huh  Ixen  relieved  Thi>. 
h\mnis  it  hsi  b\  ijcncral  <<insenl  iredited 
to  <i  usiful  mmislcr  m  tht  l>iplist  denomma 
tion  R<,\  Hourne  Hall  l)r,i|>cr  III)  He 
v\  IS  horn  It  Lumncr  mar  ( Kford  1775  «a.s 
settkd  It  Niutli  mipton  f  ngland  where  he 
diKJ  I '1  totwr  [^43  It  ttis  evidtnth  prc- 
p,irt.d  for  <-i)niL  p irting  oi  1  ision  when  mis- 
sion irii-.  wtrc  stttini,  out  for  the  distant 
liilds  Oul  nf  U11S  pi>em  two  01  our  modern 
h\miis  hm  been  i  iimpiltd  this  one  and  the 
other,  equally  f.-unili.ir.  commencing,  "  Ye 
Christian  hcrakls.  go.  ]>r<x.-laim.'  lloth  of 
these  have  for  long  years  l)een  credited  to  a 
somewhat  mythical  "  Mrs.  \'oke,"  of  whom 
it  hiis  always  Ix'en  rcgri'tted  there  was  no 
Christian  name,  no  .social  biography,  no  his- 
Corical  detail,  which  could  be  trusted  as  true. 
The  two  little  triads  of  verses  first  c.ime  to 
niiticf  in  our  couniry  in  an  old  collection 
called  Ih'i'iis  fi'r  the  I'se  0/  CAristiaiii,-p'a\i- 
lished  in  Portland,   Mc.  1805.    To  one  of 


these  a  running  title  is  : 
Dcpanurc  of  the  Missiooanes :  By  ■  I 
Student."  Subsequently  the  name  ol 
Voke  somehow  found  a  place,  and  it  hai 
clung  with  great  tenacity. 


0  iit*l  af  Ziem." 

u  oTo'ersprEuIin^  death. 


<n  Ziaa'! 


1  That  light  shall  shine  on  duUnt  li 
And  wanaering  Iribcs,  in  joyful  bam! 
Shall  come  thy  kIoH'.  LJird,  (o  ace. 
And  in  thy  tuurts  to  worship  Ihee. 

3  OU|{hlofZion,nowariael 

Lrt  the  glad  mominghle««,rey«»l 

Ve  nations,  calch  the  kindlinK  or. 


1  Ins  CM  client  missionary  hymn  is 
iredited  fiirly  to  the  Rev  Leonard  Bi 
I)  1)  liut  the  tale  of  its  metamorphos 
unique.  In  the  early  part  of  the  present 
lury  was  published  a  SelecUon  by  Dobell 
ih.-it  there  was  a  poetical  piece  t^  Miss  £ 
Slinn.  Some  generations  subsequent  ic 
Dr.  Ilacon  prepared  a  tract  for  the  Socie 
Inquiry  in  Andover.  in  the  course  of  w 
he  quoted  some  parts  of  Miss  Slinn's  pre 
tion.  These  he  altered  and  improved,  goii 
far  as  to  write  extensive  additions  to  wb 
borrowed.  By  and  by  the  five  staiuiu 
reduced  to  three ;  Nettleton  put  tbe  poeni 
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^lage  Hymns.  Then,  after  some  more 
.nd  changes,  it  was  copied  into  Church 
}dy,  in  1 83 1.     Finally  Dr.   Bacon   took 

it  once  more,  and  gave  it  such  a  revis- 
Lhat  he  "  left  no  more  of  Slinn  than  the 
:  touch  in  the  third  and  last  lines ;" 
rhich  it  has  borne  his  name. 
Bacon  was  born  in  Detroit,  Mich.,  Feb- 
19,  1802.  Graduated  at  Yale  College 
o,  and    at    Andover  Seminary  in  due 

he  was  installed  almost  at  once  as  the 
of  the  First  (Congrej^ational)  Church  in 

laven,  Conn.  He  continued  in  that 
ifty-scven  years,  liut  in  1866  he  was 
J  of  the  main  burden  of  his  work  and 
I  an  instructor  and  lecturer  in  Yale 
'gical  School,  holding  his  position  as 
emeritus  until  his  death,  December  24, 


Zion" s  Glory.  L.  M. 

ZioN  !  awake,  thy  .stren|<rlh  renew  ; 
Put  on  thy  robes  of  beauteous  hue ; 
And  let  the  admiring  world  behold 
The  King's  fair  daughter  clothed  in  gold. 

I  Church  of  our  (iod  !  arise  and  shine, 
Bright  with  the  beams  of  trutli  divine  ; 
Then  shall  thy  radiance  stream  afar, 
CVide  as  the  heathen  nations  are. 

\  Gentiles  and  kitjgs  thy  light  shall  view, 
\nd  shall  admire  and  love  thee  t<x); 
rhev  come,  like  clouds  across  the  sky, 
(\s  d(>ves  that  to  their  windows  fly. 

is   one   of   the   most   widely   known 

by  William    Shrubsole ;    it  appeared 

the  Evangelical  Afat^azine,  1796,  and 

ce  been  publislied  in  many  collections. 

entitled  *'  The  ('.lory  of  the  Church," 

a  paraphrase  of   that  portion  of  the 

ifth    Psalm    in    which   the   Church   is 

nted   as   a   royal    bride   about    to   be 

t  to  her  husband. 

n  the  terrible  days  of  panic  were  over 
lerican  nation  in  1857,  crippling  every 
our  great  missionary  societies,  so  that 
i  of  retrenchment  was  borne  passion- 
cross  to  the  foreign  fields  of  effort, 
s  were  discharged  and  missions  were 
Report  of  the  embarrassments  over 
jme  in  due  course  to  a  small  band  of 
ian  Christians  in  Persia.  They  in- 
summoned  an  assembly  to  consider 
ey  might  act  so  as  to  bestow  help  the 
juickly  and  with  most  force.  The 
4  was  called  to  order  by  an  aged 
r,  who  began  the  conference  by  a  dis- 
llusion  to  tlie  costliness  of  their  wed- 
remonies  in  those  Oriental  lands.  He 
1  that  young  people  might  be  married 
ner  costimie.  "  Now  lierc."  he  con- 
**  is  the  Church,  the  Bride  of  our  Lord 


Jesus  Christ,  and  she  is  compelled  to  go  un- 
provided for  to  her  Master's  palace  !  Cannot 
we  join  hands  to-day  to  give  her  a  fair 
outfit.^  "  The  figure  seemed  at  once  to  arrest 
the  imagination  of  those  simple-hearted  and 
loving  Christians,  and  they  took  it  up.  One 
arose,  saying  :  **  She  ought  at  least  to  have  a 
ring,  and  I  am  ready  to  offer  the  price  of  one 
now,  just  such  as  my  wife  received  when  she 
was  wedded  to  me."  Another  added  :  **  She 
needs  a  vail  quite  as  much,  and  I  will  see  that 
the  Lamb's  Bride  does  not  set  out  on  her  jour- 
ney to  her  husband's  house  without  it."  An- 
other sprang  up  with  the  exclamation :  "  She 
can  never  go  on  foot  over  the  mountains ;  you 
may  look  to  me  for  a  horse  she  can  ride." 
Still  another  caught  the  symbol  in  his  grave, 
sweet  way :  **  How  beautiful  are  thy  feet,  O 
Prince's  Daughter!  If  she  rides  she  will 
have  to  wear  a  richer  pair  of  shoes ;  perhaps 
I  might  be  permitted  to  clothe  her  feet."  By 
this  time  their  invention  was  put  sorely  to 
task.  One  more  SFK)ke  out  somewhat  awk- 
wardly :  "  Wedding  guns  are  tired  for  joy  ;  I 
will  give  two  cannon,  and  will  supply  ammu- 
nition." Then  the  women,  who  knew  more 
of  marriage  necessities,  began  to  whisper  to- 
gether. A  maiden  stood  up  modestly  and 
said :  '*  Now  for  her  ornaments !  I  have 
some  of  my  own  I  can  spare."  An  impulse 
of  affectionate  generosity  moved  every  heart. 
One  old  man  said  he  had  nothing  but  a  mat ; 
but  ••  p>erhaps  the  Queen  would  deign  to  put 
her  feet  on  it  when  she  should  alight."  Then 
said  the  leader :  "  What  is  she  to  eat  on  the 
way  }  "  One  of  the  landholders  answered  : 
**  You  may  look  to  me  fo-  fifteen  outside  rows 
of  my  vineyard  next  the  sun."  During  this 
excited  colloquy  there  had  been  sitting  in  the 
assembly  no  less  a  personage  than  \Iar  Yo- 
hannan.  their  ruler.  The  aged  leader  in  the 
chair  shrewdly  asked  the  question  :  **  .She  is  a 
King's  daughter  and  a  Prince's  bride ;  who 
is  to  give  her  a  crown  ?  '  And  then  the  royal 
guest  took  the  hint  and  held  up  his  hand. 

So  the  churches  in  America  were  thrilled 
with  the  news  that  the  Nestorians  were  going 
to  take  care  of  themselves.  When  the  heart 
is  all  right  and  loving,  what  is  there  it  will  not 
do  for  the  Bride,  which  is  the  Lamb'"  wife,  on 
her  way  to  her  marriage  } 


I 


Life's  Sunset. 


CM.  a 


Brhold  the  westeni  evening  light ! 

It  melts  in  deepening  gloom  : 
So  calmly  Christians  sink  away, 

Descending  to  the  tomb. 
The  winds  breathe  low,  the  withering  leaf 

Scarce  whispers  from  the  tree  : 
So  arcntly  flows  the  jartinK  breath 

When  good  men  cease  to  be. 


-  -:.»  -■< 


.«.■>••    • 
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ilm-book  was  employed,  of  which  the  New 
jland  revision  of  1643  was  one  of  the  first 
•ks  printed  in  America.  Toward  the  end 
hat  century  the  art  of  singing  by  note  was 
uired.at  which  "ail  were  amazed,  and  still 
re  astonished  that  all  could  finish  a  tune 
ether."  In  1721  the  first  book  of  music, 
1  bars  to  divide  the  notes,  was  published, 
in  1764  a  collection  of  one  hundred  and 
een  tunes,  engraved  by  Paul  Revere.  A 
,'  era  in  American  church  music  was  open- 
in  1770  by  a  book  of  original  tunes,  com- 
ed  by  Wm.  Hillings — the  first  American 
3  published  an  original  composition.  He 
i  a  zealous  patriot,  and  his  melodies  did 
ch  to  excite  the  spirit  of  liberty.  The  life- 
5  e.xertions  of  Thos.  Hastings  and  Lowell 
son  (1792-1872)  greatly  advanced  the 
sical  culture  of  the  country,  and  the  work 
the  latter  especially  deserves  the  gratitude 
^ew  Englanders. 

'he  first  book  printed  in  the  United  States 
i  the  Afe'fr/cal  Psalm-Book,  issued  at  Cam- 
Ige  in  1643.  The  striking  qualities  of  the 
hymns,  powerful  in  spite  of  what  seem  to 
great  faults,  are  well  described  in  a  p6em 
Lucy  Larconi : 

*  The  Psalm  tuties  of  Ihe  Puritan— 

The  hymns  that  dareil  to  jjo 
Down  shudderinij  through  the  abyss  of  man — 

His  >(iiirs  of  ct>nscious  woe  ; 
That  scaled  the  utmost  height  of  bliss, 

Where  the  vaile<J  seraph  sinjjs, 
And  worlds  unseen  brought  down  to  this 

On  fimsic's  miKhty  winj^s  ; 
The  lon>^,  quaint  words,  the  humdrum  rhyme, 

The  verse  that  reads  like  prose, 
Arc  relics  of  a  stur<li<"r  time 

Than  modern  childhood  knows. 
And  when  we  sinj,j  some  hard  old  hymn, 

Th.1t  rin^s  like  Hint  on  steel. 
Let  not  a  shade  of  mockery  <lini 

The  flame  its  words  reveal." 

\  I  Rfsurrrction  sure.  C.  M 

VVhkn  downward  to  the  darksome  tomb 

I  thou)i>:htful  turn  my  eyes. 
Frail  nature  trembles  at  the  gloom, 

And  anxious  fears  arise. 

2  Why  shrinks  my  soul?— in  death's  embrace 
Once  Jesus  captive  slept ; 

Ami  angels,  hovering  o'er  the  place. 
His  lowly  pillow  kept. 

3  Thus  shall  they  Ruard  my  sleeping  dust, 
And.  as  the  Saviour  rose. 

The  j^rave  apain  shall  yield  her  trust. 
And  end  my  deep  repose. 

4  My  LortI,  before  to  Kl'»r>  gone. 
Sh.all  bid  me  <  rune  awav  ; 

And  calm  and  brij^ht  shall  break  the  dawn 
Of  hcjiven's  eternal  day. 

5  Then  let  my  faith  eai  h  fear  dispel. 
And  gild  with  lij^ht  the  grave; 

To  him  my  loftiest  praises  swell, 
Who  di«^  from  death  to  Siive. 

>r.  Ray  Palmer  wrote  this  hymn  at  Hath. 


Me.,  in  1842.  To  it,  as  was  his  usual  custom, 
he  attached  the  text  on  which  it  was  founded  ; 
in  the  present  instance  it  was  John  11  125. 
It  first  appeared  in  Parish  Hymns,  1843,  and 
was  entitled  **  Death  Contemplated."  The 
poem  has  a  pathetic  remembrance  connected 
with  it,  because  it  was  the  one  chosen  almost 
universally  to  be  sung  at  the  funeral  and  com- 
memorative services  held  in  the  various 
churches  at  the  time  of  his  death.  It  is  one 
of  the  gladdest  and  brightest  to  be  found  in 
our  hymnaries,  and,  by  its  lofty  sentiment  and 
ringing  words,  lifts  death  out  of  the  valley  of 
wretchedness  and  gloom  into  the  very  sun- 
shine of  Christian  triumph. 

"  My  Lord,  before  to  glory  gone. 
Shall  bid  me  come  away  ; 
And  calm  and  bright  shall  break  the  dawn 
Of  heaven's  eternal  day !" 

In  1882  was  celebrated  the  fiftieth  anniver- 
sary of  Dr.  Palmer's  marriage  to  Miss  Ann 
M.  Ward,  of  New  York.  At  the  golden 
wedding,  which  gathered  to  its  hospitality 
some  of  the  greatest  and  best  of  the  lana, 
these  words,  among  others,  were  spoken  by 
his  friend,  Rev.  R.  S.  Storrs.  D.  D.,  of  Brook- 
lyn. Their  truth  will  be  recognized  by  every 
Christian :  "  The  grandest  privilege  which 
God  ever  gives  to  his  children  upon  earth, 
and  which  he  gives  to  comparatively  few,  is 
to  write  a  noble  Christian  hymn,  to  be  ac- 
cepted by  the  churches,  to  be  sung  by  rev- 
erent and  loving  hearts,  in  different  lands  and 
different  tongues,  and  which  still  shall  be 
sung  as  the  future  opens  its  brightening  cen- 
turies  Such  a    hymn  brings   him   to 

whom  it  is  given  into  most  intimate  sympathy 
with  the  Master,  and  with  the  more  sensitive 
and  devout  spirits  of  ever)'  time."  He  died 
on  Tuesday,  March  29,  1887,  at  his  home  in 
Newark,  N.  J.  The  day  previous  he  had 
faintly  murmured  to  himself  a  stanza  from 
his  hymn  entitled  "Jesus,  these  eyes  have 
never  seen :" 

'*  When  death  these  mortal  eyes  shall  seal 
And  still  this  throbbing  heart. 
The  rending  vail  shall  thee  reveal 
All  glorious  as  thou  art." 

These  were  the  last  words  he  was  heard  to 
utter.  Thus  the  voice  of  this  sweet  singer  of 
Israel  chanted  the  praises  of  his  covenant 
God  while  waiting  in  *'  the  border-land." 


I 


Heaven  Alone  Cn/ading.  L.  M.  D. 

How  vain  is  all  beneath  the  skies ! 

How  transient  every  earthly  bliss  ! 
How  slender  all  the  fondest  ties 

That  bind  us  to  a  world  like  this  ! 
The  evening  cloud,  the  morning  dew. 

The  withering  grass,  the  £ciding  flower. 
Of  earthly  hopes  are  emblems  true — 

The  glor\-  oi  a  passing  hour. 


l//. 


THE  CHRISTIAN'S   DEATH. 


A  Hut.  ihdUxH  (Mith's  lairtrst  blo«S(.>ms  die, 
A 1 11 1  all  U'ltcuth  I  he  skies  i>  \ain. 

1  ti>  I*'  i-f  It  Until  wluKse  contiiiv?»  he 
hf\t>iitl  the  i«.*a«.-h  of  care  and  paiiu 

I  ht  II  III  the  hi>tH'  i«t  )o>s  to  come 

I M  i|K*l  i>tii  V  .tiiv«  and  I'ha.ve  vmr  fears  : 

II  (.imI  Ik-  ikUi>,  \%e  *ie  traveltii}(  home. 

1  lititii{h  |stN>iiiK  thti>u^h  a  vale  of  tears. 

\'i\  h.isul  Kvvrurvi  Ford  was  bom  at 
\t*\\\\  Mtlluiil.  Iii>;l.i!u!.  S<rptember  13.  1797. 
Ml  <i<  >  idcit  t«»  viucr  tlie  ministr\'.and  in  1821 
Iff  1.11111  |i.istt>i  t»i  tlu'  Cimy^reycational  Church 
ill  I  ^iiimw;h»n.  mar  tho  Isle  of  Wight,  where 
til  II  iii.tiiuil  iiiuil  Ik*  was  appointed  Travel- 
mi',  '.tiHi.tiN  it»  tlu'  Cimv;regational  Union 
III  I  rip  l\N\»  \iM!s  later  he  took  charge  of 
I  III  I  lu;. lit"  V  IkhhI.  Manchester.  He  died  at 
hi  iIImiIi,  t  Mt>tHT  ^3.  1S75.  The  poem  quoted 
III  II  I .  lakvn  litun  a  lHH»k  published  by  .Mr. 
I  i.iil  I  niiiUd  Usmns  chiefly  on  the  Parables 
■/  \  •tf.\/.  iS.»S.  It  is  a  fresh  statement  of 
Mt  idii  n  uptaivvl  truth,  that  the  things  which 

iitiiiiintl  us.  aiul  wliich  seem  so  fair  and  so 

.1.    iiiMi  .   iir  v»nlv  a  p.issiuv:  delusion.     "But 

ill.  ^    lilt  I   will    iv    ru'h.  fall  into  temptation. 

III. I  \    niiv.  .uui  n\tv>  many  foolish  and  hurt- 

iiil    In  .1  ■   wliuh   vlit»wn    men   in  destruction 

ill. I  |.i  iJihi'ii      I'tM-  the  love  of  money  is  the 

II.. .1    ..I     (11  vNil ;  wliioh  while   some  coveted 

ill.  I     ilu\    h.i\r   erred   from   the   faith,  and 

|. II  II  1. 1  iluinsvKv>  through  with   many  sor- 

i.iv^  .         I  111'.    \riM*    makes  direct  appeal  to 

,  Mkiiii.xi   »»l»u  i\.iiu»u.      The  multitudes  rush 

ill.  I  vx^.tlih   uul  ^how .  and  pursue  shadows 

ill  III  tlu  ■..tmv  t»uU'r  and  in  the  same  wav. 
I  |...i>i.v  ■  tu-  .tliki- ;  ilres»ies  come  in  pat- 
I   ...       *vx   |iiii  I'Ui  Liitli-key»i  in  our  neighbor's 

I  .  .1    I...  iii-^  itK    linuses  are  built  in  regular 
I.I-  '       ui.i    \\\    i.iimiti   tell  our  own.     Sheer 
......  ...  ..1  i<  ilu   law  itt   f.ohion  in  both  s(K*ial 

I..  I  i.u  III.    .  Iiu     Ni\N  ilie  thoughtful  author 

I  IK  ili.ii  tan   he    honest  only  Ix?- 

.^  urn  tKf  is  hiMiest.  or  gotxi  only 

I       ..       ill    lU'iiiul  hiin  are  viood.  might  have 
........  .1  III   tiu;\l  it  he  hail  l)een  bom  one  ; 

1         I t  Ml. til.  Ill-    will  only   add   to  the 

..     ..1.  ,      II..  iii»v  I  It-.^     who  vi"  to  hell  for  the 

I   .  I  .' I'l.  \  li  t\f  ilone.  and  for  not  doing 

1  11..1.     iUx\    ipu-iuleil  to  have  done." 
11.    ,     ..It   -i   i"  I  111  IN  IS  s.ulness  and  unutter- 

I  I      1 I-  lit\e  trii'd  to  meet  all  the 

.11       I    .1111.1      tiul  then  to  be   rejected  in 
.1.       ..1    i.iin..  .  iiul.inilu»ly.     And    no    one 

I  I        ..     I    I   III  hi-1  ••  many  sorrows  "  to  re- 
I    .    1I..1    111     jMiiied    himself  "  through 

.1.  ii.  ..I         I  liink  oMhe  indescribable  dis- 

..ii  ..III  It  ilu  wniv  Dean  Swift,  despair- 

I    .   I. ..II.   u  I  nt^iiitiitn.  dedi<aled  one  of 

II  '      I  .  t'liiu.  I'uMerityl    Think  of  the 
I-  .     ol   biilli.uit  men  who  died  in 

.11  >i»   ill,  II  lues  ■•  a  failure  "  1 


Fsalm  17. 

What  sinners  value  I  resign  ; 

Lord !  't  is  enough  that  thou  art  mine* 

1  shaU  behold  thv  blissful  &ce» 

.\nd  stand  complete  in  rifii'teoasness. 

2  This  life  *s  a  dream — an  empty  show  : 
But  the  bright  world  to  which  I  go 
Hathjo>-s  substantia]  and  sincere: 
When  shall  I  wake  and  6nd  ne  there  ? 

\  Oh.  elorious  hour!  oh,  blest  abode! 
I  shalfbe  near,  and  like  my  God  ; 
And  flesh  and  sin  no  more  control 
The  sacred  pleasures  of  the  soaL 

4  My  flesh  shall  slumber  in  the  ground. 
Till  the  last  trumpet's  joyful  sound : 
Then  burst  the  chains,  \(ith  s^cct  surpri 
.\nd  in  my  Saviour's  image  rise  \ 

This  is  an  abbrenation  of  a  poem 
Isaac  Watts,  first  published  in  his  Ps 
Daitti,  1719.  and  headed  "  The  Siiinci 
tion  and  Saint's  Hop>e.  or,  the  Hca 
Separate  Souls  and  the  Resurrection.' 
a  paraphrase  of  a  portion  of  PsaJm 
principal  thought  being  the  vast  and  v 
ful  surprise  with  which  the  experiences 
other  world  will  be  rushed  into  disclo 
the  human  soul  when  the  day  of  jw 
shall  usher  in  the  awful  realities  of  e 
It  was  the  conception  of  an  ancient  \ 
pher  that  the  human  soul  was  standin 
were,  in  the  recesses  of  a  vast  cave 
gaining  all  its  knowledge  of  the  futur 
by  a  careful  study  of  the  weird  ^guR 
without  which  traced  themsel\-es  along 
dimly-lit  inner  walls.  Let  us  accept  l 
age  for  a  moment.  The  Christian  b 
seems  now  to  be  waiting  as  if  within 
low  cave,  girt  by  the  rock  on  c\Tr 
( )ften  through  the  narrow  tissure  whic 
has  found  come  struggling  in  a  few  fail 
of  illumination,  that  only  half  reveal  th« 
teries  of  this  hard  and  cheerless  homt 
now  and  then  there  is  a  gleam  of  a  sha* 
picture  on  the  stones  around  him  whid 
cates  the  existence  and  shows  the  bea 
the  magnitlcent  realities  without.  B 
the  stony  barriers  he  can  hear  the  rus 
roll  of  a  spiritual  life,  of  which  he  lean 
little  to  satisfy  his  yearning.  He  lon| 
the  rock-rent  through  which  he  knows 
one  day  to  pass.  He  is  a  child ;  but  th 
will  come  when  he  shall  put  away  c\ 
things,  and  be  for  ever  a  man. 

-\t  last  the  hour  arrives.  He  hears  b 
hand,  and  perhaps  trembles  as  he  hear 
groanings  and  rumblings  of  the  final  cc 
sion.  The  earth  quakes*  the  ground  is  of: 
the  walls  divide,  the  prison  is  dissolvec 
the  soul  is  free.  And  oh,  what  a  sight  i: 
w  hich  now  bursts  upon  his  vision  !  *•  Bl 
are  the  pure  in  heart,  for  they  shall  sec( 
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'^*  Beloved,  now  are  we  the  sons  of  God,  and 
it  doth  not  yet  appear  what  we  shall  be ;  but 
^we  know  that  when  he  shall  appear,  we  shall 
be  like  him,  for  we  shall  see  him  as  he  is." 
*•  For  now  we  see  through  a  glass,  darkly; 
but  then  face  to  face ;  now  I  know  in  part ; 
but  then  shall  I  know  even  as  also  I  am 
known." 


I094 


'' His  beloved  sUepr 


L.  M. 


Why  should  we  start,  and  fear  to  die? 

What  timorous  worms  we  mortals  are ! 
Death  is  the  gate  of  endless  joy, 

And  yet  we  dread  to  enter  there. 

3  The  pains,  the  groans,  the  dying  strife, 
Fright  our  approaching  souls  away ; 

We  still  shrink  back  again  to  life, 
Fond  of  our  prison  and  our  clay. 

3  Oh,  if  my  Lord  would  come  and  meet. 
My  soul  should  stretch  her  wings  in  haste, 

Flv  fearless  through  death's  iron  gate. 
Nor  feel  the  terrors  as  she  passed. 

4  Jesus  can  make  a  dying  bed 
Feel  soft  as  downy  pillows  are. 

While  on  his  breast  I  lean  my  head. 
And  breathe  my  life  out  sweetly  there  ! 

In  Rev.  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  Hymns  and  Spir- 
itual Songs,  1707,  this  piece  was  first  pub- 
lished, with  the  title.  "  Death  Contemplated." 
It  is  a  picture  of  the  reluctance  and  dread 
with  which  the  unconverted  meet  their  end, 
while  for  the  believer  Christ  transforms  its 
terrors  into  peace  and  joy.  Instead  of  being 
forced  to  surrender  all  he  loves,  he  goes  to 
new  and  everlasting  delights.  One  of  Dean 
Trench's  sermons  on  the  subject,  "  What  we 
can  and  what  we  can  not  carry  away  when 
we  die,"  commences  thus  appositely :  **  Alex- 
ander the  Great,  being  upon  his  death-bed, 
commanded  that,  when  he  was  carried  forth 
to  the  grave,  his  hands  should  not  be  wrapp)ed, 
as  was  usual,  in  the  cere  cloths,  but  should  be 
left  outside  the  bier,  so  that  all  men  might  see 
them,  and  might  see  that  they  were  empty." 
The  Christian's  hands  may  be  empty  at  death, 
but  he  has  in  his  heart  the  love  of  the  Lord 
Jesus,  the  most  precious  of  all  treasures,  and 
that  he  will  carry  with  him  into  heaven. 


I095 


Death  0/ the  Righteous. 


L.  M. 


How  blest  the  righteous  when  he  dies, 
When  sinks  a  weary  soul  to  rest ! 

How  mildly  beam  the  closing  eyes  ! 
How  gently  heaves  the  expiring  breast ! 

2  So  fades  a  summer-cloud  away  ; 

So  sinks  the  gale  when  storms  are  o'er; 
So  gently  shuts  the  eye  of  dav ; 
So  dies  a  wave  along  the  shore. 

3  A  holy  quiet  reigns  around. 

A  calm  which  li^  nor  death  destroys  ; 
And  naught  disturbs  that  peace  profound 
Which  his  unfettered  soul  enjo>*s. 


4  Life's  labor  done,  as  sinks  the  clay. 
Light  from  its  load  the  spirit  flies ; 

While  heaven  and  earth  combine  to  say. 
"  How  blest  the  righteous  when  he  cfies  !" 

This  poem,  written  by  Mrs.  Anna  Laelitia 
Barbauld,  probably  about  1773,  is  to  be  found 
entire  in  the  IVarks  of  A,  L.  Barbauld,  with 
a  Memoir,  published  in  1825,  by  Lucy  Aikin, 
her  niece,  where  it  is  entitled  **  The  Death  of 
the  Virtuous."  The  first  line  is,  •'  Sweet  is 
the  scene  when  virtue  dies  !"  It  is,  perhaps, 
the  most  popular  of  all  her  hymns,  and  many 
alterations  have  been  made  in  it  by  various 
compilers  with  a  view  of  bringing  it  into  reli- 
^ous  shape  in  phraseology  and  sentiment.  It 
IS  a  singular  piece  to  use  at  the  funeral  of  a 
Christian ;  for  after  all  it  contains  no  address 
to  God,  no  allusion  of  any  sort  to  an  atone- 
ment for  sin  or  a  meetness  for  heaven  through 
grace.  It  is  a  simple  meditation  in  excellent 
rhyme  and  meter,  but  it  does  not  rise  above 
an  ordinary  commonplace  of  merit  as  an  ut- 
terance of  faith  and  hope.  It  is  to  be  ranked 
as  the  companion  in  thought,  and  as  the  in- 
ferior in  poetic  imagery,  of  her  remem.bered 
and  beautiful  lines : 

*'  Life !  we  've  been  long  together, 
Through  pleasant  and  through  cloudy  weather; 
'T  is  hard  to  part  when  friends  are  dear — 
Perhaps  't  will  cost  a  sigh,  a  tear  ■ 
Then  steal  away,  give  little  warning. 

Choose  thine  own  time ; 
Say  not  Good-night,  but  in  some  brighter  clime 

Bid  me  Good-morning." 

I096  *' Asleep  in  Jesus:*  L.  M. 

Asleep  in  lesus !  blessed  sleep ! 
From  which  none  ever  wake  to  weep; 
A  calm  and  undisturbed  repose. 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes. 

2  Asleep  in  Jesus  !  oh.  how  sweet ! 
To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet ! 
With  holy  confidence  to  sing 

That  death  hath  lost  its  venomed  sting  ! 

3  Asleep  in  Jesus !  peaceful  rest ! 
Whose  wakmg  is  supremely  blest ; 
No  fear — no  woe,  shall  dim  the  hour 
That  manifests  the  Saviour's  power. 

4  Asleep  in  Jesus  !  oh.  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuge  be ; 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie. 

And  wait  the  summons  from  on  high. 

Mrs.  Margaret  Mackay  was  born  in  1802 
and  was  the  only  daughter  of  Capt.  Mackay. 
of  Hedgetield.  Inverness,  Scotland.  In  1820 
she  was  married  to  Major  William  Mackay. 
an  officer  distinguished  for  his  bravery.  She 
died  at  Cheltenham.  January  5,  1887.  In 
addition  to  several  prose  works  she  wrote 
more  than  seventy  hymns,  the  best  known  of 
which  is  given  here.  It  appeared  first  in 
Thf  Amethyst :  or  Christian  s  Annual  for 
1832,  with  this  introduction,  *•  Sleeping  in 
Jesus.      By    Mrs.    Mackay    of    Hedgehcld. 
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This  simple  but  expressive  sentence  is  in- 
scribed on  a  tombstone  in  a  rural  buryinjj- 
Kround  in  Devonshire,  and  gave  rise  to  the 
H)llovving  verses."  In  a  later  reprint  Mrs. 
Mackay  says  the  burj'injj-ground  is  that  of 
Pennycross  Chapel,  and  adds  :  **  Distant  only 
a  few  miles  from  a  bustlinj^  and  crowded 
seapf)rt  town,  reached  through  a  succession 
of  those  lovely  green  lanes  for  which  Devon- 
shire is  so  remarkable,  the  quiet  aspect  of 
Pennycross  comes  soothingly  over  the  mind. 
•  Sleeping  in  Jesus '  seems  in  keeping  with  all 
around." 


I097 


Fof  rver." 


S.  M.  D. 


"  For  e\er  with  the  Lord  !" 

S<).  Jesus  !  let  it  be; 
Life  from  the  dead  is  in  that  word  ; 

'T  is  immortality. 
Here,  in  the  body  pent, 

Absent  from  Ihce  I  roam ; 
Vet  niKhtly  pitch  my  moving  lent 

A  day's  march  nearer  home. 

2  My  Father's  house  on  high, 
Home  of  my  soul !  how  near, 

At  times,  to  faith's  aspiring  eye, 

Thy  golden  gates  appear  ! 
"  For  ever  witTi  the  Lord  !" 

Father,  if  'i  is  thy  will. 
The  promise  of  thy  gracious  word 

Kv'n  here  to  me  fulfill. 

3  So,  when  mv  latest  breath 
Shall  rend  the  vail  in  twain. 

By  death  I  shall  esca|>e  from  death. 

And  life  eternal  gam. 
Knowing  as  I  am  known. 

How  sliall  I  love  that  word. 
And  oft  repeal  before  the  throne, 

'*  For  ever  with  the  Lord  !" 

This  hymn  by  James  Montgomery  first  ap- 
peared in  an  annual,  T/te  Amethyst,  in  1835, 
as  a  poem  of  twenty-two  stanzas.  Numerous 
arrangements  from  it  have  been  made,  and 
have  attained  great  popularity ;  the  one  given 
here  is  perhaps  the  favorite  cento.  The 
hymn  was  inspired  by  the  concluding  verses 
in  the  fourth  chapter  of  I.  Thessalonians : 
'*  For  this  we  say  unto  you  by  the  word  of  the 
Lord,  that  we  which  are  alive  and  remain 
unto  the  coming  of  the  Lord  shall  not  prevent 
them  which  are  asleep.  For  the  Lord  himself 
shall  descend  from  heaven  with  a  shout,  with 
the  voice  of  tlie  archangel,  and  with  the  trump 
of  (iod  :  and  the  dead  in  Christ  shall  rise 
first  :  then  we  which  are  alive  and  remain 
shall  be  caught  up  together  with  them  in  the 
clouds,  to  meet  the  Lord  in  the  air :  and  so 
shall  we  ever  l)e  with  the  Lord.  Wherefore 
comfort  one  another  with  these  words." 
There  is  comfort  in  the  picture  thus  offered 
us.  for  those  who  have  l)een  bereaved.  Our 
friends  are  only  asleep :  they  are  not  lost ; 
they  are  with  Christ  now:  they  will  come 
back   to  the  earth  when   Jesus   comes,    no 


matter  how  long  ago,  no  matter  wfaa 
died;  and  they  will  be  for  ever  «i 
wherever  he  is.  And  we  shall  be  wki 
in  the  same  blessed  companionshk 
know  them  and  dwell  with  them.  T 
comfort  in  the  suggestion  that  perh 
shall  not  have  to  die  after  all.  Some 
ians  are  going  to  be  alive  at  the  n 
when  Jesus  shall  appear  in  the  air.  I 
loves  death ;  it  is  the  a^i^-ful  curse  of  tl 
the  sting  of  all  our  experiences.  ^ 
can  think  of  the  grave  without  shudda 
seem  dark  and  chill.  How  fine  it  wc 
to  escape  all  that !  How  g^lorious  to 
it  may  be  possible  that  the  Lord  s  coc 
so  near  at  hand  now  that  ei'en  the  | 
valid  we  are  watching  will  not  be  con 
to  have  a  funeral  or  to  wear  a  shroud ! 


I 


"  Nrarerr 

Onk  sweetly  solemn  thoaeht 

Comes  to  me  o'er  and  o  er — 
Nearer  my  home,  to-day,  am  I 

Than  e'er  I  've  been  before. 
Nearer  my  Father's  house. 

Where  many  mansions  be  : 
Nearer  to-day  the  great  white  throne. 

Nearer  the  cr>-stal 


2  Nearer  the  bound  of  life. 
Where  burdens  are  laid  down  : 

Nearer  to  leave  the  hca\'>'  cross : 

Nearer  to  gain  the  crown. 
But.  lying  dark  between. 

Winding  down  through  the  night. 
There  rolls  the  deep  and  unknown  stra 

That  leads  at  last  to  iig^ht. 

3  Ev'n  now.  perchance,  my  feet 
Are  slipping  on  the  brink, 

.\nd  I,  to-day,  am  nearer  home — 

Nearer  than  now  I  think. 
Father,  perfect  my  trust ! 

Strengthen  my  power  of  fiiith  1 
Nor  let  me  stanci,  at  last,  akme 

L'pon  the  shore  of  death. 

Miss  Phoebe  Gary  was  bom  in  the 
Valley,  near  Cincinnati,  O.,  Septeml 
1824.'  She  was  the  youngfer  of  the  M 
ters  whose  names  are  always  associated 
mention  of  their  literary  work.  Ali< 
bom  four  years  before  Phoebe,  and  in  t 
achieved  a  somewhat  higher  celebrity. 
y (^linger  sister  is  known  familiarly  1 
churches  almost  entirely  by  this  single 
which  has  had  the  good  fortune  to 
place  in  most  of  the  collections  of  hymn 
lished  in  modern  times,  thou^  it  has 
altered  in  order  to  be  used  m  song. 
and  Phdbe  Cary  published  a  small  voli; 
their  pieces  jointly  in  1850.  This  beca 
most  immediately  popular,  so  that,  ei 
aged  by  the  success  of  it,  they  remo> 
New  York  city  in  1852.  and  they  read! 
tained  themselves  by  their  writings. 

More  has  been  made  of  the  religious 
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some  newspaper  In  1850.  and  pasted  it,  as  a 

very  beautiful  eompiosition.  in  his  antient 
scrap-book,  which  has  served  him  well  in  these 
lonn  forty  years  of  presentation  since  it  was 
begun.    Whether  that  can  be  lound  elsewhere 


It  know,  and  he  i: 
petuaie  it  here : 


inleresled  to  pcr- 


ebe  Cary  than  is  necessary  for  any  pur- 
f  Kood.  When  she  came  on  from  Ohio 
rmce  went  under  the  pastoral  care  of 
)r,  Heorfje  H.  Cheever,  widely  known 
ConKrcjralinnal  minister.  Afterward, 
he  relinquished  the  Church  of  the  Puri- 
nd  removed  In    New   Jersey,  she   was 

Ihe  pastoral  teaching  of  Rev.  Dr. 
;s  F.  Deems,  and  was  associated  with 
preparing  a  IcK-al  liook  of  hymns  for  use 
sen-iies  of  the  Church  of  tKe  Strangers. 
idcnorti (national  organization  o(  which 
Ithful  and  orthodox  preacher  has  been 
s;  the  minister. 

s  Phiji'bc  Carj-  composed  this  poem 
in  her  Iwenly-eighih  year.  ■  She  has  re- 
hat  it  was  made  in  a  ■■  little  back  ihird- 
jedroom  one  Sunday  morning  after  com- 
'om   church:"  and    she   added,   in  her 

recital,  th.it  it  made  her  happy  to  think 
ny  word  she  could  say  had  "  done  a 
ood  in  the  world."  Slie  is  known  to 
wen  a  patient  and  painstaking  writer, 
:orrecting  and  altering  her  work  re- 
lly.  Her  latrsi  changes  in  this  poem, 
ng  it  to  a  cnmiwrativcly  tame  version, 
etrical  enough  ^it  any  rale  lo  he  sung  in 
iinary  tunc.  ,ip|)ear(-ii  in  iSCr).  The 
ler  of  Si'Ul-s  for  the  Sivu/iuirr  preferred 
■iginal  form.     He  cut  the  piece  from 


Ncareiilie  6ouH<t  of  lift:,  where  *c  tay  mir 

*""  *Ii"|ht/    *        *""'  "'"  "*     """  '  " 


For  il  miiv  be,  I  'm  nearer  hume-iieaier  now  tian  I 

To  this  there  was  fitted  a  simple,  and  yet 
exquisite,  chant ;  and  so  it  used  to  be  sung  in 
Brooklyn  by  the  best  choir  we  ever  had  ;  and 
a  wide  circle  of  singers  learned  to  love  and 
use  it.  When,  sub.sequenlly,  Ijiudes  IXtmini 
was  compiled,  there  were  a  dozen  versions  of 
the  poetrj'  floating  around  in  the  various 
hymn-booKs.  .Something  had  to  be  done, 
for  the  people  were  (ond  of  the  sentiment ; 
but  the  meter  was  too  awkward  to  manage. 
So  that  version  which  we  liked  best  on  the 
whole  was  chosen  ;  and  it  now  goes  at  least 
comfortably  lo  A.  S.  Sullivan's  arrangement 
of   I.  B.  Woodbury's  tune  in  double  short 

Mrs.  Mary  Clcmmer  Ames,  their  devoted 
friend,  prepared  the  biography  of  these  two 
sisters.  She  tells  us  that  I'hcebe  went  to 
Newport,  R.  I.,  and  was  there  in  feeble  health 
and  much  saddened  by  the  chronic  illness  of 
Alice,  whose  death  at  last  almost  broke  her 
heart.  July  31.  1871.  Phnbe's  summons 
arrived.  The  rest  is  told  by  the  bii)grapher ; 
only  we  cannot  help  thinking  how  much 
"  nearer  "  than  she  thought  she  had  fin-  some 
days  really  been.  "  There,  without  an  in- 
stant's warning,  her  death-throe  came.  She 
knew  it.  Throwing  up  her  arm  in  instinctive 
fright,  this  lo\*ing.  believing,  but  timid  soul. 
wh<)  had  never  stood  alone  in  all  her  mortal 
life,  as  she  felt  herself  drifting  out  into  the 
unknown,  the  eternal — starting  on  the  .iwful 
passage  from  whence  there  is  no  return — 
cried,  in  a  low  and  piercing  voice  ;  '  O  God, 
have  mercy  on  my  soul ! '  and  died." 
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A  mtu  whiu:* 


S.  M.  D.       I  lOO 


A  PBW  more  years  shall  roll, 

A  few  more  seasons  come. 
And  we  shall  be  with  those  that  rest 

Asleep  within  the  tomb : 

Rkf.— Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  f^eat  day  ; 
Oh,  wash  me  in  thy  precious  blood, 
And  take  my  sins  away. 

2  A  few  more  suns  shall  set 
O'er  these  dark  hills  of  time, 

And  we  shall  be  where  suns  are  not, 
A  far  serener  clime :— Ref. 

3  A  few  more  storms  shall  beat 
On  this  wild  rocky  shore, 

And  we  shall  be  where  tempests  cease 
And  surges  swell  no  more : — Rkf. 

4  A  few  more  struggles  here, 
A  few  more  partmgs  o'er, 

A  few  more  toils,  a  few  more  tears. 
And  we  shall  weep  no  more : — Rkf. 

5  'T  is  but  a  little  while 
And  he  shall  come  aeain, 

Who  died  that  wc  might  live,  who  lives 
That  wc  with  him  may  reign  :— Rkf. 

Rev.  Dr  H oral i us  Bonar  uTote  this  hymn 
about  the  year  1842,  and  had  it  printed  on  a 
fly-leaf  for  the  use  of  his  congregation  on 
New  Year's  day.  In  his  Songs  for  the  JV//- 
dcrftt'ss,  1844,  it  was  republished,  and  has 
become  universally  popular.  It  is  especially 
appropriate  to  ser\'ices  which  mark  the  end 
of  one  year  and  the  beginning  of  another,  as 
its  central  thought  is  the  brevity  of  our  life  in 
this  world,  and  the  quick  approach  of  eter- 
nity. There  is  comfort  in  the  recollection 
that  time  hurries.  "  Now  is  our  salvation 
nearer  than  when  we  believed."  Is  it  possi- 
ble, then,  any  truly  Christian  heart  can  be 
alarmed  in  prospect  of  Christ's  coming? 
What  is  there  that  one  could  wish  more  de- 
voutly }  What  sort  of  a  wife  must  she  be, 
whose  husband  is  suddenly  announced  as 
returning  from  long  absence  over  the  sea,  if 
she  (Ganges  color  and  seems  abashed } 
The  Cliurcli  is  the  Lamb's  bride ;  ought  she 
not  to  make  herself  ready  joyously  }  If  her 
life  be  pure,  and  her  heart  loyal,  will  she  not 
hail  the  signs  of  the  advent } 

"So  I  am  watching  (luiotly 
Kv«.r\   «lay, 
Whiru'Mi  llu-  sun  shiru'S  brightly, 
I  iiNv  ami  s;»y  : 

•  Surt-lv  ii  islhi-  shining  <»f  bis  fact'!' 
.\n<l  l«M.k  up«>n  tlu-  g-att-s  of  his  high  place 

H<>n||(|  llu*  M'H  ; 

For  I  know  lu-  is  (omitig  shortly 

To  siirnnittn  xwv. 
,\n<l  whiu  a  slia<loNv  falls  across  the  window 

<  >f  !nv  rt>om, 
VVlxtr  I  atu  \vi>rkimj  nu  apf>ointeti  task, 
I  lift  tnv  lu-ad  to  \vai«. ii  tht*  «I«H»r  ami  ask 

If  lu*  is  «onu- : 
Arul  tlu*ri  the  am;fl  answvrs  swevtiy 

In  »ny  lu»nu' : 

*  Onlv  a  Ifw  niort"  shadows, 

.\n<l  lu-  will  conic'  " 


*•  Where  is  thy  victory  f  " 

It  is  not  death  to  die — 
To  leave  this  weary  road. 

And  'mid  the  brotherhood  on  higfat 
To  be  at  home  with  God. 

a  It  is  not  death  to  close 
The  eve  long  dimmed  by  tears. 

And  wake,  in  glorioiia  repoae 
To  spend  eternal  years. 

3  It  is  not  death  to  bear 

The  wrench  that  sets  us  free 
From  dungeon  chain — to  breathe  the  \ 
Of  boandless  liberty. 

4  It  is  not  death  to  fling 
Aside  this  sinful  dust. 

And  rise,  on  strong  exulting  w^iog. 
To  live  among  the  jost. 

5  Jesus,  thou  Prince  of  life  I 
Thy  chosen  cannot  die ; 

Like  thee,  they  conquer  in  the  strife, 
To  reign  with  thee  on  high. 

Dr.  George  Washington  Bethune  tnu 
this  hymn  from  one  \*Titten  by  a 
guished  preacher  in  Switzerland,  Dr. 
Malan.  The  original  piece  commena 
the  line  "  Non,  ce  n'  est  pas  mumrir 
may  be  found  in  the  author's  little  \ 
containing  three  hundred  religious  poi 
which  he  gave  the  name  of  Ckanis  a 
This  rendering,  excellent  in  itself,  takes 
thetic  interest  from  the  fact  that  the  < 
ing  minister  chose  it  to  be  sung 
funeral  of  Dr.  Bethune  himself.  It  p 
the  singular  experience  of  his  dq 
somewhat  fittingly,  for  Dr.  Bethune  k 
his  work  to  the  very  last  of  life 
preached  on  Sunday  evening  and  fel 
mto  sleep,  from  which  he  awaked  "  ii 
ous  repose  to  spend  eternal  years.' 
wrote  a  hymn  that  very  evening  be 
died,  April  27.  1862  ;  in  this  are  gi\*en 
lines  which  are  his  final  testimony  to  tl) 
he  proclaimed : 

"  I  read  God's  holy  Word,  and  find 
Great  truths  which  far  transcend  my  min 
And  little  do  I  know  beside 
Of  thought  so  high,  and  deep,  and  wide. 
This  is  my  best  theolojfy— 
I  know  the  Saviour  died  for  me.** 

I  I O I  Drath  qf  a  yeteram. 

Skkvant  of  God.  well  done  1 
Rest  from  thy  loved  emplo>' : 

The  battle  fought,  the  victory  won. 
Enter  thy  Master's  joy  I 

2  The  voice  at  midnight  came; 
He  started  up  to  hear : 

A  mortal  arrow  pierced  nis  frame ; 
He  fell,  but  felt  no  ftar. 

3  His  spirit  with  a  bound 
Left  its  encumbering  day : 

His  tent,  at  sunrise,  on  the  ctonnd 
A  darkened  ruin  lay. 

4  The  pains  of  death  are  paat, 
Labt>r  and  sorrow  ccaae. 

And.  life's  loiy;  warfifire  closed  at  last 
His  soul  is  found  in  peace. 
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5  Soldier  of  Christ,  well  done  I 

Praise  be  thy  new  employ ; 
And,  while  eternal  agei>  run, 

Rest  in  thy  Saviour's  joy. 

is  piece  of  James  Montj^omery  first  apn 
d  in  his  Greenland  and  Other  Poems, 
with  the  following  title  :  *'  The  Chris- 
Soldier.  Occasioned  by  the  sudden 
of  the  Rev.  Thomas  Taylor ;  After 
y^  declared  in  his  last  Sermon,  on  a 
:linvr  evenin;^,  that  he  hoped  to  die  as  an 
)ldier  of  Jesus  Christ,  with  his  sword  in 
uid."  Mr.  Taylor,  a  Methodist  preacher, 
been  found  dead  in  his  bed  on  the 
ing  of  October  15,  i8r6.  Singularly 
jh,  a  similar  fate  was  in  store  for  Mr. 
gomery.  who  died  in  his  sleep,  April  30, 
The  hymn  has  been  widely  used,  as  it 
sses  so  eloquently  the  feeling  of  one 
las  been  faithful  to  the  trust  committed 
Ti,  and  now  enters  into  the  joy  of  his 
The  winding  up  of  some  grand  musi- 
'erture  is  a  wonderful  exhibition  of  a 
al  triumph  through  individual  faithful- 
Each  violinist  sees  only  the  sheet  of 
:  before  him  ;  each  horn  and  cornet 
-  knows  exactly  when  he  is  to  enter 
the  work,  and  when  he  is  to  leave  off : 
riker  of  the  cymbals,  and  the  man  who 
the  drums,  watch  their  music  as  care- 
as  the  most  intricate  soloist,  and  while 
;ader  guides  them  all  with  his  quick- 
ig  baton,  and  swells  the  closing  triumph 
t  finale  by  his  skill  in  generalship,  it  is, 
all.  the  fidelity  of  each  mdividual  player 
music  placed  before  him  which  insures 
losing  triumph  and  the  loud  and  long 
use.  John  Hunyan  thus  describes  the 
of  Faithful  at  Vanity  Fair:  "They 
ore  brought  him  out  to  do  with  him  ac- 
ig  to  their  law  ;  and  first  they  scourged 
ifter  that  they  stoned  him  with  stones, 
ast  of  all  they  burned  him  to  ashes  at 
ake.  Thus  came  Faithful  to  his  end. 
I  saw  that  there  stood  behind  the  multi- 
i  chariot  and  a  couple  of  horses  waiting 
aithful.  who,  so  soon  as  his  adversaries 
espatchcd  him,  was  taken  up  into  it,  and 
htway  was  carried  up  through  the 
s.  with  sound  of  trumpet,  the  nearest 
0  the  Celestial  (iate." 


Thf  Pious  Driui.  S.  M. 

For  all  thy  saints.  O  Lord. 

Who  strove  in  Christ  to  live. 
Who  followid  liim,  obeyed,  adored. 

Our  grateful  hymn  receive. 

2  For  all  thy  s.Tirits.  D  Lord, 

Accept  our  thankful  cr\, 
Who  counted  Christ  their  ereat  reward, 

And  yearned  for  him  to  (lie. 


3  Thev  all,  in  life  and  death. 
With  him,  their  Lord,  in  view, 

L<^rned  from  thy  Holy  Spirit's  breath 
To  suflTer  and  to  do. 

4  For  this  thy  name  we  blej«, 
And  humbly  pray  that  we 

May  follow  them  in  holiness, 
And  live  and  die  in  thee. 


Rev.  Richard  Mant,  D.  D.,  Bishop  of 
Down  and  Connor  in  Ireland,  is  the  author 
of  this  **  Hymn  on  All  Saints,"  as  he  en- 
titled it.  In  1842  he  became  Bishop  of  Dro- 
more.  The  piece  was  included  in  his  An- 
cient  Hymns  from  the  Roman  Bre^'iary  for 
Domestic  Use,  1837,  and  appears  in  the 
Original  Hymns,  which  he  added  to  the 
translations  from  the  Latin.  If  we  judge 
from  the  collections  in  which  it  has  appeared 
(sometimes  with  the  first  line  altered  to 
*'  For  all  thy  saints,  O  God ").  we  should 
reckon  it  as  the  most  popular  of  his  volumi- 
nous productions.  It  is  possible  for  one  to  be 
too  protestant  for  his  own  good ;  for  indeed 
we  all  agree  in  believing  that  the  biographies 
of  God's  holy  people  are  full  of  cheer  and 
help  to  the  Church. 

I  103  Death  of  a  Child.  7s,  8s.  7s. 

Tender  Shepherd,  thou  hast  stilled. 
Now  thy  little  lamb's  brief  weeping  : 

Ah,  how  peaceful,  pale,  and  mild 
In  its  narrow  bea  't  is  sleeping  ! 

And  no  sif^  of  aneuish  sore 

Heaves  that  little  bosom  more. 

a  In  this  world  of  care  and  pain. 
Lord,  thou  wouldst  no  longer  leave  it. 

To  the  sunny  heavenlv  plain 
Thou  dost  now  with  joy  receive  it ; 

Clothed  In  robes  of  spotless  while. 

Now  it  dwells  with  tnee  in  light. 

3  Ah,  Lord  Jesus,  grant  that  we 
Where  it  fives  may  soon  be  living. 

And  the  lovely  pastures  see 
That  its  heavenlv  food  are  giving ; 

Then  the  gain  of  death  we  prove. 

Though  thou  take  what  most  we  love. 

Miss  Catharine  Winkworth  published  this 
hymn,  appropriate  for  the  funeral  of  a  child, 
in  Lyra  Germanica,  Second  Scries,  1858. 
It  was  translated  from  the  poem  of  Johann 
Wilhelm  Meinhold.  beginning,  **  Guter  Hirt, 
du  hast  gestillcty  In  1868  the  first  line, 
which  was  *•  Gentle  Shepherd."  was  altered 
in  Hymns,  Ancient  and  Afodern,  ^'here  it 
appears  in  the  Appendix  as  **  Tender  Shep- 
herd." From  this  our  copy  was  taken,  and 
the  change  has  been  accepted  in  many  of  the 
modem  collections.  The  author  of  the  orig- 
inal was  in  1844  pastor  at  Rehwinkel.  near 
Stargard.  He  was  bom  at  Netzelkow,  Feb- 
mary  27.  1797,  and  died  at  Charlottenburg, 
November  30,  1851. 
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I  1 04  "  >^'  shaU  Kve  also.**  7s.  8s,  7s. 

Jesus  lives  !  no  longer  now 
Can  thy  terrors,  Death,  appall  me  ; 

Jesus  lives!  and  well  I  know 
From  the  dead  he  will  recall  me ; 

Belter  life  will  then  commence — 

This  shall  be  my  confidence. 

2  Jesus  lives !  to  him  the  throne 
Over  all  the  world  is  jfivcn; 

I  shall  go  where  he  is  gone. 

Live  and  reign  with  him  in  heaven  ; 
Gfxl  is  pledged:  weak  doublings,  hence ! 
This  shall  he  my  confidence  ! 

3  Jesus  lives  !  henceforth  is  death 
Entrance  into  life  immortal ; 

Calmly  I  can  yield  my  breath, 

Fearless  tread  the  frowning  portal ; 
Lord,  when  (aileth  flesh  and  sense, 
Thou  wilt  be  my  confidence  ! 

Miss  Frances  Elizabeth  Cox  translated 
this  hymn  from  that  of  Christian  Fiirchtegott 
(iellert.  ''Jesus  lebt,  mit  ihm  auch  ichy  It 
was  published  in  her  Sacred  Hymns,  1841, 
and  was  assigned  to  Easter  Day  with  the 
text  attached  to  it,  Romans  8:11.  The  Ger- 
man author  Gellert  was  bom  at  Hainichen, 
Saxony,  July  4,  171 5  ;  his  father  was  the  min- 
ister of  the  parish  in  that  town:  the  boy's 
life  was  hard,  and  he  found  it  difficult  to  se- 
cure an  education.  Never  really  well  or 
rugged,  he  could  not  preach ;  he  delivered 
lectures  and  wrote  poems  for  the  people.  He 
did  much  good  and  died  in  the  faith  in  De- 
cember, 1 769.  When  he  was  at  the  last  he 
was  told  that  he  had  only  an  hour  longer  to 
live  ;  he  raised  his  hands  with  a  gesture  of 
happy  surprise,  saying,  '*  Now,  God  be  praised, 
only  an  hour  more  I" 

1  1 05  "  The  nrw  lifer  P.  M. 

Hark,  hark,  my  soul!  angelic  songs  are  swelling 
O'er  earth's  green  fields  and  ocean's  wave-beat  shore : 

How  sweet  the  truth  those  blessed  strains  are  telling 
Of  that  new  life  when  sin  shall  be  no  more. 

Ref.— Angels  of  Jesus,  angels  of  lif;>^ht, 

Singing  to  welcome  the  pilgrims  of  the  night. 

2  Onward  we  go,  for  still  we  hear  them  singing. 
Come,  weary  souls,  for  Jesus  bids  you  come; 

And  through  the  dark,  its  echoes  sweetly  ringing, 
The  music  of  the  gospel  leads  us  home. — Ref. 

3  Far,  far  away,  like  bells  at  evening  pealing. 
The  voice  of  Jesus  sounds  o'er  land  and  sea; 

And  laden  souls,  by  thousands  meekly  stealing, 
Kind  Shepherd,  turn  their  weary  steps  to  thee. — Ref. 

4  AngHs,  sing  on,  your  faithful  watches  keeping, 
Sing  us  sweet  fr.iKmt-nts  of  the  s<»ngs  above  ; 

Till  morning's  jov  shall  end  the  nliihl  of  weeping, 
Antl  life's  long  shadows  break  in  rloudless  love. — Ref. 

Kev.  KrcckTick  William  Faber.  D.  T).,  wrote 
this  ex()uisitcly  beautiful  poem  some  little  time 
previous  to  the  ])ubliiation  of  his  Oratory 
/fytufis  in  1854,  in  which  it  was  inchided.  He 
entitled  it  "  The  Tilj^rims  of  the  Night."  Its 
earliest  adoption  jls  a  hymn  for  singing  in 
public  service  was  in  Hymus^  Ancient  and 
Modern,  when  the  .  Ippendix  was  added  in 


1868.  The  immense  popularity  it  ac 
was  owing  somewhat  to  the  music  whi 
set  to  carry  it.  Tunes  multiplied,  writ 
the  best  composers,  and  these  were  %•« 
A  place  is  still  left  for  its  use,  but  it 
not  be  right  to  leave  unsaid  the  express 
doubt  as  to  its  doctrine.  Is  it  just  tr 
angels  are  singing  all  around  us  so  tl 
"  hear  them  "  ">  The  soberest  hymnolo^ 
beginning  to  see  that  the  popular  sen 
been  deceived  by  music  and  rhythm  ac 
ody  of  langiiage.  The  misgiving  settle 
what  the  Dictionary  of  HymniSogy  cal 
unreality.'*  Still,  some  would  miss  i 
were  dropped  out  of  the  collections  no 


II06 


Death  ai 


Go  to  the  grave  in  all  thy  elorioos  prime  I 

In  full  activity  ot  zeal  and  power; 
A  Christian  cannot  die  before  his  time ; 

The  Lord's  appointment  is  the  servant's  boa: 


Ref.— Servant  oflcsus,  pass  to  thy 

Soldier  of  Jesus,  go  dwell  among  the  ble 

2  Go  to  the  grave :  at  noon  from  labor  cease ; 
Rest  on  thy  sheaves,  thy  harvest  task  is  done 

Come  from  the  heat  ot  battle,  and  in  peace. 
Soldier  I  go  home;  with  thee  the  fight  is  won 

3  Go  to  the  grave,  for  there  thy  Saviour  lay 
In  death's  embraces,  ere  he  rose  on  high ; 

And  all  the  ransomed,  by  that  narrow  way. 
Pass  to  eternal  life  beyond  the  sky. — Rjbp. 

4  Go  to  the  grave?  no,  take  thy  seat  above  1 
Be  thy  pure  spirit  present  with  the  Lord. 

Where  thou  for  faith  and  hope  hast  perfect  love 
And  open  vision  for  the  written  word. — Ref. 

Written  by  James  Montgomery  tc 
memorate  the  death  of  Rev.  John  Owi 
of  the  Secretaries  of  the  British  and  F 
Bible  Society.  The  author  included  it 
Original  Hymns,  iSSJt  but  it  was  cor 
in  1 823.  The  title  amxed  to  it  was  " ' 
Death  of  a  Minister,  cut  off  in  his  1 
ness."  The  chorus  in  the  music,  "  Ser 
Jesus,"  etc.,  is  not  in  the  original  poc 
was  put  in,  most  likely,  by  some  in| 
musician  in  order  to  use  the  remaining 
of  the  tune.  It  was  taken  iox  Laudes  1 
from  the  Reformed  Dutch  collection, . 
of  the  Church. 

I  107  ''  AUinJesuisUe^mg:* 

Sleep  thy  last  sleep, 

Free  from  care  and  sorrow ; 
Rest,  where  none  weep, 

Till  the  eternal  morrow ; 
Thouf^h  dark  waves  roll 

(Ver  the  silent  river, 
Thy  fainting  soul 

Jesus  can  deliver. 

a  Life's  dream  is  past, 

All  its  sin.  its  aadnets ; 
Brif^htly  at  last 

I>awns  a  day  of  gladnciB. 
Under  thy  sod, 

Earth,  receive  oar  trearare^ 
To  rest  in  God. 

Waiting  all  his  pleBsare. 
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5  Though  we  may  mourn 

Those  in  life  the  dearest, 
They  shall  return, 

Christ,  when  thou  appearest  I 
Soon  shall  thy  voice 

Comfort  those  now  weeping, 
Bidding  rejoice 

All  in  Jesus  sleeping. 

This  piece  of  poetry  was  written  by  Rev. 
Iward  Arthur  Dayman,  and  published  in 
;  Sarum  Hymnal,  1868.  It  belongs  with 
5  tune  to  which  it  is  usually  set,  '*  Requies- 
:/*  by  J.  Bamby.  and  then  it  constitutes  an 
cresting  dirge  for  a  funeral  occasion.  The 
iter  is  quaint,  the  sentiment  tender,  and  its 
ctrine  is  as  clear  as  modern  eschatology 
pplies. 

08  "7^  Day  of  the  Lord:'  7«.  6L 

Day  of  wrath,  oh,  dreadful  day, 
When  this  world  shall  pass  away. 
And  the  heavens  together  roll, 
Shriv'ling  like  a  parched  scroll, 
Long  foretold  by  saint  and  sage, 
David's  harp,  and  Sibyl's  page. 

2  Day  of  terror,  day  of  doom, 
When  the  fudge  at  last  shall  come ; 
Through  the  deep  and  silent  gloom. 
Shrouding  every  human  tomb. 
Shall  the  Archangel's  trumpet  tone 
Summon  all  before  the  throne. 

3  Then  shall  nature  stand  aghast, 
Death  himself  be  overcast ; 
Then,  at  her  Creator's  call, 

Near  and  distant,  great  and  small, 
Shall  the  whole  creation  rise 
Waiting  for  the  great  Assize. 

4  Then  the  writing  shall  be  read 
Which  shall  judge  the  quick  and  dead ; 
Then  the  Lord  of  all  our  race 

Shall  appoint  to  each  his  place ; 
Every  wrong  shall  be  set  right. 
Every  secret  brought  to  light. 

PART    II. 

W'hkn,  in  that  tremendous  day, 
Heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away, 
W'hat  shall  I  the  sinner  say  ? 
What  shall  be  the  sinner's  stay  ? 
When  the  righteous  shrinks  for  fear. 
How  shall  my  frail  soul  appear? 

2  King  of  kings,  enthroned  on  high, 
In  thme  awful  majesty. 
Thou  who  of  thy  mercy  free 
Savest  those  who  saved  shall  be: 
In  thy  boundless  charity, 
Fount  of  pity,  save  thou  me. 

X  Oh,  rvmcnibcr.  Saviour  dear, 

What  the  cause  that  brought  thee  here; 

All  thy  long  and  toilsome  way 

Was  for  me  who  went  astray : 

When  that  day  at  last  is  come, 

Call,  oh,  call,  the  wanderer  home. 

4  Thou  in  search  of  me  didst  sit 
Wearv-  with  the  n(K)nday  heat ; 
Thou  to  save  my  soul  hast  borne 
Cross  and  zv\c(,  and  hate  and  scorn : 
Oh,  may  all  that  toil  and  pain 
Not  be  wholly  spent  in  vam  I 

PART  in. 

O  ji.'ST  Judge,  to  whom  belongs 
Vengeance  Tor  all  earthly  wrongs : 


Grant  forgiveness.  Lord,  at  last, 
Ere  the  dread  account  be  past. 
Lo  I  my  sighs,  my  guilt,  my  shame  I 
Spare  me  for  thine  own  great  name 

a  Thou  who  bad'st  the  sinner  cease 
Prom  her  tears  and  go  in  peace ; 
Thou  who  to  the  dymg  thief 
Speakest  pardon  and  relief; 
Tnou,  O  Lord,  to  me  hast  given, 
Ev'n  to  me,  the  hope  of  heaven  I 

3  Naught  of  thee  my  prayers  can  claim 
Save  in  thy  free  mercy's  name. 
Worthless  is  each  tear  and  cry : 

Yet,  good  Lord,  in  grace  comply ; 
Spare  me :  cause  me  not  to  go 
Into  everlasting  woe. 

4  Make  me  with  thy  sheep  to  stand. 
Severed  from  the  guilty  band ; 
When  the  cursed  condemned  shall  be. 
With  the  blest  then  call  thou  me: 
Contrite  in  the  dust,  1  pray, 

Save  me  in  that  awful  oay. 

^  Fyll  of  tears  and  full  of  dread 
Is  the  day  that  wakes  the  dead, 
Calling  all,  with  solemn  blast. 
From  the  ashes  of  the  past ; 
Lord  of  Mercy,  Jesus  blest. 
Grant  us  thine  eternal  rest. 

Among  the  great  hymns  of  the  Latin  Church 
the  Dies  Ira  stands  preeminent,  not  only 
because  of  the  grandeur  of  its  theme,  but  also 
from  the  perfection  of  its  form  and  rhythm. 
One  of  the  ablest  English  critics  has  said  of 
it :  *'  The  meter  so  grandly  devised,  fitted  to 
bring  out  the  noblest  powers  of  the  Latin 
lanfi^uage,  the  solemn  effect  of  the  triple  rhyme 
— lute  blow  following  blow  of  the  hammer  on 
the  anvil — the  majestic,  unadorned  plainness 
of  the  style,  these  merits  with  many  more  have 
given  the  Dies  Ira  a  foremost  place  among 
masterpieces  of  sacred  song."  Its  author, 
Thomas  of  Celano,  was  a  Franciscan  monk, 
bom  in  the  small  Italian  town  from  which  he 
took  his  name,  but  the  year  of  his  birth  is  un- 
known. He  was  an  inmate  of  the  famous 
monastery  founded  by  St.  Francis  at  Assist, 
and  probably  one  of  the  earliest  students  there. 
His  death  is  supposed  to  have  occurred  in 
1255.  The  poem  is  a  portion  of  the  Mass  for 
the  Dead,  and  was  first  found  in  Italian  mis- 
sals of  the  fifteenth  century.  An  evidence  of 
the  wonderful  hold  it  has  exercised  upon  men 
of  many  nations  and  varying  creeds  is  the 
number  of  attempts  to  repnrauce  it  in  other 
languages.  In  German  there  have  been  about 
ninety  translations,  and  in  English  more  than 
one  hundred  and  sixty.  The  one  used  here 
is  the  work  of  a  writer  whose  name  is  en- 
deared to  Americans  by  his  friendship  for  their 
country,  as  well  as  by  his  fascinating  books 
on  religious  history.  Rev.  Arthur  Penrfayn 
Stanley,  late  Dean  of  Westminster  Abbey.  It 
was  published  in  its  present  form  in  the  Ap^ 
fienaix  to  Hymns  far  Use  in  the  Chapel  of 
MarWorongh  CoU^e^  1869.  . 
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I  I09         "  Behold,  the  Bridegroom  cometh,''         14s. 

Behold,  the  Bridegruom  cotneth  in  the  middle  of  the 

night, 
And  blest   is  he  whose  loins  are  g^irt,   whose  lamp  is 

burning  bright ; 
But  woe  to  that  dull  servant  whom  his  Master  shall 

surprise 
With  lamp  untrimmed,  unbuming,  and  with  slumber  in 

his  eyes. 

2  Do  thou,  my  soul,  keep  watch,  beware    lest  thou   in 

sleep  sink  down, 
Lest  thou  be  given  o'er  to  death,  and  lose  the  golden 

crown  ; 
But  see  that  thou  be  sober,  with  a  watchful  eye,  and 

thus 
Cr>- — Holy,  Holy,  Holy  God,  have  mercy  upon  us  ! 

3  That  day,  the  day  of  fear,  shall  come ;  my  soul,  slack 

not  thy  toil, 

But  light  thy  lamp,  and  feed  it  well,  and  make  it  bright 
with  oil ; 

Thouknowest  not  how  soon  may  sound  the  cry  at  even- 
tide, 

Behold,  the  Bridegroom  comes  1  Arise,  he  comes  to 
meet  the  Bride! 

4  Beware,  my  soul !  take  thou  good  heed,  lest  thou  in 

slumber  lie, 
And,  like  the  five  remain  without,  and  knock  and  vainly 

cr>-; 
But  watch,  and  bear  thy  lamp  undimmed,  and  Christ 

shall  gird  thee  on 
His  own  bright  wedding-robe  of  light  -the  glory  of  the 

Son. 

5  To  thee,  O  Saviour,  now  we  bring  the  tribute  of  our 

praise, 
Too  small  for  thee,  O  Bridegroom  blest,  but  all  that  we 

can  raise : 
All  praise  to  thee,  great  Three  in  One,  the  God  whom 

we  adore. 
As  was,  and  is,  and  shall  be  done,  when  time  shall  be 

no  more. 

This  is  a  translation  by  Rev.  Gerard  Moul- 
trie from  a  hvmnof  the  (ireek  Church,  and 
was  first  published  in  L^fra  Afessiam'ca,  1864. 
It  lias  attained  wide  use  in  America  from  its 
force  and  picturesqueness.  The  orijjfinal  is 
found  in  the  Horologion,  the  Greek  equivalent 
of  the  Latin  breviar)%  and  is  appointed  to  be 
sun^  at  the  midnight  office  in  regular  services 
of  the  church.  The  reference  is  to  the  para 
ble  of  the  Ten  Virgins,  es{>ecially  to  the  cry, 
Matthew  25  : 6. 

I  I  10         ''  They  Shall  Look  on  Him r  85,75,45. 

Skk  the  eternal  Judge  descending ! 

\'icw  him  sealed  «»n  his  throne! 
Now,  poor  sinner,  now  lamenting, 

Stand  and  hear  thine  awful  doom  ; 
Trumoets  call  thee, 

Stand  an«l  hear  thine  awful  dtx)m  ! 

2  Hoar  thf  »  rics  he  now  is  venting, 
Filli'd  with  droatl  of  fiercer  paiii ; 

While  in  an^nish  thus  lamenting 
Thai  he  ne'er  was  horn  again — 

Tf really  mourning 
That  he  ne'er  was  horn  again. 

3  "  Yonder  sits  my  slight eil  Saviour, 
Wilh  the  marks  of  dying  love; 

Oh.  that  I  had  sought  his  favor 
When  I  felt  his  Spirit  move — 

(iolden  moments, 
When  I  felt  his  Spirit  move!" 

The  authorship  of  this  hymn  has  remained 


uncertain  for  nearly  a  century,  as 
printed  anonymously,  in  the  Baitima 
lection  in  1800.  It  has  been  said  to  s 
by  its  style  the  poems  of  Rev.  T 
Kelly,  but  it  cannot  be  found  among  I 
lected  works.  Like  most  of  the  Juc 
hymns  it  was  probably  suggested  \ 
greatest  of  all  Latin  poems,  the  sequc 
Thomas  of  Celano,  Dies  Ira,  Th 
comfort  in  knowing  that  when  the  Lon 
comes,  it  will  be  not  as  a  crucified  Na 
but  as  the  Son  of  God.  He  will  ha\*e  \ 
ous  retinue,  and  will  be  known  as  th( 
All  over  this  world,  now  for  eighteen  h 
years,  millions  of  devout  men  and 
hearted  women,  together  with  as  man 
trustful  little  children,  have  been  pi 
every  morning  and  night.  •*  Thy  Id 
come."  That  prayer  will  be  heard  I 
by,  when  the  good  time  arrives.  Ant 
ever  is  on  the  Lord's  side  that  day  y 
glad  to  meet  him  in  the  splendor  01  1 
vent.  He  will  not  be  put  off  with 
scepter  then ;  he  will  not  wear  ro 
mockery.  The  Lamb  of  God  will  tl 
the  Lion  of  Judah  ! 


II  II 


"  Day  qf  tVonders.^* 


8 


Day  of  judgment  1  day  of  wonder* ; 

Hark  1— the  trumpet's  awful  soand. 
Louder  than  a  thousand  thunders. 

Shakes  the  vast  creation  round  : 
How  the  summons 

Will  the  sinner's  heart  confound  1 


3  See  the  Judge,  our  nature  wearing. 


Gracious  Saviour  I 
Own  me  in  that  day  for  thine. 


mine 


3  At  his  call,  the  dead  awaken. 
Rise  to  life  from  earth  and  sea ; 

All  the  powers  of  nature,  shaken 
By  his  looks,  prepare  to  flee : 

Careless  sinner  I 
What  will  then  become  of  thee? 

This  is  one  of  the  most  famous  of 
John  Newton's  poems.  It  was  writ 
1 774,  and  first  printed  in  the  Oifuy  h 
1779.  The  inspiration  to  this  work,  wf 
"  took  him  the  most  of  two  days  to  k 
undoubtedly  came  from  the  Latin  m 
piece,  "  Dies  Ira,**  but  Newton's  poci 
been  called  one  of  the  four  finest  nynr 
the  English  language.  Its  central  thou 
an  anticipation  of  the  return  of  Chri 
judge  the  world. 

1112  Prepare  to  mert  G^d. 

Grrat  God,  what  do  I  see  and  bear  I 

The  end  of  things  created  I 
The  Judge  of  man  I  see  i^wcar. 

On  clouds  of  glory  scatea ; 
The  trumpet  sounds ;  the  gimves  reAore 
The  dead  which  they  contained  before: 

Prepare,  my  soal.  to  meet  him. 
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2  The  dead  in  Christ  shall  first  arise, 
At  the  last  trumpet's  soundine — 

Caueht  up  to  meet  him  in  the  skies, 
With  joy  their  Lord  surrounding; 

No  gloomy  fears  their  souls  dismay, 

His  presence  sheds  eternal  da>r 
On  those  prepared  to  meet  him. 

3  But  sinners,  filled  with  Rtiilty  fears, 
Behold  his  wrath  prevailine; 

For  Ihcy  shall  rise,  and  find  their  tears 

And  sighs  are  unavailing: 
The  day  of  grace  is  past  ana  gone; 
Trembling  tlicy  stand  before  the  throne. 

All  unprepared  to  meet  him. 

4  Great  God  !  what  do  I  sec  and  hear ! 
The  end  of  things  created  I 

The  Judge  of  man  I  see  appear. 

On  cloutls  of  glory  seateo  ; 
Beneath  his  cross  I  view  the  day 
When  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away, 

And  thus  prei>are  to  meet  him. 

It  has  been  said  that  this  hymn  is  based 
>on  the  D/i's  /rw,  but  except  for  their  being 
K)n  the  same  subject,  the  two  poems  have 
» connection  with  each  other.     Neither  is  it 

fact  that  it  is  the  work  of  Martin  Luther. 
I  a  book  published  in  Sheffield,  England, 
1802,  entitled  Psa/ms  and  Hymns  for 
ublic  and  Private  Devotion^  the  opening 
anza  appears  anonymously  in  its  present 
rm.  In  181 2  Rev.  Dr.  William  B.  Collyer 
peated  this  stanza  in  his  Hymns  partly  Col- 
:t€d  and  partly  Orit^inai,  with  three  addi- 
)nal  verses  by  himself.     These  were  altered 

their  present  form  by  Rev.  Thomas  Cotter- 
.  compiler  of  the  Seicction  of  Psalms  and 
ymns,  which  was  published  in  the  ninth 
iition  in  1820.  and  had  a  great  effect  on 
odern  collections.  Although  many  compil- 
s  since  that  date  have  introduced  changes, 
e  text  by  Cotterill  has  been  generally 
lopted. 


113  '  Into  thine  hand r 

Whkn  my  last  hour  is  close  at  hand, 

My  last  sad  iourney  taken. 
Do  thou,  Lorcl  Jesus  !  by  me  stand  ; 

Let  me  not  be  forsaken  : 

0  Lord !  my  spirit  I  resign 
Into  thy  loving  hands  divine  ; 

'Tis  safe  within  thy  keeping. 

2  Countless  as  sands  upon  the  shore, 
My  sins  may  then  appall  me ; 

Vet  though  my  conscience  vex  me  sore, 
Despair  shall  not  enthrall  me; 

For  as  I  draw  my  latest  breath. 

1  Ml  think.  Lord  Christ  !  upon  thy  death, 

And  there  find  consolation. 

},  1  shall  not  in  the  grave  remain. 

Since  thou  death's  bonds  hast  severed 
By  hojK?  with  thee  to  rise  again. 

From  fear  of  death  delivered, 
I  MI  come  to  thee,  where'er  thou  art- 
Live  with  thee,  from  thee  never  part : 

Therefore  I  die  in  rapture. 

4  And  so  to  Jesus  Christ  I  Ml  go, 
My  longing  arms  extending  ; 

So  fall  asleep,  in  slumber  dee.>. 
Slumber  that  knows  no  enaing; 

Till  Jesus  Christ,  God's  otily  Son, 

Opens  the  gates  of  bliss,  leads  on 
To  heaven,  to  life  eternal. 


Edgar  Alfred  Bowring,  translator  of  this 
hymn,  was  born  in  1826,  and  entered  politi- 
cal life,  being  M.  P.  for  Exeter  in  1868.  He 
published  in  1858  Th^  Afost  Holy  Book  of 
Psalms,  literally  rendered  into  English 
verse,  and  is  said  to  have  translated  two 
volumes  of  German  hymns,  selected  by  the 
Queen  and  privately  printed  for  her  own  use. 
The  original  of  this  poem  is  the  work  of 
Nicolaus  Hermann,  an  organist  and  choir- 
master in  the  church  at  Joachimsthal,  Bohe- 
mia, who  died  in  1561,  leaving  as  a  legacy 
many  beautiful  hymns.  They  were  caught 
up  by  the  people  all  over  Germany,  and  no 
one  is  more  widely  used  than  this  prayer  for 
the  dying.  Among  the  English-speaking 
churches  it  is  associated  with  the  funeral  of 
Albert,  the  Prince  Consort,  in  St.  (jcorge's 
Chapel,  Windsor,  December  23,  1861  ;  this 
translation  having  been  made  at  the  Queen's 
request  and  sung  on  that  occasion. 


1114  "'No  night  there:'  S.  M.  D. 

There  is  no  night  in  heaven ; 

In  that  blest  world  above 
Work  never  can  bring  weariness, 

For  work  itself  is  love. 
There  is  no  grief  in  heaven  ; 

For  life  is  one  glad  day. 
And  tears  are  of  those  former  things 

Which  all  have  passed  away. 

a  There  is  no  want  in  heaven  ; 

The  L4imb  of  God  suoplies 
Life's  tree  of  twelve-fold  fruita|ce  still. 

Life's  spring  which  never  dnes. 
There  is  no  sin  in  heaven ; 

Behold  that  blessM  throng  I 
All  holy  is  their  spotless  robe, 

All  holy  is  their  song. 

3  There  is  no  death  in  heaven  ; 

For  they  who  ^in  that  shore 
P.  M.  Have  won  their  immortality. 

And  they  can  die  no  more. 
There  is  no  death  in  heaven  ; 

But  when  the  Christian  dies, 
The  angels  wait  his  parted  soul, 

And  wafl  it  to  the  skies  ! 

Rev.  Francis  Minden  Knollis.  D.  D.,  son  of 
an  Episcopal  clerg>'man.  was  bom  Novem- 
ber 14,  1 81 6,  at  Penn,  Bucks,  England,  and 
educated  at  Oxford.  He  took  Holy  Orders  in 
1838,  and  was  Fellow  of  Magdalen,  and  In- 
cumbent of  Fitzhead.  He  died  at  Bourne- 
mouth, August  25,  1863.  Dr.  Knoilis  was 
the  author  of  a  number  of  poetical  works ; 
but  of  his  hymns  only  the  one  given  here  has 
attained  wide  usefulness.  It  was  published 
in  1859,  in  Rutherford's  Lays  of  the  Sanctu- 
ary, and  other  Poems,  its  subject  being, 
**  Heaven  and  its  Blessedness,"  its  activity 
without  weariness.  It  is  well  to  be  reminded 
now  and  then  that  even  the  "  rest "  which 
•*  remaineth "  is  not  a  rcjxjse  of  indolent 
listlessness  and  inaction.    The  Hindus   be- 


} 
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lieve  that  the  great  god  Brahma  spends 
the  infinite  ages  of  his  eternity  evermore 
asleep.  And  their  most  exalted  notions  of 
the  state  of  the  blessed  are  only  clustered 
around  one  lazy  anticipation  of  sharing  the 
slumbers  of  this  deified  sluggard.  But  our 
Bible  tells  us  that  the  *'  worl^  "  of  the  right- 
eous do  "follow  them."  Our  trouble  here 
is.  not  the  energy  we  put  forth,  but  the  waste 
of  it  and  the  thwarting  of  it  and  the  needless- 
ness  of  much  of  it.  It  is  not  work,  but 
worry,  that  breaks  the  human  heart ;  and  in 
heaven  there  will  be  work  without  worry. 
**  Therefore  are  they  before  the  throne  of  God, 
and  they  serve  him  day  and  night  in  his 
temple."  So  the  Christian's  departure  is 
only  a  sign  of  relief.  **  Children,"  said  John 
Wesley's  mother,  "  when  I  am  released,  sing 
a  psalm  of  praise  to  God ! " 


hend  what  was  taking  place  within  \ 
now,  in  looking  back  to  the  by-gof 
we  cannot  but  feel  that  silently,  and 
degrees,  our  inward  life  has  taken 
meaning,  a  more  spiritual   tone  an 
The  great  and  precious  promises  have 
more  real — our  personal  contact  wit 
and  access  to  his  heart,  more  full  ai 
fying— than  they  were  wont  to  be. 
dwelling  of    the   Holy   Comforter, 
open  vision  of  God  by  faith,  have  : 
much  less  restless,  less  anxious  to  d 
ourselves,  more  desirous  that  Chris 
choose  for  us  in  all  things.     Has  it 
so  ?    This  seems  to  be  the  natural 
spiritual  progress :  harmony  of  will  in 
p>ersonal   companionship  and  sympa 
so  divine  rest  m  him." 


1115  ^^s/  in  Heavrn.  S.  M. 

And  is  there.  Lord,  a  rest 

For  weary  souls  designed, 
Where  not  a  care  shall  stir  the  breast. 

Or  sorrow  entrance  find? 

2  Is  there  a  blissful  home, 
Where  kindred  minds  shall  meet, 

And  live,  and  love,  nor  ever  roam 
From  that  serene  retreat  ? 

3  Are  there  celestial  streams, 
Where  living  waters  glide. 

With  murmurs  sweet  as  angel  dreams, 
And  flowery  banks  beside  ? 

4  For  e\'er  blessed  they 
Whose  joyful  feet  shall  stand, 

While  endless  ages  waste  away, 
Amid  that  glorious  landl 

5  My  soul  would  thither  tend. 
While  toilsome  years  are  given ; 

Then  let  me,  gracious  God,  ascend 
To  sweet  repose  in  heaven ! 

Written  by  Dr.  Ray  Palmer  at  Bath,  Me., 
in  1843,  and  printed  in  Parish  Hymns  in  the 
same  year.  Even  then  this  spiritually-minded 
man  had  begun  to  look  fon\'ard  through  his  1117 
long  and  laborious  ministry  and  talk  of  the 
welcomeness  of  rest  in  heaven.  He  knew 
what  the  **  toilsome  years "  of  preparation 
meant,  and  he  expected  **  care  "  and  "  sor- 
row." But  out  of  this  would  grow  the  man- 
hood and  strength  he  hoped  to  attain.  The 
rule,  from  which  there  seems  to  have  been 
almost  a  prohibition  of  release,  is  that  power 
for  good  comes  from  the  endurance  of  pain. 
Dr.  Palmer  once  wrote  these  interesting  words 
to  a  friend :  "  Have  not  the  sorrows  of  life, 
my  dear  friend,  consciously  enriched  and 
sweetened  your  spiritual  life  in  all  the  past  ? 
It  seems  to'  me  that  this  has  clearly  been  my 
own  experience.  We  have  neither  of  us  been 
able,  perhaps,  at  the  time  when  the  deep 
waters  were  going  over  our  souls,  to  compre- 


1116  "  P-ye  hath  wU  seem." 

Now  let  our  souls,  on  win^  sohliBMi 
Rise  from  the  vanities  of  time. 
Draw  back  the  parting  vail,  mnd  see 
The  glories  of  eternity. 

2  Bom  by  a  new  celestial  birth. 
Why  should  we  gro\'el  here  on  earth  1 
Why  grasp  at  transitor>-  toys. 
So  near  to  heaven's  eternal  joys? 

3  Should  aught  be^ile  ns  on  the  roai 
When  we  are  walkuir  back  to  God  ? 
For  strangers  into  lite  we  comet 
And  dying  is  but  going  home. 

To  dwell  with  God— to  feel  his  lo\-e 
s  the  full  heaven  enjoyed  above ; 
And  the  sweet  expectation  now 
Is  the  young  dawn  of  heaven  below. 


\ 


Rev.  Thomas  Gibbons,  D.  D.,  wi 
hymn,  putting  it  at  the  close  of  on 
fifteen  Sermons  on  Various  Sudjeci 
It  was  entitled  "  The  Return  of  the 
Earth,  and  the  Return  of  the  Soul  t 
the  text  of  the  discourse  being  found  i 
siastes  12:7. 


<« 


A  Rest." 


Lord,  thou  wilt  bring  the  joyftil  day! 

Be>-ond  earth's  weariness  and  pains, 
Thou  hast  a  mansion  fax  away. 

Where  for  thine  own  a  rest  remains. 

2  No  sun  there  climbs  the  morning  sk 
There  never  ftills  the  shade  of  nig|il 

God  and  the  Lamb,  for  ever  nigh. 
O'er  all  shed  everlasting  light. 

3  The  bow  of  mercy  mans  the  throne. 
Emblem  of  love  and  goodness  there 

While  notes  to  mortals  all  unknown 
Float  on  the  calm  celestial  air. 

4  Around  that  throne  bright  legions  st 
Redeemed  by  blood  from  sin  and  bd 

And  shiningf  forms,  an  angd  band. 
The  mighty  choms  johr  t»  well. 

5  O  Jesus,  bring  us  to  that  rest. 
Where  all  the  ransomed  shall  be  fooi 

In  thine  eternal  fullness  blest. 
While  ages  roll  their  cycles  round  I 
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fiymn  came  to  us  in  manuscript,  and 
t  published  in  Sottas  for  the  SanctU" 
>5.  Dr.  Ray  Palmer  wrote  it  while  he 
iporarily  in  New  York  city  in  1864. 
>ion  is  made  to  John  14:2  :  "In  my 
\  house  are  many  mansions."  Dr.  A. 
Lennep,  so  many  vears  a  resident  in 
says  the  finest  of  all  the  palaces  he 
that  of  "  Beyler  Bey."  the  residence  of 
ent  Sultan.  His  description  is  full  of 
"  It  is  of  pure  white  marble,  sur- 
1  with  gilded  domes,  the  whole  pro- 
i  most  gorgeous  effect  in  the  rays  of 
It  is  built  on  the  edge  of  the  waters 
•osphorus,  in  full  view  of  steamers  and 
passing  up  and  down  the  stream; 
e  great  numbers  of  row-boats  (caicks) 

>  the  crowded  suburbs  lining  the  Bos- 
are   constantly  passing  close  by  it. 

erior  is  fitted  out  in  truly  Oriental 
r.  When  in  Constantinople,  my  resi- 
as  in  the  village  of  Bebeck,  and  I  had  to 

palace  every  day  in  my  caick  in  going 
lace  of  business.  This  beautiful  and 
Iding  often  reminded  me  of  the  words 
saviour,  and  gave  to  them  a  meaning 
\  never  understood  before.  *  In  my 
;  house  are  many  mansions.'  Yes! 
id  an  abundange  of  it  for  all  the  chil- 

God  ;    and.  oh.   what  splendor   in 

Again,  no  visitor  or  guest  is  ever 

1  in  the  palace  without  previous  per- 

and  then  he  must  be  introducea  by 
;  attendants  according  to  his  rank, 
adors  from  great  foreign  nations  are 
:ed  with  pomp,  but  tne  son  of  the 
lever  introMduces  any  but  princes  and 
of  the  royal  blood.  But  Christ  says 
s  disciples,  *  I  go  to  prepare  a  place  for 
The  Son  (not  trie  servant)  going  to  his 
ther's  house,  and  he  will  introduce  his 

>  himself  to  these  heavenly  mansions, 
mdescension  !  What  love  !   How  pre- 

all  believers ! " 


Many  mansions.** 


L.  M. 


iT  Father's  house!  thine  own  bright  home! 
nd  thou  hast  there  a  place  for  mel 
mj^h  yet  an  exile  here  1  roam, 
hat  distant  home  by  faith  I  see. 

see  its  domes  resplendent  glow, 
^here  beams  of  God's  own  fclory  fid!; 
I  trees  of  life  immortal  grow, 
^hose  fruits  o'erhang  the  sapphire  vraU. 

know  that  thou,  who  on  the  tree 
idst  deirn  our  mortal  fniilt  to  bear, 
t  brinj^  thine  own  to  dwell  with  thee, 
nd  waitest  to  receive  mc  there  I 

hy  love  will  there  array  my  soul 

I  thine  own  robe  of  spotless  hue; 

I I  shall  gajw  while  ages  roll, 

n  thee,  with  rapture;)  ever  new ! 


S  Oh,  wdcome  day  I  when  thoa  my  feet 
Shan  bring  the  uiining  thre8hc4a  o'er : 

A  Father's  warm  embrace  to  meet, 
And  dwdl  at  home  for  evermore  1 

Another  of  Dr.  Ray  Palmer's  hymns  on 
heaven.  It  was  published  first  in  the  Sabhath 
Hymn-Book^  1858.  With  it  he  coupled  the 
familiar  verse,  John  14 : 3,  as  its  Scriptural 
basis,  and  he  Has  reckoned  the  date  of  its 
composition  as  early  as  18^4.  This  enthusi- 
astic poet  was  in  the  habit  of  repeating  re- 
ligious poetry  at  the  bedside  of  invalids, 
instead  of  seeking  to  hold  wearying  conver- 
sations with  them.  There  is  a  manifest  ad- 
vantage in  this,  for  generally  it  does  little 
more  than  remind  the  one  who  is  feeble  of 
what  he  really  knew  before ;  and  with  the  aid 
of  the  rhyme,  and  more  often  the  meter,  he 
can  follow  the  line  of  thinking  easily.  And 
everybody  knows  that  in  the  hymns  of  every 
language  can  be  found  the  best  theology  and 
highest  spirituality  of  the  evangelical  people 
who  speak  it ;  and  so  one  of  the  wisest  coun- 
sels to  a  young  clergyman  is  that  he  commit 
such  to  memory.  This  particular  piece  was, 
with  the  author,  a  favorite  in  such  exercises. 
One  who  knew  him  can  readily  imagine  with 
what  grace  and  impressiveness  his  musical 
voice  would  make  its  measures  to  sound. 
There  is  a  glorious  reach  in  the  figure,  which 
fills  the  soul  to  the  full.  What  is  a// this  life 
of  ours  but  a  mere  wrestle  at  the  side  of  a 
mighty  stream,  just  beyond  which  waits  the 
flaSiing  sunrise  of  triumph  to  the  trusted  and 
the  true  ?  John,  the  beloved  disciple,  believed 
he  looked  upon  one  of  the  fairest  sights  of 
heaven :  **  And  I  saw  an  angel  standit^  in 
the  sun  r  But  there  will  be  even  finer  thiim 
to  see  than  that  in  the  halls  of  victory,  in  the 
palace  of  God.  When  the  fierce  wrestle  is 
over,  and  the  triumph  is  reached,  there  on 
the  other  ^de  of  the  mysterious  stream  will 
stand  any  princely  prevailer  who  fought  the 
fi;ood  fifitit  and  kept  the  faith.  Away  from 
him  simcs  all  that  is  earthly.  On  his  form 
rests  the  shining  of  the  Sun  of  righteousness. 
Oh,  the  splendor  of  that  purity  and  peace  that 
lights  his  face,  as  they  swing  open  the  beauti- 
ful gates  and  bid  him  enter  his  Father's 
house,  at  the  Father's  invitation ! 


1119 


14 


Lord^  tarry  nW.** 


P.M. 


Bbvond  tlic  ■mUing  and  the  weeping.  | 

I  shatl  be  soon ;  | 
Beyond  the  waking  and  the  alcepinc.  I 
Beyond  tlic  towing  and  the  rea|Mng,  1 

I  shall  be  soon.  | 
RMP.^Love,  rest,  and  borne  I    Sweet  bome  I 

Lord,  tarry  not,  bat  come. 

a  Beyond  the  blooming  and  the  fiwUng,  | 

I  shall  be  aoon ;  | 
Beyond  the  shining  and  the  shading,  j 
Beyond  the  hoping  and  the  dreading,  | 

I  ahall  be  aoon.  |— Rmp. 
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3  Beyond  the  rising  and  the  setting,  | 

I  shall  be  soon ;  | 
Beyond  the  calming  and  the  fretting, 
Beyond  remembering  and  forgetting, 

1  shall  be  soon.  | — Ref. 

4  Beyond  the  parting  and  the  meeting,  | 

I  shall  be  soon ;  i 
Beyond  the  farewell  and  the  greeting,  | 
Beyond  the  pulse's  fever  beatmg,  | 

I  shall  be  soon.  | — Ref. 

5  Beyond  the  frost-chain  and  the  fever,  | 

I  shall  be  soon ;  I 
Beyond  the  rock-waste  and  the  river,  | 
Beyond  the  ever  and  the  never,  | 

I  shall  be  soon.  | — Ref. 

In  the  Nymns  of  Faith  and  Hope,  by  Rev. 
Dr.  Horatius  Bonar,  1857,  this  well-known 
poem  first  appeared,  bearing  the  title,  **  Heaven 
Anticipated."  It  has  owed  much  of  its  pop- 
ularity to  its  unusual  rhythm  and  the  beauty 
of  the  refrain.  The  hymn  leads  us  to  the 
conclusion  that  life  is  a  melancholy  affair  if 
left  to  itself,  but  the  sure  hope  of  redemption 
illumines  the  outlook.  So,  m  the  catacombs 
underneath  Rome,  on  one  side  of  the  devious 
paths  the  inscriptions  on  the  heathen's  tombs 
are  sad  and  desponding,  while  on  the  other 
side,  where  the  Christians  are  buried,  they  are 
bright  and  full  of  hope.  Death  is  not  the 
end ;  the  sense  of  despair  yields  to  the  blessed 
certainty  of  a  happy  immortality.  We  shall 
find  our  old  friends  in  heaven ;  we  shall  know 
them  when  we  see  them.  The  new  life  will 
be  occupied  partly  in  *'  knitting  severed  friend- 
ships up."  And  as  for  that  awful  dread  of 
divine  justice,  it  will  be  displaced  by  a  won- 
derful peace ;  for  we  can  rest  implicitly  in 
God's  justice  when  Jesus  the  Saviour  stands 
by,  with  the  sure  pardon  in  his  hands ! 

It  is  according  to  one's  hearty  confidence 
in  receiving  this  information  that  he  will  look 
forward  toward  the  inevitable  crisis.  I  some- 
times think  that  people  will  enter  heaven  as 
the  miscellaneous  vessels  enter  New  York 
Bay  through  the  Narrows.  Some  will  actually 
have  to  be  tugged  in  by  the  violent  faith  and 
prayer  of  others,  who  will  be  at  hand  to  help 
their  feebleness  as  Christiana  helped  Ready- 
to-Halt.  Some  will  come  in  slowlv  and  un- 
decidedly,  as  if  they  dared  to  put  up  only  a 
sail  or  two,  ;md  the  wind  was  uncertain.  But 
there  will  be  many  proud,  glad  ships,  with 
all  their  spars  covered  with  white  canvas.  To 
them  will  Ix*  "  an  entrance  ministered  abun- 
dantly into  the  everlasting  kingdom  of  our 
Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ." 


I  I  20  *'  Immanu^r s  Land.'' 

Thk  san<N  of  time  are  sinking; : 
The  dawn  of  heaven  break's ; 

The  summer  mom  I  've  sighe<l  for, 
The  fair,  sweet  mom,  awakes. 


P.  M. 


Dark,  dark  hath  been  the 
But  dayspring  is  at  hand, 

And  glory— glory  dwdleth 
In  Immanoel's  land. 

2  O  Christ !  he  is  the  fountain. 
The  deep,  sweet  well  of  knre; 

The  streams  on  earth  I  *ve  tasted* 
More  deep  I  '11  drink  above; 

There  to  an  ocean  foHness 
His  mercy  doth  expand. 

And  Klory— glory  dwellcth 
In  Immanuel's  land. 

3  With  mercy  and  with  jadgmeok 
My  web  of  time  he  wove. 

And  aye  the  dews  of  sorrow 
Were  lustered  by  hla  love ; 

I  '11  bless  the  hand  that  guided, 
I  '11  bless  the  heart  that  planned, 

When  throned  where  glory  dwdleUi, 
In  Immanuel's  land. 

This  is  a  part  of  the  same  poem  t 
allusion  has  been  made  (Hymn  I02i)i 
Mrs.  Anne  Ross  Cousin  wrote  the  si 
etic  tractlet  called,  "The  Last  W« 
Samuel  Rutherford." 

Out  of  this  exquisite  piece  of  poel 
been  compiled  two  very  acceptable 
The  refrain  is  what  gives  the  title  t 
and  this  was  the  exclamation  of  th 
man,  as  it  has  been  recorded  for  mc 
two  hundred  years  in  the  annals  of  S 
At  the  sinking  of  the  sun,  late  in  th 
noon  of  the  nnal  day  of  his  life.  on< 
friends,  standing  beside  the  couch,  ask 
"  What  think  ye  now  of  Christ  ?'"  To  I 
"true  saint  of  the  covenant"  repliet 
"  Oh,  that  all  my  brethren  in  the  ki! 
know  what  a  Master  I  have  served,  ai 
peace  I  have  this  day !  I  shall  sleep  in 
and  when  I  awake.  I  shall  be  satistii 
his  likeness.  This  night  shall  close  tl 
and  put  my  anchor  within  the  vail 
shall  go  away  in  a  sleep  by  five  of  tt 
in  the  morning.  Glory  !  glory  to  my 
and  my  Redeemer  for  ever  !  I  shall  1 
adore  him.  Oh,  for  arms  to  embrac 
Oh,  for  a  well-tuned  harp  !  Glory 
dwelleth  in  Immanuel's  land  !"  The 
tion  concerning  his  departure  vi'as 
exactly,  and  these  telling  and  intense 
sions  of  the  dying  saint,  with  a  few 
like  them,  were  wrought  skillfully  u 
poem. 

"  Rv'n  Anwnrth  was  not  heaven—ev'n  |»eachlni 

Christ ; 
And  in  my  sea-beat  prison,  my  Lord  and  I  Im 
And  aye  my  murkiest  slorm-ckNid  waa  by  a 

spanned, 
Caught  from  the  Rlory  dwelling^-in  Immanw 

"  The  little  birds  at  Anworth,  I  used  toconnt  thi 
Now,  beside  happier  altars,  I  ao  to  build  my 
O'er  these  there  oroods  no  siwiice,  no  crave 

them  stand; 
For  f^lorv-,  deathless,  dweHetb— in  Inmanocl* 
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air  Anworth  by  the  Solway,  to  me  thou  still  art  dear ! 
\  'ti  from  the  verge  of  heaven  I  drop  for  thee  a  tear, 
h,  if  one  soul  from  Anworth  meet  me  at  God's  right 

hand, 
ly  heaven  will  be  two  heavens — in  Immanuel's  land." 

A.  short  time  previous  to  this  he  broke  out 
o  a  sort  of  sacred  rapture,  exalting  and 
Tiniendinja^  the  Lord  Jesus  as  his  blessed 
ister,  calling  him  his  **  kingly  King."  He 
ed  :  "I  shall  shine — I  shall  see  him  as  he 
I  shall  see  him  reign,  and  all  his  fair  com- 
ny  with  him.  and  I  shall  have  my  large 
ire.  Mine  eyes  shall  behold  my  Redeemer — 
.'se  ver)'  eyes  of  mine,  and  none  other  for 
'..  This  may  seem  a  wide  word,  but  it  is  no 
icy  or  delusion  ;  it  is  true.  Let  my  Lord'.s 
me  be  exalted ;  and,  if  he  will,  let  my  name 
grinded  to  pieces,  that  he  may  be  all  in  ail. 
he  slay  me  ten  thousand  times,  1  will  trust." 
;  died  March  20.  1661. 


21  "  A'o  morr  dfath. "  C.  M .  5I. 

Thp:rk  is  an  hour  of  peaceful  rest, 

To  mourning  wanderers  given  ; 
There  is  a  joy  for  souls  distressed  ; 
A  balm  for  ever>-  wounded  breast : 

'T  is  found  above — in  heaven. 

2  There  is  a  home  for  weary  souls, 
By  sin  and  sorrow  driven, 

When  tossed  on  life's  tempestuous  shoals, 
Where  storms  arise,  and  ocean  rolls, 
And  all  is  drear — but  heaven. 

3  There  faith  lifts  up  her  cheerful  eye 
To  brighter  prosi>ects  given  ; 

And  views  the  tempest  passing  by, 
The  evening  shadows  quickly  fly, 
And  all  serene — in  heaven. 

4  There  fragrant  flowers  immortal  bloom, 
And  joys  supreme  are  given  ; 

There  ravs  divine  disperse  the  gloom  ; 
Bevond  the  confines  of  the  tomb 
Appears  the  dawn  of  heaven  ! 

This  piece  has  long  been  a  favorite  in  the 
merican  churches.  It  was  composed  by 
;v.  William  Bingham  Tappan,  so  long  the 
p>erintendent  of  the  American  Sunday- 
hool  Union.  In  a  volume  called  Grms  of 
icred Poetry,  i860,  he  says  of  this  hymn: 
It  was  written  by  me  in  Philadelphia,  in  the 
mmer  of  1818,  for  the  Franklin  Gazette^ 
ited  by  Richard  Bache,  Esq.,  and  was  in- 
xiuced  by  him  to  the  public  in  terms  suffi- 
:ntly  flattering  to  a  young  man  who  then 
rtainly  lacked  confidence  in  himself.  The 
ece  was  republished  in  England  and  on  the 
Dntinent,  in  various  newspapers  and  maga- 
les.  and  was  also  extensively  circulated  in 
y  own  native  land,  where  it  has  found  a 
ace  in  several  hymn  and  music-books.  It 
as  published  in  my  first  volume  of  Points, 
Philadelphia,  in  181 9.  and  soon  after  was  •  123 
t  to  music  by  A.  P.  Heinrich,  Esq.,  in  the 
me  citv."  It  is  in  Lyra  Sacra  Americana^ 
^68. 


I  I  22  "  Darktifss  cottutk  never y  7s,  6s.  D. 

Oh,  land  relieved  from  sorrow  ! 

Oh,  land  secure  from  tears  ! 
Oh.  respite  on  the  morrow 

From  all  the  toil  of  years  ! 
To  thee  wc  hasten  ever, 

To  thee  our  steps  ascend. 
Where  darkness  comet h  ne\'er, 

And  joy  shall  never  end. 

2  Oh  happy,  holy  portal 
For  God's  own  blest  elect : 

Oh,  region,  pure,  immortal, 

With  better  spring  bedeclced  : 
Thy  pearly  doors  for  ever 

Their  welcome  shall  extend, 
Where  darkness  cometh  never, 

And  joy  shall  never  end. 

3  Oh,  home  where  God  the  Father 
Takes  all  his  children  in  : 

Where  Christ  the  Son  shall  feather 

The  sinners  saved  from  sm  ; 
No  ni^ht  nor  fear  shall  sever 

A  friend  from  any  friend, 
For  darkness  cometh  never, 

And  joy  shall  never  end. 

4  Rise,  then,  O  brightest  morning  1 
Come,  then,  triumphant  day  ! 

When  into  new  adorning 

We  change  and  pass  away : 
For  so  with  6rm  endeavor 

Our  spirits  gladly  tend 
Where  darkness  comeih  never. 

And  joy  shall  never  end. 

Rev.  Samuel  Willoughby  DufTicld  wrote 
this  piece.  He  had  a  keen  sense  of  the 
sweetness  of  sound  and  the  agreeabieness 
of  true  rhythm.  And  then  he  was  a  sincere 
Christian ;  and  was  going  to  die  young,  though 
he  did  not  know  that.  He  lovea  home,  and  he 
loved  heaven.  This  piece  voiced  his  nature 
well.  In  his  Enfrlish  Hymns,  1888,  he  has 
given  his  own  account  of  its  composition : 
••  This  IS  an  original  hymn,  comp>osed  in  1875 
under  circumstances  peculiarly  calculated  to 
draw  the  thought  to  things  above.  It  has  ex- 
isted in  manuscript,  unpublished,  until  the 
preparation  of  Laudes  Domini  called  it  out. 
The  first  draft  of  the  hymn  is  on  two  crum- 
pled pieces  of  paper  which  have  been  several 
times  cast  aside  and  nearly  destroyed;  but 
they  have  mysteriously  reappeared,  even  from 
the  depths  of  waste-paper  baskets  and  the 
wild  confusion  of  disintegrated  material  f 
The  refrain  really  produced  the  hymn.  Per- 
haps it  grew  up.  pnmarily.  from  the  rhythm  of 
Bernard  of  Cluny.  which  the  author  has  al- 
ways loved,  and  the  cento  from  which  he 
rendered,  in  its  original  meter,  in  1868.  The 
*  Heimweh ' — the  heavenly  longing — has  many 
hymns  besides  this  which  express  it." 


••  Mighty  to  Save:'  7%  6s.  D. 

Hr  comes  in  blood-stained  garments; 

I'pon  his  brow  a  crown  ; 
The  gates  of  brass  fly  ooen. 

The  iron  bands  drop  uown ; 
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I'MtMl  ill!  Itir  frlli-lffl  ra|»liVf 
I  III- 1  tlillll^  III  Silliin  liill, 

Wiiilf  iiii|{i-h  sliiiiii  (iiiiiii|iliaiit, 
I  li;il  (   iiiiril  it   Loiil  (if   all. 

i  (III.  CliiiM,  liii  lnvf  It  iiiiKiityl 
I  iiiiK  !>iifli-iitiK  It  lilt  K>*»<* : 

AihI  Kl"<>"»t  It  llll-  h|iliil<lii| 

I  hitl  iH'iiiiH-th  tiniti  hit  fan-. 
( itii  liiMil-i  ii|>  li-a|(  III  KiatlnttH 

Wlirii  Ml-  lit-hiilil  llial  \it\v, 
A-i  \^i*  K'>  '•iiiffiiiK  oiiw.iiii 

I II  ilwfll  viilli  linn  alxivt'. 

Ill  ilir  /  17 1 /////■/<*/////< If,  1K67,  this  liymn 
!»\  Mrs.  1  li.iriiir  Lees  Haiuroft  tirsl  a|>- 
|ic-.ur«l.  Us  tunn  l)nnj^  seven  siaii/as  of  eij^ht 
lines  e.H'li.  il  li.is  heen  ron.siderably  al)brc- 
vialetl  to  III  i(  lt»r  (oininon  nse,  the  present 
««-nii»  lumnninv:  with  the  tliird  versi*.  Thus 
11  Uionus  .1  s|mited  IviH,  whieli  anticipates 
NMlh  loNous  muinph  the  eml  of  Hfe.  ami  the 
Msion  «»l  I  hiisi  in  v^loiv  \\h\d\  will  burst 
nptMi  tlie  iH-lieMi  on  Insriiiianee  into  a  hij^her 
woiUl.  liiit  now  lomes  ilu*  interrn|>tion — tlo 
iu»t  nian\  men.  who  aie  not  at  all  reaily  in 
an\  I  hiisti.ui  sense  to  die.  seem  to  make  a 
most  dii;miud  and  eourav;einis  deixirture? 
\es  Mii.ibe.m.  in  the  last  lanjiiu>r  of  his 
leebleness.  is  ohservei!  to  hush  that  tremen- 
dous soiee  ot  his.  lust  tv»  siy^li  softly  to  the 
aiiemiants.  ■  I  el  me  die  lv»  the  sound  of  de- 
luuHis  nuish  •  "  Nelson  at  Trafalcar.  when 
U'  last  pulse  ot  hvuiv:  enervjN  is  wellinj;  up. 
Is  heaid  to  vi\  viianJ.K.  *•  Now  lor  a  j>etTav;e 
01  \\  esiinjiwu-  \blw'"  And  even  the 
viieat  V.  .1  N.i; .  !,»..vi»^  ,».»^  j»»  b:>  ^^wn  rol^s, 
aiul  lold-;^  i!\-v  \\::«  ,^iu'  .ilv.-.-.t  his  j>ersvM\ 
!s  uvv>iv!vvi  '.' 'm\^'  x!  evi  w:'^  J.'c-vtv.  as  an 
rnnsvMi.r.  K»v'mv  x'n>-M.  r)vs  !x  ad^intted : 
I'r.iN  i'\-  wor'J.N  ■\-vvn  .i!\!  N:a:i>:ven  and 
|'ivMM-.\ ''N  .i'e  N.-'\-:-ves  to;:r\!  a:  ihe    rh\il 


•   A  \       I        ,  ^ 


xS*S      'v:    M"      ,l"vl     !.'«'N    "C 


V  .1 


.i\x 


k        \    •  •  .  « 


K... 


\' V   '.I 


•  v>««>  •• 
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4  Lord  Jesus,  Kine  of  Paimdise, 

Oh,  keep  mc  in  thy  love. 
And  Kuide  me  to  that  hapf^  land 

Of  iwrfcct  rest  abo\'e  t 

« 

Rkf.— Where  loyal  hearts  and  tnie 
Stand  ever  in  the  light, 
Ail  rapture  throueh  and  thrxNigb, 
In  God's  most  holy  sight. 

This  is  perhaps  out  of  the  best  lox-ed  of  all 
the  poems  by  Dr.  Frederick  William  Fabcr. 
whose  many  tme  compositions  have  gi\'cn  hiir 
so  hiy;h  a  place  in  the  affection  of  Christians. 
It  appeared  first  in  his  collected  Hymns.  iK:. 
havinjf  orij{inally  seven  stanzas  with  the  r^ 
frain.  it  puts  into  words  the  longing  of  the 
soul  for  its  true  home,  far  from  the  strife  ar.d 
bitterness  and  disappointment  of  this  e\-ery- 
day  life.  So  the  traditions  of  human  history 
have  kept  the  hopes  of  men.  ill  and  weak  aad 
miserable,  alive.  There  must  be  somctth«;r« 
on  this  ]>lanet  of  ours  a  home  for  the  s:u!. 
tired  with  wrestling,  fatigued  with  fight.  Ci. 
it  the  "  field  **of  .Vvalon.  the  **  beautiful  val« 
of  TemjHr.  the  "Hill  of  the  Serene;"  a-Mi? 
the  siime.  it  meant  a  locality,  outside  cf  "t 
nvir  and  the  rush,  the  anguish  and  the  r.i*- 
moil.  of  time  and  toiling,  in  which  one  •:■  i\. 
find  peace  at  last,  where  weapons  were  -'.c 
tearing  one's  ner\es  to  pieces  with  clash.r,: 
and  horns  could  hang  contented  on  the  '*tLi 
with  no  challenge  to  make  for  any  more  »i- 

Mut  it  all  meant  nothing ;  the  rude  «  :rc 
rolled  alonjij.  and  n^ugh  gibes  of  ridicule  jT'I 
rv>ujiher  ixiths  of  cursing  were  hurled  agxrs; 
the  man  whi»  wi^uld  not  laugh  with  tbe  rrs. 
and.  w  hen  disv:usted.  swear  as  other  disir.:!j&r: 
fx:opIe  ^.\^..  and  s*.^  S4.K>the  his  feelings  in  :2e 
har^i  pressures  \A  wrath  and  pain. 

Wei!,  then,  if  no  better  spot,  surely  •.''crcas 
find  a  breath  in  v:-time  of  release  now  and  rM*: 
S\^  brvrh:  r!i:nds  wert  a  step  further  cirw^ 
into  the  reyi'v^rs  <^i  fable.  They  talked  sdcksl 
b.A.<\y>r,  davs  and  related  a  tender  little  srcr- 
aS-'u!  a  d a ■.:•*: ^.tsrr  of .  tolus.  whose  husband  vat 
».:"^-.\*':e*.:  :":  .1  -.'rue!  >ea:  when  the  N-O'  ^t^ 
A  a >■"<:■,:  .::v"  :r.e  shore  ne.xt  dav  this  b^nsr**?!: 
w.: '  \  ;  .i::^  :.^  ::.  ar.d  was  drihed  back  ▼-:= 

:•:  •  :*e  s.L-r!e  '.^-aves  and  strangled  j:  :rr 
"vi ■•'•;:;:■"•  r  ri-.*e .     F o  reward  the ir  picabie  or-r  - 
^  ,>  -'ctJ-T'-rnhosed  them  bca  rv 


.    c 


-w. 


•*•_,  '•*.^.^ 


:•"  i  ■  ■•<.  arrd  d::er*and  decreed  t.^ 
^  .-,  :-'<i  *-.  v,d  r.T  eve**  retrain  cajr  i-^r 
v.'^:-  ;. .  'vi  -T-inreS'  ri:'it  tfaetr  r^cso-  l'- 
:  'e  v-jrer.  Thus  rren  bad  :i:ur'rrr 
.\i  >  .  ,-.:  •  !:aj.*vcc  daxsw  *  a:  vnxch  ve?>«  ^ 
w-:  r-  rr  esen  r-'^wed  '.^  the  bilZcv?  n  -rr 
.*  -^  "v:  <ej;  <e^"ec  days 
\  ■■•■  r--^" :<•*.*?.  r  'vtiica  the 
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hich  the  birds  laid  their  eggs.  And  do\^ii 
t  this  day  the  sailors  tell  us  of  the  tranquil 
^rtnight  in  which  oceans  are  merciful  and 
mpests  are  still,  for  the  halcyons  are  brood- 
ig  and  the  skies  are  stormless  and  blue, 
nd  they  wait,  and  sometimes  sing : 

4nd  as  I  watch  the  line  of  light  that  plavs 
Along  the  smooth  wave,  toward  the  ourning  wett, 

I  long  to  tread  that  eolden  path  of  ra^-s. 
And  think  'twould  lead  to  some  bnght  isl«of  rest." 

It  is  all  useless,  fable  and  poem  alike ;  for 
ere  is  no  time  to  be  given,  no  spot  to  be 
und,  when  one  may  bS  tranquil  or  where 
mis  can  get  a  release.  Yet  the  whole  world 
>es  on  sighing  just  the  same. 

125  "  Tkf  sea  of  glassy  8i,  71. 

Hark  !  the  sound  of  holy  voices. 

Chanting  at  the  crvstal  sea, 
Hallelujah,  hallelujah, 

Hallelujah,  Lord,  to  thee ! 

2  Multitudes,  which  none  can  number, 

Like  the  stars  in  glory  stand, 
Clothed  in  white  apparel,  holding 

Palms  of  victory  in  their  hands. 

o  They  have  come  from  tribulation. 

And  have  washed  their  robes  in  blood, 
Washed  them  in  the  blood  of  Jesus; 

Tried  they  were  and  firm  they  stood. 

4  Mocked,  imprisoned,  stoned,  tormented, 
Sawn  asunder,  slain  with  sword. 

They  have  conquered  death  and  Siitan 
By  the  might  of  Christ  the  Lord. 

5  Lo\-e  and  peace  they  taste  for  ever. 
And  all  truth  and  knowledge  see 

In  the  Beatific  Vision 
Of  the  blessed  Trinity. 

One  of  the  best  known  and  most  musical 
eces  that  Dr.  Christopher  Wordsworth, 
shop  of  Lincoln,  has  given  in  his  Hi^j^  Year, 
62.  The  author  added  a  manuscnpt  note, 
icfa  a  special  reference  to  the  closing  stanza 
The  whole  hymn  from  beginning  to  end  is 
harmony  with  the  Epistle  for  xht  festt\'al  of 
e  day.  Re\'elation  7:12,  and  like  it  is  the  ut- 
racce  in  triumphant  song  of  a  vision  of  the 
lal  garhering  of  the  saints." 


Tiu  cay. 

D4II.T.  da:I>  sing  the  praises 
Ofth«C:ty  <#^jrl  hath  made: 

Ln  :.h«»  beaatirocu  fields  of  iulen 
tL>  irAiTviAiioa-*ttfmes  are  lakL 

2  In  :.he  m:iiit  or  that  dear  City 

♦."TTnac  L"*  r-M^Tiinjf  on  his 
Arwi  t.ie  anapits  *»:n<  their  c 
In  X  r.n-r  ir«:.iit  r..:*  feet. 

I  F~ira  'ht?  :hr-.r.e  a  riv<?r  amies. 

'"ear  li  ••~.-*ti;   pa.s«ing  bngiit. 
Ami  .t  zrx:  -r-.^r*  :.-.•►  <T:tv 

Like  1  4(xi:<l«rr.  bean  -jt  iii^fac 


te.7«- 


■»  *h»»  *'-i- 


\rui   H  ail»*n   »■  tn 
Of  rh*f  »*»ncrs    i.Ti 
And  *..iir  z^<ii  --*i*?^»^Ir^-:  thr-inij. 


Tw»-?:v  fragrant. 
the  i«:n»c 


9  ilh,  I  w«HiM  mv  Mm  wtv  it*T<* 
Here  to  \titch  tfKat  fmjp%\y  Ktmin  I 

Oh,  I  wmik!  my  v>-«ii  mmie  vhikm 
or  that  Kd«n  imuUI  aualn  I 

This  is  one  of  the  nuNtt  lieAutiful  iinti 
popular  hymns  written  by  Kcw  Snbiiie  lUir* 
ing-Ciould.  some  of  whose  noetns  arc  to  be 
found  in  many  ilifTerrnt  t'olWtions.  It  is  a 
description  of  that  i^lestiAl  city  in  which 
Christ  reigns,  an  dwherr.  as  it  is  lohl  us 
in  the  vision  of  St.  John,  KevrlAtion  4  :  i.  the 
sign  of  (lod's  love  summmis  tliAt  oi  his 
power.  Love  is  symbolixe<i  in  the  rAinUiw, 
and  power  in  the  throne ;  ami  the  rMtnlNiw  is 
round  about  the  throne.  The  Attribute  of 
omnipotence  is  not  a  pleasAnt  one  in  itself  to 
contemplate.  If  we  should  hwk  up  At  tliis 
glorious  spectacle  and  see  onlv  the  throne, 
we  might  be  frightened.  We  should  Ik* 
hushed  into  trembling  silence  Ixifore  lltr 
thunder  which  shAkes  the  cedArs,  tosses  the 
waves  of  the  oceAn.  and  counts  the  moun- 
tains but  as  a  very  little  thing.  Hut  we  see 
the  bow  round  about  the  throne ;  our  eyes 
behold  and  our  hearts  believe  that  whAtever 
is  alarming  in  our  thought  of  the  Supreme 
Being  who  rules  us  is  embraceil  in  a  beautiful 
circle  of  emerald  promise  whi<'h. gives  peace. 
And  this  is  better  than  to  In*  toliT  merely  f^ 
words.  The  venerable  lfrN»kfr  was  uttering 
something  more  than  a  simple  rule  (rf  rhetijfir 
when  he  once  said,  "  What  we  drink  in  at  our 
ears  doth  not  so  piercingly  enter  as  what  the 
mind  doth  conceive  by  sight."  It  does  ncA 
seem  as  if  any  one  roukl  ever  forget  thki  arch 
of  promise  above  and  around  tnii  seat  of 
power. 


1127 


AM 


Mf^ti. 


SH(  7"* 


Tmm  fe  nnC  my  pisre  n( rrMlnir' 

Mine  '•  ft  cMV  yd  to  tttmt ; 
Omrard lo h  iftin  iMMHbvK- 

iHkiomty  McrMil  httmrn, 

3  In  k  ftft  ift  lliciN  mM  i^hffi 
i/ef  H  tlihicn  ft  niffMlfn*  4ftf  ; 

E«rm  trace  Af  sin's  saH  «l/«ry. 
AD  the  cnne,  ImmIi  fmMprt  ftwaf . 

J  TiMre  the  l^mh,  emr  %h*$ih^^,  lenlt  m 

ay  tile  «crenffM  tit  hU  MUmg 
On  the  Ir*  ■•twt  MslnfM  <wds  ■», 

Tnrn*  fmf  mtpttm^  MIa  tnm^ 

4  SwNi  we  SMM  this  ncnevt  ^ftttfy, 
%onm  we  U4  iirewea  t/b  $mm ; 

SCcver  More  are  «nrf  m  wfmtf, 
Xever,  nerer  «m  aipim ' 


cut  frrjm  fUe  ^Me  Hptm^fimk, 

184$.  atway  bark  in  chose  earW  days  when 
there  was  hardly  a  YymtiAMtK,  with  Cofiea 
published  rm  used  in  the  Ameri^an^  rhorrhe*. 
The  name  rA  \n,  finrMnt%  FVmar  had  fMC 
become  a  hcni^ehr^M  wr^rrj.  ^nd  fpw  penj^ 
cared  u>  know  who  the  au(Jvir«  n4  nymn* 
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were,  though  they  knew  a  good  one  when 
they  found  it.  It  was  entitled,  *'  lYessing 
toward  Heaven,"  and  it  reproduced  the  sen- 
timent of  Deuteronomy  12:9:  "  For  ye  are 
not  as  yet  come  to  the  rest  and  to  the 
inheritance  which  the  Lord  your  God  giveth 
you." 

I  1 28  "  The  King  in  his  beauty:*         8s,  7s. 

TiMH,  thou  spcetlest  on  but  slowly, 

Hours,  how  tardy  is  your  iwice! 
Ere  with  Him,  the  hiji^h  ami  holy, 

I  hold  converse  face  to  face. 
Here  is  naught  but  care  and  mourning; 

Comes  a  joy,  it  will  not  stay ; 
Fairly  shines  the  sun  at  dawning, 

Night  will  soon  o'ercloud  the  day. 

2  Onward  then !  not  long  I  wander 

Kre  my  Saviour  comes  for  me. 
And  with  him  abiding  yonder, 

All  his  glory  I  shall  see. 
Oh,  the  music  and  the  singing 

()f  the  host  redceme<l  by  love  I 
Oh,  the  hallelujahs  ringing 

Through  the  halls  onignt  above ! 

Miss  Catharine  Winkworth  published  these 
stanzas  in  the  Lyra  Gcrmaftica,  Series  II., 
1858.  The  poem  included  much  more,  but 
these  lines  of  it  seemed  the  fittest  for  public 
use.  It  is  a  translation  of  one  of  theOer- 
nian  hymns  of  Johann  (icorg  Albinus,  once 
pastor  at  I'nier  Nessa.  in  Saxony.  This  au- 
thor was  born  March  6,  1624,  and  died  May 
25,  1679. 

I  1 29  The  Consummation.  S5,  7s.  D. 

jKSis,  blessed  Metliator! 

Thou  the  air\  iiath  hast  trod  ; 
Thou  the  Judge,  the  Consummator! 

Shepheid  ol  the  fold  of  Ciod! 
Can  1  tni'^t  a  felU»w-being  ? 

Can  I  trust  an  ani^el's  care? 

0  thou  merciful  All-st*eing  I 
Beam  around  m>  spirit  there. 

1  Blessed  fold  !  n«»  t'lK'  can  enter, 
.\nd  no  friend  dei»arieth  thence; 

JcMis  is  iheir  sun.  ineir  center. 

Ami  their  shiclil — <  >mniix»tencel 
Hles>ed.  tor  the  Lamb  shall  feed  them, 

•Ml  tlu'ii  tears  sh.ill  wijK.' away. 
To  llje  li\  inn  ti^untains  lead  them. 

rill  fiuUu>n'>  iK-rfect  da\ . 

^;  1  o!  it  conn's,  th.il  day  of  wonder! 

1  oudei  I'hor.iK  shake  the  skie-; 
M. nils'  i^ales  .lie  biirsi  asundi-r ; 

S»v  '  the  ncwM'loihol  nunads  rise! 
rboiijjht  !  ieptes>  tli\  weak  r»idea\  or  ; 

Ht  le  nuj«»l  ie.is,iii  pTo'.'iT.ilv  r.i!l ; 
Oh.  the  r.icfJ.iMr  l-".«t  k\kx' 

\tiil  thcelilTi.il  A.i  in  All  ! 

TliK  \\\x\\\\  by  Jt^siali  Ci>ndtT  was  first 
publi^iU'il  in  ^<"t>Iiyt  Ts  ( 'i>.7n///w,  1812.  havinv; 
oriviin.il.v  t:,;:u  >i.\n/as  of  t-iyihl  lines  each. 
Thf  .ihbrcvMf.on  of  it.  as  i^iwrj  here,  is  the 
form  in  vommon  u>l'.  I  iu-  p»»fm  is  a  vjlow- 
in>^  pi'tr.ro  kA  tiu-  pca«*ear.i  'ny  whirh  Christ's 
love  \\\\\  siivd  .xri..;mi  lu-aevcrs  as  ihey  enter 
the  unknown  world. 


Christian  faith  loves  to  repeat  the  last  words 
of  the  martyr  Stephen.  He  did  not  appear 
very  anxious  to  know  any  details  of  that  net 
life.  He  was  satisfied  to  put  his  soul  in  iht 
hands  of  God  who  gave  it,  God  would  do 
with  it  just  what  he  pleased.  Oh,  it  is  ea^' 
for  one,  who,  while  living,  has  given  his  spirt 
to  God,  in  the  covenant  hope  of  redempaoo, 
to  surrender  it  joyfully  in  the  hour  of  death! 
Stephen  knew  just  where  he  was.  Through 
the  opened  rift  of  the  blue  sky  over  his  liead 
came  a  blessed  vision  to  give  him  welcome 
and  encouragement.  There  he  saw  the  Lord 
Jesus  at  the  right  hand  of  his  Father.  It  vas 
into  no  strange  companionship  he  \^*as  going. 
That  mysterious  indweller  of  his  mutilated 
and  dying  body,  which  he  called  his  i^rU^ 
was  on  the  point  now  of  being  cared  for  bet- 
ter than  ever  it  had  been  before.  Up  to  this 
last  moment  that  redeemed  nature  of  his  had 
been,  like  a  militant  prince,  absent  from  his 
royal  abode,  out  in  the  campaign,  dwelling  in 
a  tent,  roughing  it  in  innumerable  hardships 
It  had  had  a  fight  to  make  to  hold  fast  its 
crown.  Now,  in  the  high  utterance  of  this 
tranquil  surrender,  it  resembled  the  same 
prince,  in  the  hour  of  triumph,  going  home  to 
the  palace.  •  It  mattered  little  thereafter  that 
the  old  tent  was  battered  and  torn.  He 
would  not  need  it  any  more.  The  \*ictory 
was  gained,  the  pageant  of  entrance  begun. 
Think  of  that  martyr  as  he  is  to-day,  now 
that  eighteen  centuries  have  passed  on! 
There  he  stands  on  the  plains  of  eternity, 
tearless  and  scarless.  in  the  presence  of  the 
Lord  Jesus  who  received  his  spirit.  And 
close  beside  him,  having  likewise  kept  the 
faith,  stands  the  young  man  named  Saul ! 

1130  'Hoid/asL'*  CM.  a 

The  roseate  hues  of  eftrty  dawn. 

The  hri^htness  of  the  day. 
The  crini$«m  4>f  the  sansct  sky. 

How  u>i  ihe>-  £idea«-ay! 
Oh  tor  the  pcaflv  i;ates  or  heaven  ! 

Oh.  for  the  golden  flo^>r! 
Oh.  lor  the  Sun  of  Righteonsne^, 

That  setteth  ne\cnnore! 

2  The  hij^hest  hopes  we  cherish  here. 

How  SiK>n  the>-  tire  and  Clint ! 
How  many  a  s|w(  defiles  the  robe 

That  wraps  an  earthl>-  saint ! 
Oh.  tor  a  heart  that  ne%-er  sins ! 

Oh.  for  a  soul  washed  white! 
Oh.  tor  .1  voice  to  pnuae  oar  Kinc 

Nor  wear>-  day  or  night ! 

5  Here  faith  is  ours,  and  hea\-enly  hope» 

.\ii«l  sraoe  to  lead  us  higher ; 
But  there  are  nerfertness  and  peace 

iU-Aond  our  pest  desirr. 
Oh.  h\-  ihv  hn-e  and  anruish,  Lottl. 

Aixl  b\'  thv  life  laid  down, 
iirant  that  we  &U  not  from  th«- 

Nor  uul  to  reach  our  cmrn  I 
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This  poem  by  Mrs.  Cecil  Frances  Alexan- 
der was  contributed  to  \Xit  Psaims  and  Hymns 
published  by  the  Society  for  Promoting  Chris- 
tian Knowledge  in  1852,  and  has  become  en- 
deared to  believers  on  both  sides  of  the 
ocean.  With  ijlowing  imagery  it  contrasts 
the  passing  beauties  and  pleasures  of  earth 
with  the  undying  joys  of  heaven,  and  longs 
for  that  other,  fairer  world  where  sorrow  is 
unknown. 

There  is  a  weariness  of  life  in  its  present 
form  which  grows  out  of  simple  disgust  with 
the  world.  We  have  learned  the  precise 
worth,  or.  rather,  precise  worthlessness,  of  all 
it  has  to  offer.  In  a  reply  to  a  salutation  of 
••Happy  New  Year,"  Lord  Dundas  once 
said :  "  Well,  it  has  need  to  be  better  than 
the  last,  for  1  had  never  a  happy  day  in  it !" 
Though  he  was  a  peer  in  the  realm  of  Britain, 
he  was  ready  to  admit  with  the  Royal 
Preacher,  **  I  have  seen  all  the  works  that  arc 
done  under  the  sun,  and,  behold  !  all  is  vanity 
and  vexation  of  spirit."  The  behavior  of  Ab^ 
salom  outraged  every  feeling  David  cher- 
ished. His  whole  confidence  was  betrayed; 
he  lost  his  trust  in  men.  We  understand 
this  burst  of  enrkotion  ;  we  almost  reciprocate 
the  wish  for  a  dove's  wings. 

Then,  too,  there  is  a  weariness  that  comes 
from  circumstances  of  personal  trial.  It  may 
be  bereavement  in  the  circle  of  one's  friends 
has  affected  him  unduly.  Edmund  Burke's 
son  died,  and  the  statesman's  heart  was  half 
broken.  He  wept  bitter  tears  as  he  hung 
with  childish  fondness  around  the  very  neck 
of  the  horse  his  boy  used  to  ride.  Then  all 
England  stood  still  while  he  WTote :  **  I 
greatly  deceive  myself  if  in  this  hard  season  I 
would  give  a  peck  of  refuse  wheat  for  all  that 
is  called  fame  and  honor  in  the  world  !"  He 
lived  to  be  happier  afterward.  Ill  health,  bod- 
ily suffering,  disappointed  ambition,  ingrati- 
tude from  others,  jealousy,  that  is  cruel  as 
the  grave — all  these  may  make  us  uneasy 
and  cause  us  to  sigh  for  rest.  Want  of  aj)- 
preciation,  old  estrangements  which  cannot 
be  healed,  clouded  reputation  that  we  cannot 
clear,  but  that  another  gave  to  us  by  his 
crime,  which  was  not  ours — these  mortify  our 
proud  spirits  and  shatter  hopes  of  redemption 
or  rescue.  Some  of  us  have  known  the  hour 
when  we  would  have  been  content  to  see  the 
night  come ;  willing  to  lie  down  speedily, 
and.  like  children  going  to  sleep,  wait  calmly 
for  the  darkness  of  the  great  shadow.  We 
wanted  to  be  out  of  this — out  of  this — any- 
w  here  !  Hut  with  all  this  experience  of  sor- 
row, we  should  not  dwell  too  much  on  weari- 
ness or  satiety,  but  turn  from  it  to  the  antidote, 


work.     In  that  lies,  with  God's  blessing,  our 
salvation  from  the  bitterness  of  existence. 

1131  *'  LrtHSgo  ovfp  /"  C.  .M.  D. 

O.N  Jordan's  ruj^Ked  banks  I  stand. 

And  cast  a  wishful  eye 
To  Canaan's  (air  and  happy  land, 

Where  my  possessions  lie. 
Ohj  the  transporting^  rapturous  scene. 

That  rises  to  my  sij?ht ! 
Sweet  fields  arraved  in  living  green. 

And  rivers  of  aclight ! 

2  O'er  all  those  wide  extended  plains 
Shines  one  eternal  day  : 

There  God,  the  Son,  lor  ever  reigns. 

And  scatters  night  awa>. 
No  chilling  winds,  or  poisonous  breath, 

Can  reach  that  healthful  shore; 
Sickness  and  sorrow,  |)ain  and  death, 

Are  felt  and  feared  no  more. 

3  When  shall  I  reach  that  happy  place. 
And  be  for  ever  blest  ? 

When  shall  I  see  my  Father's  lace. 

And  in  his  bosom  rc*st  ? 
Filled  with  delight,  my  raptured  soul 

Can  here  no  longer  stay  ; 
Though  Jordan's  waves  around  me  roll. 

Fearless  I  'd  launch  away. 

Rev.  Samuel  Stennett,  D.  D.,  WTote  this 
hymn,  and  it  was  first  published  in  Rippon's 
Selfciion,  \7%7 .  It  is  the  one  by  which  this 
author  is  best  and  most  widely  known.  In 
illustrating  such  a  poem  it  seems  as  if  a  full 
quotation  might  be  helpful,  made  from  a  fugi- 
tive description  of  one  of  our  modem  tourists 
published  lately  in  The  Congregationalist^  en- 
titled, **  The  Jordan  in  our  Hymns."  **  It 
may  seem  a  little  singular  that  one  of  the 
first  intellectual  acts  I  performed  upon  the 
borders  of  the  Jordan  was  the  utterance  of  a 
cool  literary  cnticism.  But  it  is  easy  for  any 
one  to  see  how  this  came  about.  Of  course, 
a  man  must  say  something  when  he  earliest 
catches  a  glimpse  of  such  a  notability  as  this 
most  interesting  river,  which  indeed  he  has 
crossed  two  seas  to  visit ;  and  if  he  is  in  com- 
pany he  will  try  to  render  his  remark  as  orig- 
mal  as  po.ssible,  or  else  will  seek  to  evade  so 
awkward  a  pressure  by  venturing  upon  a  quo-* 
tation  outright.  For  personal  reasons  I  chose 
the  latter  alternative.  With  the  modest  en- 
thusiasm of  a  hymn-hunter,  I  indulged  in  the 
forcible  recital  of  one  of  those  strikingly  ap- 
propriate stanzas  of  poetry  that  I  had  in  times 
past  been  wont  to  use  in  the  performance  of 
professional  duty  in  the  pulpit,  and  with 
which  I  knew  myself  to  be  quite  safely  famil- 
iar. As  I  dismounted  from  my  horse,  1  said 
with  the  air  of  one  whose  emotion  demanded 
that  the  sentiments  he  pronounced  might  be 
implicitly  trusted  on  tne  present  occasion: 
•  On  Jordan's  stormy  banks  I  stand.' 

"  The  instant  I  perpetrated  the  rehearsal  of 
the  opening  line  I  found  myself  compelled  to 
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render  the  criticism ;  and  I  exclaimed  with  a 
noble  candor  of  apology  for  the  author,  *  Why, 
these  banks  are  not  in  the  least  stormv.'  And, 
for  my  brethren  and  companions*  sakes,  I 
added  my  intellij^ent  acquiescence  in  the 
latest  emendations  of  the  venerated  Sten- 
neit's  hymn,  *  On  Jordan's  rugj^ed  banks  I 
stand.'  That  was  better,  for  the  facts  were 
bt'iort  our  eyes,  and  they  corrected  the  poetry. 
**  It  would  not  be  worth  while  to  pursue  a 
mere  epithet  with  speech  or  pen  acrimo- 
niously, and  indeed  the  change  of  a  word 
amounts  to  small  gain  or  loss  either  way,  un- 
less false  ideas  are  inculcated  in  the  service  of 
praise.  Hut  whoever  will  bethink  himself  be- 
side this  suddenly  disclosed  stream  of  the 
toils  he  has  had  in  approaching  it,  and  so- 
berly draw  near  the  abruot  brink  so  that  he 
can  look  sheer  down  the  washed  and  torn 
precipice  of  ten  or  twenty  feet  to  the  surface 
of  the  very  swiftly  running  water,  there  dis- 
covering only  a  roaring  volume  of  dark  yel- 
lowish tluid,  foam-covered  and  thick  with 
soil,  hurrying  along  with  torrent-like  violence 
through  that  narrow  gorge  of  less  than  a 
hundred  feet  wide,  will  begin  to  understand 
the  tremendous  force  needed  to  put  in  a  bar- 
rier across  it  so  as  to  pile  up  the  mass  into  a 
heap  on  either  side  like  a  wall.  Something 
•  ailed  *  lordan  when  it  was  *  driven  back.*  *' 

I  1 32  "  Co  ovrr  this  Jordan:'  C.  M.  D. 

TiiHKK  is  a  laud  of  pure  dcli>fht, 

Whtrrr  saints  iiniuortal  reiK'i ; 
Infinite  (lay  cxcludt^  the  ni>(ht, 

And  i>leasurcs  batnsh  {Kiin. 
TiKTf  everlasting  spring  abides, 

And  never-withering  flowers ; 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea.  divides 

This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

2  Sueel  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood 
Stan<l  drt.-s«>ed  in  living  green  ; 

So  to  the  Jeus  olil  Canaan  sIimuI, 

While  Ji»rdan  rolled  between. 
Hut  tini< irons  mortals  start  anii  shrink 

ID  (T«»ss  this  narnnv  sea. 
And  linijer,  shivering  on  the  brink, 

An«l  I'ear  to  launch  away. 

3  Oh.  c.ouM  we  make  oui  di»ubts  remove, 
Tlie>e  kjliMimy  d"Ul>ts  that  lise. 

Ami  siv  tlie  t'aiKi.iii  thai  \\e  l«i\e 

With  unl»i-i  Imidid  »•>«.•>; 
CouM  we  but  I  liml^  where  Mi>-«es  sI«hx1, 

And  \  u  \v  \\\K-  l.iiidsiape  o'ci. 
Ni»l  _b>i'!.in  s  *>tri-.im.  iinr  death's  ct>ld  flood, 

Sh"uM  Jtiiihl  u>  from  the  >h«»re. 

This  hymn  will  always  be  associated  with 
and  vM>n">j\and  \vit!i  the  nnc  ju'^t  before  it.  It 
i>  tile  familiar  soiiv:  »'f  the  a^cs  now.  one  of 
I'ne  ■•  f«»ik-<onv;s  ■' i»t  the  .Vmerican  people  at 
le.i>t.  It  i>  N«».  /»'M.t  Dr.  l>aa«'  Watts*  Ifynnis, 
r»o<.k  U.  He  ti'.titied  it  oddly.  *' A  Pr<)speet 
«'f  llta\en  in.ike^  l>ra:!i  ea^y."  We  continue 
the  ijiikaation  we   l'L\;;an  just  before:  "Sud- 


denly the  thought  occurred  to  me  that  here, 
on  the  very  banks  where  we  were  sitting, 
perhaps,  or  close  by  the  spot,  must  have  bca 
a  pathetic  line  of  land  on  which  the  first  stq> 
of  an  Israelite  was  made  as  he  emerged  from 
the  transit  across  the  river.  Ah,  what  a  sup 
that  would  seem  to  the  man,  whoever  he  was. 
as  in  one  exalted  moment  he  saw  he  was 
passing  from  bondage  into  freedom.  fn» 
danger  into  safety ;  out  of  doubts  and  »-a- 
ries,  surmises  and  hopes  only,  into  fruitioo 
and  home,  in  the  land  covenanted  to  the  old 
fathers !  Here  was  the  Plymouth  Rock  of 
the  Hebrew  history'.  It  was  necessarv  for© 
to  cast  our  imagination  across  to  the  oihff 
side  and  seem  to  be  facing  the  opposite  waj; 
in  order  to  catch  the  full  force  of  such  a  con- 
sideration; but  it  forcibly  occurred  to  more 
than  one  of  our  company  that  the  enthusiasn 
of  a  long  train,  like  that  made  by  the  t»t) 
millions  of  Israel,  must  have  finally  attained 
its  height  at  the  moment  when  those  behind 
caught  a  vision  of  the  foremost  rank  posi- 
tively landing  on  the  soil  of  Canaan  and 
niounting  up  the  rugged  banks  of  the  stream 
divided  for  their  passmg. 

*•  For  all  the  years,  this  crossing  of  the  Jor- 
dan River  has  been  an  understood  symbol 
for  the  Christian's  death ;  and  the  region  Ix^ 
yond  it,  more  faintly  the  symbol  of  heaven. 
Isaac  Watts  used  to  look  across  an  arm  d 
the  English  Channel,  over  towards  Southamp- 
ton Water,  beyond  the  broad  expanse  of 
which  lay  the  rich  meadows  and  copses  of 
the  New  Forest.  As  in  most  instances,  this 
wonderful  hymnist  has  far  outstripped  his 
predecessors,  and  proved  himself  the  sweet- 
est singer  of  all.  This  was  the  farewell  song 
which  we  sang  that  day  as  we  left  the  stream : 


III 


Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood 
Stand  dressed  in  livinj^  green  ; 

So  to  the Je^K's  old  Canaan  stood. 
While  Jordan  rolled  between.*  " 


I  133  Thr  yrwjefusalettt.  C.  M 

jERi*s\i.F-M  !  my  happy  home ! 

Name  ever  dear  to  me! 
When  siiall  my  labore  have  an  end. 

In  joy,  and  peace,  in  thee  ? 

2  Oh,  when,  thou  city  of  my  God, 
Shall  I  thy  courts  aisceiid. 

Where  con)n^eKaitons  ne'er  break  up. 
And  Sabbaths  have  no  end? 

3  There  happier  bowers  than  Eden's  bloom, 
NVir  sin  nor  sorrow  know ; 

Blest  "ifats !  throufch  node  and  stonny  scenes 
I  onward  press  to  you. 

4  Why  should  I  shrink  at  pain  and 
Or  leel  at  death  dismay? 

I  'vc  Canaan's  Koodlv  land  iu  view. 
And  realms  of  endless  day. 
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5  Apostles,  martyrs,  prophets  there, 
Around  my  Saviour  stand  ; 

And  soon  my  friends  in  Christ  helow 
Will  join  the  glorious  band. 

6  Jerusalem  !  my  happy  home! 
My  soul  still  pants  tor  thee ; 

Then  shall  my  labors  have  an  end. 
When  I  thy  joys  shall  see. 

le  authorship  of  this  poem  has  been  much 
ited,  as  it  has  been  confounded  with  the 
Mother  dear.  Jerusalem,"  of  "  F.  B.  P."; 
ater  researches  seem  to  prove  beyond  a 
•t  that  it  was  the  work  of  James  Mont- 
^ry.  It  was  first  published  in  Williams 
[Joden's  Col  lection  of  ahoafe  Six  Hundred 
ns,  in  i8oi,  with  the  sigTiature,  "  Eckin- 
C."  Montgomery  was  for  some  time  an 
tant  in  the  printinij  business  in  Sheffield 
)seph  (iales,  whose  parents  and  sisters 
ed  at  Eckini^ton.  six  miles  away,  and  he 
in  the  habit  of  visitinj^  them  frequently. 

sisters  were  members  of  the  Parish 
ch  choir,  and  amonj^  Montgomery's  man- 
pts  was  found  a  copy  of  Dickson's  ver- 
of  the  New  Jerusalem  hymn,  which  had 

sent  him  by  a  friend  with  the  request 
le  would  condense  it  into  a  suitable  form 
lurch  use.  Soon  after,  1 796- 1 8oo,  a  small 

of  hymns  was  printed  by  him  for  the 
,  and  in  this  the  text  of  our  version  is 

.     The  poem   has  attained  a  place   in 

al  favor,  and  is  in  use  on  both  sides  of 
^a. 

\  Paradise  of  joy.  7s,  6s.  D. 

For  tlice,  ()  dear,  dear  Country, 

Mine  eyes  their  vigils  keep; 
Ft)r  ver>  love,  beholding 

Thy  happy  name,  lliev  weep. 
The  inciition  of  thy  Rlory 

Is  uiution  to  the  breast. 
And  medicine  in  sickness, 

And  love,  and  life,  and  rest. 

2  With  jasper  >flow  thy  bulwarks. 
Thy  streets  with  emeralds  blaze  ; 

The  sardius  and  the  to|)az 

I'nite  iti  thee  their  rays  ; 
Thine  ageless  walls  are  bonded 

With  anulliyst  unpriced; 
The  Kaiiits  build  up  its  fabric, 

The  cortKT-stone  is  Christ. 

3  Tlu»u  ha^t  no  sliore,  fair  ocean ; 
Thoii  hast  no  lirne,  briRht  day: 

Dear  loufii  liii  of  n- fresh nient 

To  pilkji  itiis  r.ir  away  : 
I'pon  ihe  K<u  k  of  ai^cs 

Thfv  raivi-  th\  lioly  tower; 
ThitK'  is  ihf  \  i«  tors  laurel, 

Aiul  tliirir  the  jL;t)l(Ien  dower. 

4  Oh,  swci't  and  blessed  Country, 
The  Ijonie  of  (i<Kl's  elect  ! 

Oh.  sweet  and  l)less^-d  Country', 

That  ea^er  hearts  expect ! 
Jesus,  in  men  v  brinx:  us 

To  that  <lear  land  <»f  rest  ; 
Who  art.  with  (iod  the  Father, 

And  Spirit,  ever  blest. 


In  the  group  of  famous  Latin  hymns  where 
the  Dies  Ira  stands  first  for  its  majesty,  and 
the  Stabat  Mater  for  its  pathos,  the  great  po- 
em of  Bernard  of  Morlaix.  known  to  us  in 
English  as  The  Celestial  Country,  holds  a 
place  of  its  own.  No  other  song  of  the  joys 
of  heaven  is  so  full  of  loveliness  and  so  glow- 
ing in  its  descriptions  as  this  work  of  an  ob- 
scure monk  in  the  Abbey  of  Cluny.  Neither 
the  date  of  his  birth  or  his  death  is  known  to 
us,  but  he  was  the  child  of  English  parents, 
and  born  at  Morlaix  in  Brittany,  early  in  the 
twelfth  century.  As  far  as  we  can  tell,  the 
greater  part  of  his  life  was  spent  in  the  famous 
abbey,  which  was  then  at  the  height  of  its 
power  and  splendor ;  its  head  from  1 1 22-1 1 56 
being  the  noble  and  lovable  man  called  Peter 
the  Venerable.  About  1 145,  among  surround- 
ings of  the  greatest  ecclesiastical  splendor,  the 
poem  De  Contempt u  Mundi  was  written,  a 
biting  satire  on  the  vices  and  follies  of  the 
time,  yet  containing  this  unequaled  song  of 
love  and  joy.  The  meter  is  one  of  such  diffi- 
culty that  all  attempts  to  reproduce  it  in  Eng- 
lish have  failed,  and  its  author  believed  that 
he  accomplished  it  only  by  special  divine 
grace.  The  first  translation  was  made  by 
Kev.  Dr.  John  M.  Neale  and  published  in  his 
Mediaval  Hymns,  1851.  This  included  only 
ninety-six  lines,  but  in  1858  he  gave  to  the 
world  a  version  of  two  hundred  and  eighteen 
lines,  from  which  all  the  centos  in  use  at  pres- 
ent are  taken. 

I  135  "  Follow  in  His  Strpsr  7s,  6s.  D- 

O  HAPPY  band  of  pilfn^ms. 

If  onward  ye  will  tread, 
With  lesus  as  your  Fellow, 

To  Jesus  as  your  Head. 
The  cross  that  Jesus  carried, 

He  carried  as  your  due : 
The  crown  that  Jesus  weareth, 

He  weareth  it  for  you. 

2  The  faith  by  which  ye  sec  him. 
The  hope  in  which  ye  yearn. 

The  love  that  through  all  trouble 

To  him  alone  willtum  : 
What  are  they  but  forerunners 

To  lead  you  to  his  si^ht  ? 
What  are  the>'  save  the  effluence 

Of  uncreated  liRht  ? 

3  The  trials  that  beset  you. 
The  sorrows  ye  endure. 

The  manifold  temptations 

That  death  alone  can  cure; 
What  are  they  but  his  jewels 

Of  riifht  celestial  worth? 
What  are  they  but  the  ladder. 

Set  up  to  heaven  on  earth  ? 

In  the  Hymns  of  the  Eastern  Churchy  1862, 
Rev.  John  Mason  Neale,  D.  D.,  without  giv- 
ing the  original  Greek,  has  published  this  as  a 
translation  from  one  of  the  poems  of  St.  Jo- 
seph the  Hymnographer.     It  is  a  very  beauti- 
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ful  and  inspiriting  sone  for  such  as  love  to 
sing  in  this  the  earthly  house  of  their  pil- 
l^image,  and  render  the  way  joyful  as  they 
journey.  It  was  the  voice  of  another  pilgrim 
that  Christian  heard  on  before  him  in  the 
valley  which  filled  his  heart  with  cheer.  This 
figure  of  each  child  of  God  as  a  pilgrim  is  a 
frequent  one  in  the  Scriptures  both  of  the 
Old  and  the  New  Testament :  it  refers  to  the 
whole  purpose  of  life.  Abraham  and  those 
before  him  "  confessed  that  they  were  pil- 
grims and  strangers  in  the  earth."  Jacob 
speaks  of  his  life  as  "  The  days  of  the  years 
of  my  pilgrimage ;"  to  Moses  and  Israel  the 
Lord  says :  "  Ye  are  strangers  and  sojour- 
ners with  me  ;"  and  David  elsewhere  speaks 
more  emphatically :  **  For  we  are  strangers 
before  thee,  and  sojourners,  as  were  all  our 
fathers :  our  days  on  the  earth  are  as  a 
shadow."  The  same  truth  is  well  set  forth 
in  the  legend  of  the  traveler  who  asked  for 
a  night's  lodging  on  his  way.  The  reply 
was :  **  This  house  is  not  an  />/«."  "  But  who 
lived  here  before  you  ?"  "  My  father."  '*  And 
who  before  him  ?"  "  My  grandfather." 
"And  who  shall  live  here  after  you  ?"  "If 
God  will,  my  son."  '*  Are  you  not  each  but 
travelers  stopping  for  a  while,  and  is  this  not 
an  inn.^"  The  brevity  of  this  journey  is 
finely  indicated  by  Joseph  Cook's  words :  "  If 
you  stand  in  the  school-house  yard  on  tiptoe, 
you  can  see  the  top  of  the  cemetery  gate.'  In 
general  literature  the  figure  of  the  text  has 
prominence,  while  the  most  familiar  and 
most  influential  book  written  by  man  is  but 
the  tracing  of  the  progress  of  the  pilgrim  from 
the  beginning  to  the  joyful  end  of  the  Christ- 
ian journey. 


1 136  "^  Cityr 

Jkriisai.km,  the  glorious! 

The  glorv'  of  the  elect — 
C)  dear  anu  future  vision 

That  eauer  hearts  expeel ! 
Ev'ti  now  by  faith  I  sev  thee, 

Kv'n  here  thy  walls  tlisrern  : 
To  thee  my  thoiiifhtsarv  kindled, 

And  strive,  and  pant,  and  yearn! 

2  The  Cross  is  all  thy  splendor, 
The  C'rurified,  thy  praise: 

His  laud  and  henedietion 
Thy  ninson)e<l  i>eople  raise — 

JenisahMn  !  exulting 
On  that  sei'uresl  shore. 

I  hojK'  the*',  wish  thee,  sing  thee, 
And  love  thve  evermore  I 

3  ( )  sweet  and  blessed  Country  ! 
Shall  I  e'l-r  see  thv  face? 

O  swei't  and  blfssOtl  Country*! 

Slull  1  e'er  win  thy  grace! 
Kxidl.  ()  dust  and  ashes  ! 

The  Lord  shall  be  thy  part ; 
His  iiulv,  his  for  ever, 

Thou'shalt  be,  and  thou  art  I 


This  is  another  fragment  from  the 
poem  of  Bernard  of  Cluny,  translat 
Rev.  Dr.  John  Mason  Neafe.  Arch! 
Trench  speaks  of  it  as  **  the  lovely 
which  within  a  few  years  has  been  ad< 
those  already  possessed  by  the  Churcl 
new  hymn  which  has  won  such  a  place 
affections  of  Christian  people  is  an  at 
tion  that  is  priceless." 

1137  '' The  glory  thai  exceUetkr         7s 

Oh,  fair  the  {^learns  of  glory. 

And  bright  the  scenes  of  mirth. 
That  lighten  human  story 

And  cheer  this  weary  earth ; 
But  richer  far  our  treasure 

With  whom  the  Spirit  dwells. 
Ours,  ours  in  heavenlv  measure 

The  glory  that  excm. 

2  The  lamplight  fiaiintly  gleameth 
Where  shines  the  noonday  ray  : 

From  Jesus'  face  there  beamcth 
Light  of  a  sevetifold  day ; 

And  earth's  pale  lights,  ail  faded. 
The  Light  from  heaven  diq>els ; 

But  shines  for  aye  unshaded 
The  glory  that  excels. 

3  No  broken  cisterns  need  they 
Who  drink  from  living  rills ; 

No  other  music  heed  they 
Whom  God's  own  music  thrills. 

Earth's  precious  things  are  ti 
Its  boisterous  mirth  repels. 

Where  flows  in  measure  mrast^i 
The  glory  that  excels. 

4  Since  on  our  life  descended 
Those  beams  of  light  and  love. 

Our  steps  have  heavenward  tended, 
Our  eyes  have  looked  above, 

Till,  through  the  clouds  concealing 
The  home  where  glory  dwells. 

Our  Jesus  comes  revealing 
The  glor>' that  excels. 


Rev.  Charles  Innes  Cameron  was  l> 
7s,6s.  D.  Kilmallie,  near  Fort  William,  Scotlai 
1837,  and  removed  to  Canada  in  185J 
entered  Queen's  College.  Kingston  wh 
jirraduated.  and  then  studied  for  three 
at  the  Theological  Hall  and  in  GIasgo\i 
was  ordained  in  1865,  and  immediateh 
to  India  as  a  missionary  of  the  Chu; 
Scotland ;  but  his  health  became  im] 
and  he  was  obliged  to  leave  the  countr} 
attempted  work  in  Australia  for  a  tin 
returned  to  Canada  in  1875,  and  took  < 
of  a  congregation  at  New  Edinburgh, 
Presb>tery  of  Ottawa.  In  a  brief  tin 
health  again  gave  way,  and  he  was  com 
to  resign  his  work,  dying  shortly  after 
Mr.  Cameron  WTote  a  numbor  of  | 
which  were  published  in  a  small  voIum< 
his  death,  and  from  this  the  hymn  is 
The  Scripture  verse  which  suggests  ti 
frain  is  found  in  II.  Corinthians  3:11. 
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f  I  38  7*A^  ^^^  JerusaUm.  7s,  6«.  D. 

Jerusalem,  the  golden. 

With  milk  and  honey  blest ! 
Beneath  thy  coatemplation 

Sink  heart  and  voice  oppressed  : 

1  know  not,  oh,  I  know  not, 

What  social  joys  are  there, 
What  radiancy  of  glory, 
What  light  beyond  compare. 

2  They  stand,  those  halls  of  Zion, 
All  jubilant  with  song, 

And  bright  with  many  an  angel, 

And  all  the  martyr  throng  ; 
The  Prince  is  ever  in  them, 

The  daylight  is  serene; 
The  pastures  of  the  blessed 

Are  decked  in  glorious  sheen. 

3  There  is  the  throne  of  David  ; 
And  there,  from  care  released. 

The  song  of  them  that  triumph, 
The  shout  of  them  that  feast : 

And  they  who,  with  their  Leader, 
Have  conauered  in  the  fight 

For  ever  ana  for  ever 
,\re  clad  in  robes  of  white. 

This  hymn  of  three  stanzas  is  taken  from 
the  translation  which  Rev.  John  M.  Nealc, 
D.  I).,  made  of  the  famous  poem  of  Bernard 
of  Cluny,  composed  in  11 22-1 156.  Of  this 
piece  Hernard  writes :  **  I  said,  Lord,  to  the 
end  that  my  heart  may  think,  that  my  pen 
may  write,  and  that  my  mouth  may  show 
forth  thy  praise,  pour  both  into  my  heart  and 
pen  and  mouth  thy  grace.  And  the  Lord 
said,  Open  thy  mouth,  which  he  straightway 
filled  with  the  spirit  of  wisdom  and  under- 
standing :  that  by  one  I  might  speak  truly,  by 
the  other  perspicuously.  And  I  say  it  m  no 
wise  arrogantly,  but  with  all  humility,  and 
therefore  boldly,  that  unless  that  spirit  of 
wisdom  and  understanding  had  been  with  me, 
and  flowed  in  upon  so  difficult  a  meter,  I 
could  not  have  composed  so  long  a  work." 

Dr.  Neale  writes  of  his  version  in  1861  : 
'•  I  am  deeply  thankful  that  Bernard's  lines 
seem  to  have  sp<jken  to  the  hearts  of  so 
many ;  I  can  reckon  up  at  least  fourteen  new 
hymnals  in  which  more  or  fewer  of  them 
have  found  a  place."  In  1864:  "  I  am  yet 
more  thankful  that  the  Cluniac's  verses  have 
been  permitted  to  sr>lare  the  death-beds  of  so 
many  of  (iod's  senants.  and  nrii  seldrmi  to 
have  supplied  them  with  the  la.^t  earthly  lan- 
guage of  praise."  And  in  iH6$:  "Bernard 
would  have  been  surprivrd  v(ni\A  he  have 
foreseen  by  how  many  var\ing  sects  his  poem 
would  be  sung.  The  c^>ursc  fA  a  few  days 
brought  me  reque*'ts  10  use  it  from  a  minister 
of  the  Scotf  h  Kstablishmrnt  and  a  Sweden- 
borg^an  mini«»ter  ;  alv^  a  hymn-lxx/k  for  the 
use  of  the  Am»rr:';in  Kvangelica!  Lutheran 
Church.  san'tJor.Td  by  th*:  Minitierium  of 
Pennsyhania.  a h.^h  f.%\r'Ar\\  largely  from  it." 
In  fact,  it  mav  b<:  sa:d  to  \f^  ff/rnntfrn  now  t/> 


every  good  hymn-book  in  the  language.  The 
meter  of  the  ancient  Latin  piece  is  so  cxld 
and  difficult  that  the  eminent  success  of  Dr. 
Neale  is  conspicuous  and  remarkable. 

I  139  "  Short  totir  711,  6«.  I). 

Brikp  life  is  here  our  {M>rtion ; 

Brief  sorrow,  sort-lived  i*arc  ; 
The  life,  that  knowns  no  ending, 

The  tearless  life,  is  there: 
Oh,  happy  retribution! 

Short  toil,  eternal  rest  ; 
For  mortals,  and  for  niiniers, 

A  nian!»ion  with  the  blest  I 

a  And  there  is  David's  fountain, 

And  life  in  fullest  |(low  ; 
And  there  the  \\^\^i  is  Kt>ltl<^"i 

And  milk  and  noney  flow  ; 
TheliKht,  that  hath  no  evening. 

The  health,  that  hath  no  sore. 
The  life,  that  hath  no  endinjCf 

But  lasteth  evermore. 

3  There  Jesus  shall  embrace  us, 

There  Jesus  l>e  embraced— 
That  spirit's  fofMl  and  sunshine : 

Whence  earthly  love  is  chase<) : 
Yes  !  f  rod  my  Kinx  and  Portion. 

In  fullness  of  his  f^nw. 
We  then  shall  see  for  ever, 

And  worship  fate  to  (ace. 

Here  we  have  another  group  of  stanzas 
taken  from  the  matchless  translation  Dr. 
John  Mason  Neale  made  of  the  poem  of 
Bernard  de  Morlaix,  Monk  of  Cluny.  It  was 
issued,  like  the  rest,  in  his  Medittual  Hymns 
and  Sequences,  1851.  The  publication  of 
such  work  as  this  was  an  event  in  hymnol- 
ogy.  No  one  can  read  "Jerusalem,  the 
golden,"  *•  Hrief  life  is  here  our  portion." 
"  For  thee,  ()  dear,  dear  Country."  **  Jeru.sa- 
lem.  the  glorious."  without  thinking  aloud, 
"  Happy  indeed  was  liernard  in  that  he  had 
Neale  to  put  his  flowing  words  within  reach 
of  Kn)^lish-speakmg  singers  in  the  churches 
of  Christendom !" 

I  140  TV  atimft  of  God.  7>»  te.  D. 

Tkn  thfittsand  time*  im  iIkmumkJ, 

In  siiarklinir  raimrrtt  bright, 
The  armtei  01  the  tiknmnwA  sMnU. 

ThrtjfiK  up  the  slrrps  tA  W^  ; 
'T  is  fini«he«l,  all  is  rini«h«^l. 

Thrtr  U%\\\  with  drath  and  ain : 
Fling  t¥utt\  wide  the  %fAAim  gates. 

And  U\  the  vM-t'/r*  in. 

a  What  rush  tA  halleluiahs 

FilU  all  the  <«nh  aiKl  skr  I 
What  riririnai;  *A  a  th'^sand  hmxym 

K«iMi««k«  w  triumph  nigh  I 
Oh.  day   f/#r  whk  h  <  reatkM 

And  ail  its  trtb«!«  were  aMdef 
i]^\,  Y*i.  ^^  *'l  t*  Urrm^  woca. 

A  ihfmmnti  UM  trpmi4 ! 

%  <fh.  thm  what  ra|iCur«>d  gr««f  l«g» 

fm  t  saaan't  hafiffy  •h'^re. 
What  knUting  mrtrfrA  frimdaliifM  w^ 

Whrfi'  |i«rttn|^  arr  nut  m*fr<^i 
TW«  *y**  tvHh  wry  shall  fmfkUt, 

That  l^imffM^  with  t^rs  'i^lfltc, 
(tft^t»9m  r*/«  \tm^*^  (athrrloM. 

3« 
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4  Bring  near  thy  great  salvation, 

Thou  Lamb  for  sinners  slain ; 
Fill  up  the  roll  of  thine  elect, 

Then  take  thy  power,  and  reign  ; 
Appear.  Desire  of  nations — 

Thine  exiles  long  for  home — 
Show  in  the  heaven  thy  promised  sign, 

Thou  Prince  and  Saviour,  come ! 

Most  of  those  whose  taste  would  be  con- 
sidered the  highest  pronounce  this  one  the 
finest  of  all  the  hymns  Dean  Alford  has  given 
to  the  churches.  It  was  written  in  1 866,  and 
published  in  the  ]Var  of  Praise .  1867. 
There  was  an  unusual  felicity  in  the  choice 
made  of  the  hymn  he  had  rendered  significant 
by  his  special  care  as  the  one  to  be  used  at 
his  funeral.  This  piece  was  sung  at  the 
closing  sen'ices  out  in  the  church-yard,  after 
the  solemn  obsequies  in  the  cathedral.  There 
those  who  loved  him  gathered  more  closely 
around  his  grave;  a  new  intensity  seemed 
then  to  be  given  to  the  thought  of  that  other 
life,  the  Christian's  only  true  home,  where 
"  knitting  severed  friendships  up "  is  to  be 
one  part  of  the  blessed  employment  of  the 
saved  and  sanctified  children  of  Ciod.  The 
epitaph  on  Dean  Alford's  tomb  is  in  Latin : 
Dei^ersorium  viatoris  proficientis  Hierosoly- 
man :  **  The  inn  of  a  pilgrim  journeying  to 
Jerusalem." 

1141  "  irho  are  these  f ' '  8s,  78,  7s. 

Who  arc  these  like  stars  appearing, 

These, before  God's  throne  who  stand? 
Each  a  golden  crown  is  wearing ; 
Who  arc  all  this  glorious  band  ? 
Alleluia  !  hark  they  sing. 
Praising  loud  their  heavenly  King. 

2  These  are  they  who  have  contended 
For  their  Saviour's  honor  long, 

Wrestling  on  till  life  was  ended, 
Following  not  the  sinful  throng  : 

These,  who  well  the  fight  sustained. 
Triumph  by  the  Lamb  have  gained. 

3  These  are  they  whose  hearts  were  riven, 
S<»re  with  w<k*  and  anguish  irie<l. 

Who  in  prayer  full  oft  have  striven 
With  the  Grwl  ihey  glorified  ; 

Now,  their  painful  conflict  o'er, 
(iod  has  bid  them  weei>  no  more. 

4  These,  like  priests,  have  watched  and  waited, 
Offering  up  to  Christ  their  will, 

kIv  c< 


Soul  and  b« 
I>a\ 


...  .onsecrate^l: 

,  and  iiiliht  they  serve  him  still ; 
Now  in  (lod's  in<»st  h<^ly  place. 
Blest  they  stand  before  his  face. 


5  Lo,  the  Lamb  himself  now  feeds  them 

On  Mount  Sion's  |»a">tures  fair  ; 
From  his  lentnil  throne  he  lead?>  them 
By  the  livitii;  foutitains  theie  ; 

Lamb  and  Shepherd,  (irioil  Supreme, 
Free  he.«;ives  the  i.(Milini;  stream. 

Miss  Frances  Kli/abeth  Cox  published  this 
tnmslation  in  her  Sacnui  Hymns  from  the 
Girman,  1841.  It  is  an  excellent  and  popu- 
lar version  of  Heinricrh  Theobald  Schenk's 
*•  Wcr  sind  die  vor  Gottes   Throne  f     The 


author  of  this  was  pastor  at  Heidelbach  ii 
Hesse,  in  which  place  he  was  bom.  April  ict 
i6$6.  He  died  at  Geissen,  April  11.1737. 
The  Scripture  reference  is  to  Revelation  7: 
13-17. 

I  142  ••  Whaiis your  liftr  8».7Ml 

What  is  life?  't  is  but  a  vapor, 

Soon  it  vanishes  away ; 
Life  is  but  a  dying  taper — 

O  my  soul,  why  wish  to  stay  ? 
Why  not  spread  thy  wines  and  fly 
Straight  to  yonder  world  of  joy  ? 

2  See  that  glory,  how  resplendent  i 
Brighter  Tar  than  fancy  paints  ; 

There,  in  majesty  transcendent, 
Jesus  reigns-— the  King  of  saints. 
Why  not  spread,  etc. 

3  Joyfol  crowds  his  throne  surrounding. 
Sing  with  rapture  of  his  love  : 

Through  the  heavens  his  praise  resoundinf, 
Filling  all  the  courts  above. 
Why  not  spread,  etc. 

4  Go,  and  share  his  people's  Elor>', 
'Midst  the  ransomed  crowd  appear ; 

Thine  a  joyful  wondrous  story. 
One  that  angels  love  to  hear. 
Why  not  spread,  etc. 

In  the  third  edition  of  Hympts  ofi  I'ariou 
Passages  of  Scripture,  by  Rev.  Thomas  KcDy, 
published  in  1809,  this  poem  is  found.  TIk 
sentiment  is  very  beautiful,  but  it  may  eaah 
be  perverted.  The  question  suggests  itsd 
whether  it  is  right  ever  for  one  to  cry  out  ■ 
the  bitterness  of  his  soul,  '*  Oh.  that  I  had 
wings  like  a  dove,  for  then  would  I  fly  auaf 
and  be  at  rest !"  No,  we  answer,  it  may  001 
be  a  moral  sin,  but  it  is  wrong  ;  it  is  needless. 
it  is  useless,  it  is  distrustful,  it  is  co>%-ardly; 
it  bodes  no  good,  it  brings  no  peace. 

It  is  needless.  This  world  is  not  altogcthff 
bad.  Much  comfort  is  to  be  found  in  it.  The 
little  child  has  her  rag  doll,  the  boy  gett  a 
pair  of  skates,  the  bride  has  a  husband  and  a 
home,  the  mother  has  a  baby  in  her  arms,  tbe 
sailor-boy  has  a  ship,  the  merchant  is  gainiqi 
a  livelihood  in  his  business.  There  are  flow- 
ers around  the  edges  bf  ifie  dustiest  of  paits; 
there  are  grand  old  trees  in  the  forests ;  then 
are  beautiful  paintings  and  exquisite  statua 
in  the  galleries.  We  are  not  without  frienb 
that  are  true  and  affectionate.  The  hu^ind 
loves  his  wife,  the  wife  sees  with  her  twoqcs 
that  he  is  glad  as  he  enters  the  door  where 
she  stands  waiting  to  give  him  welcome,  b 
is  not  fair  for  any  one  to  sav  that  life  is  al 
threadbare  and  worn  out,  an<f  then  wafl  oit 
a  >2:reat  forlorn  cry  for  wings  like  a  dove  to 
get  away  from  it.  • 

It  is  useless,  too.  The  wings  never  oone 
in  answer  to  the  call.  There  is  no  other 
place  to  go  to.    Dreamland  never  feeds  ibe 
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children.  The  far-off  look  in  a 
maiden's  eyes  is  not  interesting 
man  who  wants  to  be  her  friend. 
no  castles  to  let  now  in  Spain. 
are  not  conning  in  for  several 
Life  is  very  practical  nowadays ; 
keep  their  wings  for  themselves. 


melancholy 

to  a  brave 

There  are 

The  ships 

years  yet. 

most  doves 


I  I  43  "  H^ist/ut  and  at  hirst:*  8s,  78,  7s. 

On  the  fount  of  life  eternal 

Gazing  wistful  and  athirst ; 
Yearnine,  straining,  from  the  prison 

Of  confining  flesfi  to  burst ; 
Here  the  soulan  exile  sighs 
For  her  native  Paradise. 

2  Who  can  paint  that  lovely  city, 
City  of  true  peace  divine, 

Whose  pure  gates  for  ever  open 
Each  in  pearly  splendor  sliine; 
Whose  abodes  of  glor\-  clear 
Naught  defiling  cometh  near? 

3  There  no  stormy;  winter  rages  * 
There  no  scorching  summer  glows  ; 

But  through  one  perennial  spring*tide 

Blooms  the  lily  with  the  rose ; 
And  the  Lamb,  with  purest  ray. 
Scatters  round  eternal  day. 

4  There  the  saints  of  God,  resplendent 
As  the  sun  in  all  his  might, 

Evermore  rejoice  together. 

Crowned  with  diadems  of  light ; 
And  from  peril  safe  at  last, 
Reckon  up  their  triumphs  post. 

5  Happy  they,  who  with  them  seated 
Shall  in  all  their  glory  share ! 

Oh,  that  we,  our  days  completed. 

Might  be  but  admitted  there  I 
There  with  them  the  praise  to  sing 
Of  our  glorious  God  and  King. 

6  Look,  O  Jesus,  on  thy  soldiers, 
Worn  and  wounded  in  the  fight ; 

Grant,  oh,  grant  us  rest  for  ever, 

In  tny  beatific  sight. 
And  thyself  our  guerdon  be 
Through  a  long  eternity. 

This  translation  by  Rev.  Edward  Caswall 
first  appeared  in  \i\s  Masqat  of  Mary,  1858. 
The  Latin  original  was  formerly  ascribed  to 
St.  Aupjstine.  but  later  research  has  proved 
that  it  IS  the  work  of  Cardinal  Peter  Damianl* 
who  was  called  **  The  austere  rdemntr  fA  the 
eleventh  ccntur\'/'  He  was  a  man  (A  tntense 
earnestness  in  correct injj  abtises  and  tfff.stth' 
ing  morality,  and  h»  h>'mns  are  vivid  w//fd- 
pictures.  Yet.  beautiful  as  the  poem  »,  it  » 
distrustful  for  us  w  sijfh  t/x>  mur.h  Uff  %ffme^ 
thing  different  from  what  we  alresvly  (^>»vr%4, 
God  is  good  in  ^»':ri;^  *is  whiat  we  hive ;  we 
should  make  the  m^At  of  it.  It  maiy  not  he 
just  such  a  wryrld  as  >vyr:  and  I  would  froke  H 
we  had  the  contra/it  Ujt  a  new  one.  Hat  k  i» 
next  to  the  best  ory^  m  the  *mirtt^.  ntnct  to 
the  best  one  we  T.-iT  \rji:i  kfwrm,  TKe  \jr0d 
is  still  o\erfvtaid ;  ':^,  a  rr.  th^  >*^  fA  hf^^ 
yet.     It  is  of  tr>t  trvvrry^r  ^A  t^iuM  otkbdfteA 


for  us  to  wish  to  lly  away  from  the  allotments 
of  Divine  Providence. 

It  is  cowardly  to  ask  for  wings  to  lly ;  it  ijt 
unmanly,  unwomanly,  to  seek  10  flit  away  and 
shirk  duty.  What  if  things  arc  disagrrcablr 
and  lonely  and  perplexing  and  sad  ?  \o\i 
make  them  more  so  the  moment  a  friend  mcch 
you  and  hears  your  voice ;  you  lake  down  ihr 
high  spirits  of  the  world  iust  as  soon  as  you 
begin  to  mope  and  sing  for  wings  to  snar  olf 
upon.  You  thrust  a  burden  on  those  dear 
souls  that  love  you.  when  you  ought  lo  be 
helping  them  to  bear  what  they  arc  trying  lo 
carry  now.  It  does  no  serN'icc,  it  Ixxles  no 
good,  it  brings  no  peace.  For  a  sighing  world 
like  ours  more  sighs  are  not  a  benefaction. 
The  burdens  are  heavier,  the  pains  arc  s<ircr, 
the  lights  arc  darker,  and  the  rests  never  come. 
So  the  lesson  reaches  its  end  for  us  exactly 
here.  Stand  in  the  place  where  the  dear  Lord 
has  put  you,  and  there  do  your  best. 

Th^  JVrtv  Jetutalfm,  C* .  M . 


II 


0  MOTNKR  dear,  JrruNitrm, 
When  iihall  I  come  to  thrr  f 

Wh«*n  thall  my  iiorrowii  have  an  etid  1 
Thy  joyg  when  shall  1  sec  ? 

a  O  happy  harbor  of  i\*H\'%  Mifit*  I 
0  tiwect  ami  pIraMnt  %*i\\ ! 

In  thre  no  aorrow  ran  br  frnind, 
Nr^  grief,  iK>r  rare,  nor  toll. 

3  No  dimly  cloud  a* ^x%hmAirti%  thte, 
N(»r  gUfom,  xun  dark«ome  night ; 

But  rvrry  »fMil  fthln*^  a»  thr  aun, 
For  God  himikrif  Kivra  IlKht. 


4  Thy  wall*  are  ma'lr  of  prcv  ioti«  •Cmie, 
Thy  bolwark«  diamfrtHi^oarr, 

Thy  leatr*  are  all  tA  r/rlmt  prarl- 
OGod?  in  wrrrthrrrf 


This  familiar  wm\  lyrautiful  hymn  h;ia  \wt:n 
ascril^ed  l/>  several  authors,  fnjt  it  ^.rx%\%  » rr- 
tain  that  its  original  form  waa  a  I^ln  {fi^m 
beginning  f/r6$  hrata  Hirruialrm,  suggraietl 
by  the  Meditations  of  St.  Augustine*  and  dM* 
ir^  prr^bably  from  the  eighth  cmlufy.  The 
writer's  name  is  unknr/wn.  fiut  like  the  twr> 
iSemards  he  has  \wrx\  a  fr/unt  of  insptratkm 
for  many  a  later  \timm.  There  is  in  tne  lirit- 
ish  Museum  i%x\  wiuKatrA  manual  rtpt  bearing 
the  title  "  A  S^mg  Ma/!  l/y  \.  W.  V.  To  the 
Tune  tA  tfufut/'  ft  ts  suMK^sed  w  have  been 
written  in  the  biter  jiart  (A  the  suoemth  cen* 
U$ry  9ft  tfie  Iirginning  tA  the  sevenlecnth,  ami 
It  has  Wfn  asserted  t^iat  the  mitiais  stand  f#jr 
"  Fran^  i%  iJaker,  Pater/'  t^f  priest ;  a  Cathr^hr 
e^^-lesiasf »/  wh^i  was  utipris^/ned  \t\  the  I'rmrr 
(A  IjmtUm  fUaitm  the  |»Tser  utir/ns  under  either 
Lbzal^h  fff  JMn^:%  1.  (htr  versirin  is  tnsttU: 
up  fA  the  hrst.  se///n/J.  U^itiK  unA  seveoih 
stun/^s  with  a  ff3pg^f»rf,f  tA  fte  ninih*  the 
nfprnl^  ptff:m  fffftH^ttntc  tA  twenty'Mii  ilaftta^ 
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in  the  quaint  English  of  that  period,  but  glow- 
ing with  beauty  and  tenderness.  The  version 
by  Dickson  is  of  later  date  and  far  inferior  as 
poetr>\ 


1145 


The  better  portion. 


7S,  6s.  D. 


Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wings, 

Thy  better  portion  trace ; 
Rise  from  transitory  things 

Toward  heaven,  thy  native  place: 
Sun  and  moon  and  stars  decay ; 

Time  shall  soon  this  earth  remove ; 
Rise,  my  soul,  and  haste  away 

To  scats  prepared  above. 

2  Rivers  to  the  ocean  run. 
Nor  stay  in  all  their  course; 

Fire  ascending  seeks  the  sun ; 

Both  speed  them  to  their  source  : 
So  a  soul  that  's  bom  of  God 

Pants  to  view  his  glorious  face ; 
Um%'ard  tends  to  his  abode. 

To  rest  in  his  embrace. 

3  Cease,  ye  pilgrims,  cease  to  mourn, 
Press  onward  to  the  prize ; 

Soon  our  Saviour  will  return 

Triumphant  in  the  skies  : 
Yet  a  season — and  you  know 

Happy  entrance  will  be  given, 
All  our  sorrows  left  below. 

And  earth  exchanged  for  heaven. 

Rev.  Robert  Seagrave,  M.  A.,  was  bom  at 
Twyford  in  Leicestershire,  England,  Novem- 
ber 22,  1693,  and  educated  at  Cambridge, 
graduating  in  17 14.  Soon  after  taking  Holy 
Orders  he  became  much  interested  in  the 
movement  then  in  progress  under  the  Wes- 
leys  and  Whitefield,  and  for  fifteen  years  he 
wrote  a  succession  of  pamphlets  desired  to 
arouse  the  clergy  to  deeper  interest  m  their 
work.  In  1739  he  was  appointed  Sunday 
Evening  Lecturer  at  Loriner's  Hall  in  London, 
where  he  preached  until  1750.  He  wrote  a 
number  of  hymns  which  were  highly  appre- 
ciated at  the  time,  and  were  published  in  1742, 
in  a  collection  made  bv  him  for  the  use  of  his 
congregation.  Of  them  all  only  one  has  re- 
tained a  place  in  popular  favor.  It  is  g^ven 
here  with  the  title,  "  The  Better  Portion."  It 
is  a  comment  on  the  fact  that  the  things  which 
surround  us  are  only  transitor)',  and  will  be 
spurned  as  worthless  by  a  soul  which  is  filled 
with  a  sense  of  the  unseen  realities. 

Rhampsinitus,  an  Egyptian  king,  built  a 
huge  vault,  for  his  treasures,  of  solid  masonry. 
In  it  he  deposited  his  jewels  and  vessels  of 
gold,  and,  locking  the  door  at  night,  conveyed 
the  key  to  the  royal  bed-chamber.  But  in 
the  morning  some  of  his  jewels  were  missing. 
Who  could  have  stolen  them  ?  The  vault 
was  burglar-proof  and  had  not  been  entered. 
It  was  impossible  to  pick  the  lock.  The  build- 
er of  the  vault,  however,  was  more  cunning 
than  the  selfish  king,  (^ne  of  the  stones  was 
so  fitted  in  the  side  of  the  treasure-house  that 


it  could  be  turned  on  a  pivot,  and  thasth 
secured  an  easy  access  to  the  treasures  1 
In  our  feverish  dreams  of  wealth,  ma 
air-castle  with  shining  battlements  ris 
fore  us.  But  there  is  a  loose  stone  in  t 
ifice,  and  it  is  not  proof  against  thievt 
the  ravages  of  time.  In  our  abstruse 
lations  there  is  an  unknown  quantity  wfa 
do  not  take  into  account.  Men  fane 
know  a  rogue  when  they  see  *  one,  b 
wisest  of  them  is  deceived  by  the  cunn 
of  all  rogues — the  man's  self. 

I  146  O  Quanta  Qualia.—¥AM.T  i.         C 

Oh,  what  shall  be,  oh,  when  shall  be, 

That  holy  Sabbath  day. 
Which  heavenly  care  shall  ever  kec|>. 

And  celebrate  alway  ; 
When  rest  is  found  for  weary  limbs. 

When  labor  hath  reward, 
When  eveiythiiigr,  for  evermore. 

Is  joyful  in  the Xord  ? 

a  The  true  Jerusalem  above. 

The  holy  town,  is  there. 
Whose  duties  are  so  full  of  joy, 

Wh<»e  joy  so  free  from  care ; 
Where  disappointment  cometh  not 

To  check  tne  lonnns:  heart. 
And  where  the  soul  in  ecstasy 

Hath  gained  her  better  part. 

3  There,  there,  secure  from  every  ill. 
In  freedom  we  shall  sin^ 

The  songs  of  Zion,  hindered  here 

Bv  days  of  suffering ; 
Ana  unto  thee  our  gracious  Lord 

Our  praises  shall  confess 
That  all  our  sorrow  hath  been  good. 

And  thou  by  pain  canst  bless. 

PART    II. 

4  O  glorious  King!    O  happy  State  I 
O  Palace  of  the  blest  I 

O  sacred  peace,  and  holy  joy. 
And  perfect  heavenly  rest  I 

To  thee  aspire  thy  citizens 
In  glory's  bright  array. 

And  what  they  feel  and  what  they  kao* 
They  strive  In  vain  to  say. 

5  But  while  we  wait  and  long  for  honM 
It  shall  be  ours  to  raise 

Our  songs  and  chants  and  vows  and  pi 
In  that  dear  country's  praise ; 

And  from  these  Babylonian  streams 
To  lift  our  weary  eyes, 

And  view  the  city  that  we  love 
Descending  from  the  skies. 

6  There  Sabbath  day  to  Sabbath  day 
Sheds  on  a  ceaseless  lig^t ; 

Eternal  pleasure  of  the  saints 
Who  keep  that  Sabbath  bright ; 

Nor  shall  the  chant  ineffiible 
Decline,  nor  ever  cease, 

Which  we  with  all  the  angds  sin^ 
In  that  sweet  realm  (tf  peace. 

We  look  upon  this  long  hymn,  divid 
convenience's  sake  into  two  portions,  i 
best  work  ever  done  by  our  <&d  friend, 
Samuel  Willoughbv  Dunield,  and  one  c 
brightest  memoriafs  of  him  we  possess 
the  English  Hymns,  18S8,  he  gives  his 
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ount  of  it :  "  Together  these  pieces  form 
ranslation  of  the  **  O  quanta  qualia  sunt 
;  Sabbat  a  "  of  Peter  Abelard,  which  was 
nposed  about  the  year  1 1 34.  Abelard 
5  at  that  time  abbot  of  St.  Gildas,  where 

monks    did   their  worst  to  poison  him. 

sent  this,  with  other  hymns,  to  Heloise, 

0  was  then  abbess  of  the  Paraclete.  The 
sent  translation  was  made  in  the  alcoves 
the  Astor  Library,  New  York,  in  1883. 
examining  the   hymns   prepared  by  Abel- 

1  for  Heloise  and  her  nuns,  this  struck  the 
nslator's  eye,  and  he  at  once  rendered  it 
D  English.  Some  months  later  an  inquiry 
s  made  for  this  particular  Latin  hymn 
ough  the  columns  of  the  AWf/  Vor^  Trib- 
r.  Mr.  Duffield  responded  by  giving  its 
tory  and  publishing  this  version,  which 
s  then  taken  entire  by  Dr.  Robinson  for 
udes   Domini y 

47  Song  for  Harvest.  78.  D. 

CoMK.  yc  thankful  people,  come. 
Raise  ihe  song  of  Har\'esl  Home  ! 
All  is  safely  gathered  in 
Ere  the  winter  storms  bej^in : 
God  our  Maker  doth  provide 
For  our  wants  to  be  supplied  : 
Come  to  God's  own  temple,  come, 
Raise  the  song  of  Harvest  Home  I 

2  We  ourselves  are  God's  own  field, 
Fruit  unto  his  praise  to  yield  : 
Wheat  and  tares  together  sown, 
Unto  joy  or  sorrow  grown  : 

First  the  blade,  and  then  the  ear. 
Then  the  full  corn  shall  appear: 
Grant,  O  Harvest-Lord,  that  we 
Wholesome  grain  and  pure  may  be! 

3  For  the  Lord  our  God  shall  come, 
And  shall  take  his  harvest  home: 
From  his  field  shall  in  that  day 

All  offences  purge  away  : 
Give  his  angels  charge  at  last 
In  the  fire  the  tares  to  cast : 
But  the  fruitful  ears  to  store 
In  his  garner  evermore. 

4  Then,  thou  Church  Trinmphant,  come, 
Raise  the  song  of  Harvest  Home ! 

All  are  safely  gathered  in, 

Free  from  sorrow,  free  from  sin: 

There,  for  ever  purifie<l. 

In  (icKl's  garner  to  abide  : 

Conn-,  ten  thousand  angels,  come, 

Raise  the  glorious  Harvest  Home! 

>an  Alford  published  a  volume  called 
ilms  and  Hymns  in  1844,  in  which  this 
Tin  appears,  with  the  title  "  After  Har- 
t."  When,  in  1867,  he  issued  his  Year  of 
aisr,  he  seems  to  ha\e  made  some  verbal 
orations  in  some  of  the  stanzas  ;  there  the 
iin  appears  in  the  form  now  generally  ac- 
>ted.  The  chanires,  which  are  all  improvc- 
nts,  are  his  own.  The  poem  is  evidently 
:gesied  by  the  note  of  a  text  which  is  at- 
hed  to  It:  "He  that  goeth  forth  and 
epeth.  beannc:  precious  seed,  shall  doubtless 


come    again    with    rejoicing,  bringing    his 
sheaves  with  him." 

1148  The  close  0/ the  year.  7s.  D. 

Thou  who  roH'st  the  year  around, 

Crowned  with  mercies  large  ana  free, 
Rich  thy  gifts  to  us  abound, 

Warm  our  praise  shall  rise  to  thee. 
Kindly  to  our  worship  bow. 

While  our  grateful  thanks  we  tell, 
That,  sustained  by  thee,  we  now 

Bid  the  parting  year — farewell ! 

2  All  its  numbered  days  are  sped, 
All  its  busy  scenes  are  o'er, 

All  its  joys  for  ever  fled. 

.\11  its  sorrows  felt  no  more. 
Mingled  with  the  eternal  past, 

Its  remembrance  shall  decay ; 
Yet  lobe  revived  at  last 

At  the  solemn  judgment-day. 

3  All  our  follies.  Lord,  forgive ! 
Cleanse  us  from  each  guilty  stain : 

Let  thy  grace  within  us  live. 
That  we  spend  not  years  in  vain. 

Then,  when  life's  last  eve  shall  come, 
Happy  spirits^  may  we  fly 

To  our  everlasting  home. 
To  our  Father's  house  on  high  ! 

It  is  not  often  that  we  find  a  hymn  exactly 
fitting  for  the  last  days  of  the  year.  But  in 
this  Dr.  Ray  Palmer  has  been  very  successful 
in  meeting  a  need  generally  felt.  It  is  said 
to  have  been  prepared  for  an  occasion  emi- 
nently interesting  to  the  beloved  author  person- 
ally, namely,  the  celebration  of  his  first  New 
Year  after  his  marriage.  It  gives  as  its  motto- 
text  Psa.  6$:ii,and  is  dated  1832.  The 
sacred  poets  are  more  frequently  thinking  of 
the  holiday  joys,  and  yet  there  are  in  sudi  a 
season  many  themes  of  sober  and  tender 
thought  to  be  pondered.  Let  us  walk  coura- 
geously. Let  us  put  on  the  whole  armor  of 
light.  This  will  afford  ample  protection,  for 
it  includes  the  shield  of  faith  and  the  weapon 
of  all-prayer.  If  we  are  ever  saved,  it  will  be 
said  of  us :  **  These  are  they  which  came  out 
of  great  tribulation,  and  have  washed  their 
robes,  and  made  them  white  in  the  blood  of 
the  Lamb !"  Be  willing  therefore,  to  owe  all 
to  him.  Said  the  good  Lady  Huntingdon : 
**  Oh,  I  want  no  holiness  that  Christ  does  not 
give  me.  I  wish  for  no  liberty  but  what  he 
Ukes  for  me.  And  I  am  satisfied  with  every 
misery  he  does  not  redeem  me  from  !"  So 
let  the  New  Year  open  cheerfully,  and  the 
hearty  salutation  come  with  a  welcome.  **  Now 
is  our  salvation  nearer  than  when  we  be- 
lieved." There  need  be  to  the  Christian  no 
view  of  sadness  in  all  the  joyous  prospects  of 
the  opening  year.  We  are  all  growing  older ; 
let  us  hopefully  see  to  it  we  are,  by  the  grace 
of  God,  growing  better  likewise.  It  is  folly  to 
look  back  longingly ;  let  the  dead  past  biiry 
its  dead. 
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I  149  New  Year.  7s.  D. 

While,  with  ceaseless  course,  the  sun 
Hasted  throuj^h  the  former  year, 

Many  souls  their  race  have  run, 
Nevermore  to  meet  us  here : 

Fixe<i  in  an  eternal  state, 
Thev  have  done  with  all  belo\*' : 

We  a  little  longer  wait- 
But  how  little  none  can  know. 

2  As  the  winjfW  arrow  flies 
Speedily  the  mark  to  find  ; 

As  the  liKhtnin)^  from  the  skies 
Darts,  and  leaves  no  trace  behind, 

Swillly  thus  our  fleetini;  days 
Bear  us  down  life's  rapid  stream; 

l.'pwanl.  Lord,  our  spirits  raise, 
'  All  below  is  but  a  dream. 

3  Thanks  for  mercies  past  receive ; 
Pardon  of  our  sins  renew  ; 

Teach  us  henceforth  how  to  live, 

With  eternitv  in  view  : 
Bless  thy  wora  to  young  and  old; 

Fill  us  with  a  Saviour's  love : 
And,  when  life's  short  tale  is  told. 

May  we  dwell  with  thee  above! 

Rev.  John  Newton  put  this  in  Book  II.  of  his 
Ohiey  Hymns,  1779,  as  a  New  Year's  song, 
with  the  title,  "  Time,  how  Swift,"  but  it  was 
first  published  in  his  Twenty-six  Sermons  on 
Religious  Subjects,  1774.  It  is  likely  that  al- 
most all  the  children  in  our  land  know  this 
hymn  next  to  *'  Rock  of  Ages."  We  have 
heard  of  a  custom  kept  up  by  some  good  men 
of  choosing,  each  New  Year's  morning,  a 
word  or  a  sentence  which  should  be  their 
motto  for  the  months  which  succeeded.  But 
Jesus  of  Nazareth  seems  to  have  made  this 
choice  once  for  all  early  in  his  career.  He 
has  recorded  it;  and  we  now  give  it  full 
recognition  as  the  penading  and  controlling 
principle  of  his  wonderful  life.  "  I  must  be 
about  my  Father's  business,"  was  his  annun- 
ciation of  purpose.  And  this  concerns  our- 
selves only  so  far  as  we  admit  him  to  be  the 
master  and  model  of  our  lives.  If  it  be  true, 
as  we  so  often  assert,  that  the  Christian  life  is 
merely  Christ's  life  imitated  and  reproduced, 
then  his  motto  is  ours  also.  We  wrote  it  up 
over  our  doorway ;  we  made  it  the  seal  of 
our  correspondence ;  we  emblazoned  it  upon 
our  carricHge-panels  ;  it  was  engraved  on  our 
plate ;  it  was  stanii)ed  on  our  coin :  even  the 
ring  on  our  linger  and  the  buckle  on  our 
shoe's  latchet  bore  the  same  inscription  and 
device.  That  is  to  say,  each  devout  and  true 
Christian  gave  himself  and  signed  himself 
over  unto  ( iod.  writing  on  the  gift  this  symbol 
of  clear  consecration:  "Henceforth  and  for 
evermore  1  am  to  be  about  niv  Father's  busi- 
ncss."  Really,  now,  it  is  worth  something  to 
rnnember  this  in  a  world  where  there  is  so 
much  <hani  antl  so  much  hypocrisy.  It  is 
not  a  welcome  thinvj  to  be  false  even  ^.o  the 


standard  others  set  up  for  us ;  yet  have  « 
one  measure  of  relief  when  thus  reproacboi 
We  can  plead  want  of  jurisdiction,  and  dh 
clare  against  the  judgment.  But  to  be  fate 
to  our  own  standard  is  a  misfortune  whbM 
any  possible  alleviation ;  for  it  is  then  our 
own  tongue  which  tells  us  we  lie.  The  a> 
cient  knight  could  always  abide  slander  in- 
moved  ;  ^r  a  clear  way  was  opened  for  hin 
to  vindicate  his  honor-  by  his  courage ;  Itji  i 
real  blot  on  his  escutcheon  was  be>-ond  ren- 
edy ;  it  was  a  trial  and  a  shame. 

I  150  Independence  Day,  >Di 

Swell  the  anthein.  raise  the  son^ ; 
Praises  to  our  God  beloni^ ; 
Saints  and  angels  join  to  sing 
Praises  to  the  heavenly  Kinj;. 
Blessinj^s  from  his  liberal  hand 
Flow  around  this  happy  land : 
Kept  by  him,  no  foes  annoy ; 
Peace  and  freedom  we  enjoy. 

a  Here,  beneath  a  virtuous  sway. 
May  we  cheerfully  obey  ; 
Never  feel  oppression's  rocL 
Ever  own  ana  worship  God. 
Hark  !  the  voice  of  nature  singa 
Praises  to  the  King  of  kings ; 
Let  us  join  the  choral  song. 
And  the  grateful  notes  prolong. 

Rev.  Nathan  Strong,  D.  D.,  was  bocn  ^ 
Coventry.  Conn.,  October  i6,  1748,  and  edr 
cated  at  Yale  College,  graduating  in  1769. 
He  studied  law  at  first,  but  decided  to  enter 
the  ministry,  and  in  1 774  he  became  pastor  of 
the  First  Congregational  Church  in  Hartford, 
remaining  in  the  same  charane  for  fofty-t«t> 
years.  He  died  there  in  1816,  greatly  hon- 
ored and  beloved.  Dr.  Strong's  senices  to 
hymnology  in  this  country  were  very  valua- 
ble. He  was  principal  editor  of  one  coUcctioo 
in  which  a  number  of  his  own  poems  ap- 
peared. The  one  quoted  here  was  published 
in  the  Hartford  Selection,  1799,  ^"^d  is  per- 
haps the  best  known  and  most  popular,  h 
was  written  to  be  used  on  occasions  of 
national  thanksgiving,  and  is  glowing  with 
the  same  patriotism  that  inspired  the  uunoos 
and  prophetic  words  of  Daniel  Webster. 
spoken  more  than  sixty  years  ago.  but  sdD 
dear  to  every  loyal  heart :  "  When  my  ej'cs 
shall  be  turned  to  behold,  for  the  last  time. 
the  sun  in  heaven,  may  I  not  sec  him  shininf 
on  the  broken  and  dishonored  fragmentsd 
a  once  glorious  Union !  Let  their  Uist  feeble 
and  lingering  glance  rather  behold  the  gor- 
.V^eous  ensign  of  the  Republic,  now  known 
and  honored  throughout  the  earth.  stiU  foD 
high  advanced,  its  arms  and  trophies  strcamiif 
in  their  original  luster,  not  a  stripe  erased  or 
polluted,  nor  a  single  star  ooscured.  bur 
everywhere,  spread  all  over  in  characters  of 
\\\\x\%  light,  blazing  on  all  its  ample  folds,  si 
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they  float  over  the  sea,  and  over  the  land,  and 
in  every  wind  under  the  whole  heavens,  the 
sentiment,  dear  to  every  true  American  heart — 
Liberty  ami  I'nion,  now  and  for  ever,  one  and 

inseparable." 

1151  Thanksgiving.  7s.  D. 

Praise  to  God,  immortal  praise, 
For  the  love  that  crowns  our  days  ! 
Bounteous  Source  of  every  joy, 
Let  ihy  praise  our  tonnes  employ. 
For  the  blessings  of  the  field, 
For  the  stores  the  rardens  yield ; 
For  the  fruits  in  fuu  supply, 
Ripened  'neath  the  summer  sky — 

a  All  that  spring  with  bounteous  hand 
Scatters  o'er  the  smiling  land  ; 
All  that  liberal  autumn  pours 
From  her  rich,  o'erflowing  stores; 
These  to  thee,  my  GckI.  we  owe, 
Source  whence  all  our  blessings  flow ; 
And  for  these  my  soul  shall  raise 
Grateful  vows  and  solemn  praise. 

This  fine  lyric  was  published  first  in  En- 
field's Hymns,  1772,  and  in  Poems  of  Anna 
Lxttitia  At  kin  in  1773 ;  it  was  written  there- 
fore the  year  previous  to  her  marriage. 
Her  work  was  more  devotional  and  spiritual 
before  she  married  Rev.  Rochemont  Bar- 
bauld,  her  singular  husband.  This  poem  has 
nine  stanzas,  from  which  those  in  use  have 
been  compiled  as  a  Thanksgiving  hymn. 


I  152  National. 

Lord  !  while  for  all  mankind  we  pray, 

Of  every  clime  and  coast. 
Oh,  hear  us  for  our  native  land, 

The  land  we  love  the  most. 

3  Oh,  guard  our  shores  from  every  foe, 
With  peace  our  borders  bless, 

With  prosperous  times  our  cities  crown, 
Our  (ielas  with  plenteousness. 

3  I'nite  us  in  the  sacred  love 

Of  knowledge,  truth,  and  thee. 
And  let  our  huls  and  valleys  shout 
The  songs  of  liberty. 

4  Here  may  religion,  pure  and  mild, 
Smile  on  our  Sabbath  hours  ; 

And  piety  and  virtue  bless 
The  home  of  us  and  ours. 

5  Lord  of  the  nations,  thus  to  thee 
Our  country  we  commend  ; 

Be  Ihou  her  refuge  and  her  trust. 
Her  everlasting  friend. 

Rev.  Dr.  John  Reynell  Wreford  composed 
this  poem  as  a  national  hymn  for  England 
about  the  time  of  Queen  Victoria'  s  accession 
to  the  throne.  It  was  published  among  those 
pieces  which  he  contributed  to  Dr.  Beard's 
Collection,  1837,  and  has  become  more  widely 
popular  than  any  other  work  of  his.  It 
breathes  an  ardent  patriotism  which  endears 
it  to  every  man  who  loves  his  native  land. 
The  poem  recalls  those  solemnly  reiterated 
declarations  and  counsels  which  might  also 
be  called  the  confession  and  creed  orGeorge 


Washington,  and  which  can  never  be  forgot- 
ten by  any  Christian  patriot :  **  When  I  con- 
template the  interposition  of  Providence,  as  it 
was  visibly  manifest  in  guiding  us  through 
the  Revolution,  in  preparing  us  for  the  recep- 
tion of  the  general  Government,  and  in  conci- 
liating the  good-will  of  the  people  of  America 
toward  one  another  after  its  adoption,  I  feel 
myself  oppressed  and  almost  overwhelmed 
with  a  sense  of  Divine  munificence.  I  feel 
that  nothing  is  due  to  my  personal  agency  in  all 
those  wonderful  and  complicated  events,  ex- 
cept what  can  be  attributed  to  an  honest  zeal 
for  the  good  of  my  country."  *'  No  people  can 
be  bound  to  acknowledge  and  adore  an  Invisi- 
ble Hand  which  conducts  the  affairs  of  men 
more  than  the  people  of  the  United  States. 
Every  step  by  which  they  have  advanced  to  the 
character  of  an  independent  nation  seems  to 
have  been  distinguished  by  some  token  of 
Providential  Agency."  **  Of  all  the  disposi- 
tions and  habits  which  lead  to  political  pros- 
perity, religion  and  morality  are  indispensable 
supports.  In  vain  would  that  man  claim  the 
tribute  of  patriotism  who  should  labor  to  sub- 
vert these  great  pillars  of  human  happiness; 
these  firmest  props  of  the  duties  of  men  and 
of  citizens." 
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Close  o/the  Year.  C.  M. 

Thse  we  adore,  eternal  Name ! 

And  humbly  own  to  thee 
How  feeble  is  our  mortal  frame. 

What  dying  worms  are  we ! 

a  The  year  rolls  round,  and  steals  awmy 

The  breath  that  first  it  gave: 
Whate'er  we  do,  where'er  we  be. 

We  're  traveling  to  the  grave. 

3  Great  God !  on  what  a  slender  thread 
Hang  everlasting  things ! 

The  eternal  state  of  all  the  dead 
Upon  life's  feeble  strings ! 

4  Infinite  joy,  or  endless  woe. 
Attends  on  every  breath  : 

And  yet,  how  unconcerned  we  go 
Upon  the  brink  of  death  ! 

5  Waken.  O  Lord,  our  drows>-  sense. 
To  walk  this  dangerous  road  ! 

And  if  our  souls  are  hurried  hence. 
May  they  be  found  with  God. 

Our  annotations  of  Dr.  Isaac  Watts'  poetic 
pieces  in  iMudes  Domini  ver)'  fitly  end  with 
this  monologue  on  death,  which  he  entitled. 
"  Frail  Life,  and  Succeeding  Eterniw."  It  is 
found  with  seven  stanzas  in  his  Book  II.,  No. 
55.  This  **  Father  of  English  Hymnody  "  died 
November  25.  1748 ;  died  in  the  faith  he  had 
preached  and  sung  for  a  generation.  He  said, 
only  the  day  before  he  drew  his  last  breath  : 
"  There  is  nothing  but  the  simple  truth  that 
will  be  of  any  avail  to  us  in  extremity.  I  am 
a  sinner ;  Christ  is  my  Sax-iour.     I  can  let  all 
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else  go ;  the  linished  work  of  Christ  is  all  my 
hope.  To  depart  and  be  with  Christ  will  be 
(ar  better.  [  am  ready  to  go  whenever  my 
Master  may  call  me  hence.  He  has  been  a 
good  Master ;  there  is  nothing  like  being  em- 
ployed in  his  service ;  ne%-er  mind  the  trials ; 
we  shall  tind  success  and  encouragement 
where  we  expected  disappointment."  Those 
who  visit  Bunhill  P'ields  in  l^ndon,  the  old 
Nonconformist  burial-ground,  will  lind  the 
low  square  block  of  stone  with  its  white  slab 
to  mark  the  spot  where  he  was  interred.  It  is 
much  simpler  than  his  grand  tomb-stone  in 
Westminster  Abbey,  but  it  will  touch  one's 
heart  far  more  tenderly.  On  it  he  will  read 
this  inscription  :  ■■  Isaac  Watts,  D.  D..  pastor 
(it  a  church  of  Christ  in  London,  successor  of 
the  Kcv.  Joseph  Cnr>l.  I)r.  John  Owen,  Mr. 
I>avi<)  Clarkson  and  Dr.  Isaac  Chauncy:  after 
fifty  years  of  feeble  labors  in  the  gospel,  inter- 
rupted bv  fotir  years  of  tiresome  sickness,  was 
at  last  dismlsse'd  to  rest,  Nov.  25,  1748,  *t,  75, 
2  Ciir.  V  :  8 :  '  .Absi'nt  from  the  body,  present 
with  the  Lord."  Col.iii;4:  '  When  Christ  who 
is  our  life  s1i;ill  a]>p(-ar.  I  shall  also  appear  with 
him  in  gUiry."  Wc  need  not  ."^y  that  this 
miinunn.-nt.c-rccied  by  Sir  John  Hartopp.  Dart., 
and  Dame  Mary  .\bury.  is  nut  the  only  one 
CTL'ctfd  t"  the  memory  of  ihe  distinguished 
man  wIidm-  ;ishes  rep<>se  bcnMth.  Vet.  as 
Dr.  Ctbbons  wfli  says.  ■■  l)r.  Watts'  works 
e  Ix'cn  so  widely  dis|icrscd  both  at  hi 


Re\'.  William  Gaskell.  M.  A.,  uas  b 
Latchford,  near  Warrington.  England 
24,  iSoj.  and  educated  at  Manchesta 
College  and  at  the  University  of  Cti 
graduating  in  1825.  Three  years  later 
came  co-pastor  with  Re\'.  J,  G.  Robbc 
Cross  Street  Unitarian  Chapel.  ,Mand 
holding  this  position  until  his  death, 
married  in  1832  Miss  Elizabeth  Ck 
Stevenson,  who  afterwards  became 
known  as  an  authoress.  His  death 
red  June  11,  1884,  and  he  was  bur 
Knutsford.  Mr.  Gaskell  wrote  a  niam 
hymns  which  were  published  In  various  I 
the  one  quoted  here  being  from  E 
Unitarian  Collection  of  Hymns  for 
and  Private  Worship.  1837,  About 
of  his  pieces  remain  in  common  use,  I 
chieHy  in  the  denomination  to  which 

I  I5S  PraftTfar  Seamm. 

We  come,  O  Lor^  before  Oty  thnw 
Wc  m^  and  pny  for  ibosc  who 

1  Oh,  Riayihe  Holy  Spirit  txnr 

The  sailor')  hcan  to  thee, 
Till  li'sn  of  deep  relieBtBiice  Bow 


iSaviou 


I  dyiriK  love 


1  .-ibn 


witluil  tr.'inshitfd  ii 


nch  < 


of  Ian- 


This  small  poem,  with  its  title,  "  The 
men's  Concert,"  is  given  in  Dr.  Elias  Ni 
Congrfgalional  Hymn- Boot,  1857. 
there  credited  to  Mrs.  I%cebe  Hit 
Itrown,  and  is  dated  1836.  It  was 
printed  in  Linsley  and  Davis'  S^ltet  H 
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1836.  Some  years  ago  the  author  of  these 
annotations  caug^ht  a  glimpse  of  the  three 
verses  in  a  religious  newspaper,  printed  as  a 
fugitive  contribution  without  any  name  at- 
tached. He  introduced  them  with  a  sincere 
welcome  in  a  part  of  one  of  his  publications 
which  needed  good  hymns  for  sailors'  an- 
niversaries and  the  like.  But  he  had  no 
notion  of  tlie  authorship  of  the  piece.  Some 
long  time  afterward  Rev.  John  Spaulding, 
D.  D.,  once  Secretary  of  the  Seaman's 
Friends'  Society,  then  in  his  very  advanced 
SL^e,  thanked  him  publicly  for  his  acceptance 
of  the  poem  as  a  hymn  :  Dr.  Spauldin^  re- 
lated the  circumstances  of  its  composition, 
and  claimed  authorship  in  the  case.  Of 
course,  he  was  credited  with  what  he  sought. 
So  other  years  passed  on,  and  that  dear  old 
man  grew  older  and  older.  Then  the  com- 
piler found  out  that  Mrs.  Brown  wrote  the 
hymn,  and  so  reported  progress  on  the  case 
once  more.  Dr.  Spaulding  was  absolutely 
surprised ;  but  yielded  on  the  instant.  He 
looked  it  up,  and  found  he  had  printed  it  in  a 
little  collection  for  meetings,  scores  of  years 
before,  and  had  sung  it  over  and  over  till  he 
thought  he  made  it.  And  then  the  book- 
plate of  the  Spiritual  Songs  was  changed 
again,  and  the  piece  is  now  marked  as  it 
ought  to  be.  Surely,  no  higher  compliment 
could  be  paid  to  any  writer  than  this  excellent 
man,  honest  as  the  daylight  he  lived  in,  paid 
to  her  who  wrote  these  stanzas,  when  he 
sang  them,  and  sang  them  again,  for  forty 
years  and  over,  till  he  thought  they  were  his 
own. 


I  156 


Forefathers'  Day. 


Irf.  nl« 


O  (»oD,  beneath  ihy  guidini^  hand 

Our  exiletl  fathers  crossed  the  sea. 
And  when  they  trod  the  \vintr>'  strand, 

With  prayer  and  psalm  they  worshiped  thee. 

2  Thou  heardst,  well  pleased,  the  song,  the  prayer— 
Thy  blessing  came  :  and  still  its  power 

Shall  onward  through  all  ages  bear 
The  memory  of  that  holy  hour. 

3  What  change!  through  pathless  wilds  no  more 
The  fierce  and  naked  savage  roams  : 

Sweet  praise,  along  the  cultured  shore, 
Breaks  from  ten  thousand  happy  homes. 

4  Laws,  freedom,  truth,  and  faith  in  God 
Came  with  those  exiles  o'er  the  waves, 

An<l  where  their  pilgrim  feet  have  trod, 
The  God  they  trusteti  guards  their  graves. 

5  And  here  thy  name,  O  God  of  love, 
Their  childrcns  children  shall  adore, 

Till  these  eternal  hills  remove 

And  spring  adorns  the  earth  no  more. 

This  hymn  was  composed  by  Dr.  Leon- 
ard Bacon  for  use  at  the  second  Centennial 
of  New  Haven,  April  25,  1838.  It  quickly 
passed  into  the  various  hymnals  of  the  church- 


es and  is  now  one  of  the  standards,  in  the 
estimation  of  all  who  love  New  England  or 
care  for  the  **  forefathers  "  that  settled  and 
founded  it. 

Dr.  Bacon  might  almost  be  said  to  have 
incarnated  himself  in  this  hymn.  If  he  un- 
derstood anything  he  understood  the  polity  of 
the  Congregational  Church.  If  he  loved  and 
honored  anything  he  loved  and  honored  the 
memory  of  the  Pilgrim  Fathers.  It  must 
have  rejoiced  his  heart  to  see  so  many  Yan- 
kees walking  the  streets  as  if  they  were  keep- 
ing time  to  the  long-meter  rhythm  of  his 
grand  hymn  and  humming  its  stanzas  to 
**  Duke  Street."  This  honored  man  was 
sometimes  called  belligerent.  He  was  in  the 
midst  of  conflict  almost  always  where  there 
was  one  ranging.  He  helped  to  start  the 
New  York  Independent  and  the  Xew  Eng- 
lander.  He  edited  each  in  turn  and  WTote 
voluminously  for  both  as  a  contributor.  He 
made  books  and  took  part  in  discussions. 
He  believed  something,  and  he  was  afraid  of 
nobody.  His  face  was  a  part  of  every  photo- 
graph of  the  American  Board  of  Foreign 
Missions.  His  voice  rang  in  every  debate 
which  disrupted  the  Tract  Society.  For  he 
was  early  in  the  antislavery  agitation  and  was 
a  tremendous  orator  on  a  platform.  Yet  all 
this  time  he  was  gentle  and  kind,  and  those 
who  knew  him  the  most  were  those  who 
loved  him  the  best.  Any  one  can  see  in  his 
face  the  indomitable  resolution  of  a  leader. 
He  had  convictions.  He  thought  the  Pilgrim 
faith  was  founded  on  the  Scriptures,  and  so 
would  stand.  In  his  opinion  the  **  guiding 
hand  "  of  God  led  the  **  exiled  fathers  "  across 
the  sea.  So  one  never  found  him  spiting  the 
creed  he  stood  upon.  Really  it  is  glorious  to 
contemplate  a  man  who  had  confidence  in 
something. 

1157  The  New  Year.  L.  .M. 

Grbat  God  !  we  sing  that  mighty  hand 
By  which  supported  still  we  stanfl ; 
The  opening  year  thy  mercy  shows ; 
Let  mercy  crown  it  till  it  close. 

a  By  day,  hy  night,  at  home,  abroad. 
Still  we  are  guarded  by  our  God ; 
By  his  incessant  bounty  fe<i. 
By  his  unerring  counsel  led. 

3  With  grateful  hearts  the  past  wc  own; 
The  future,  all  to  us  unknown. 

We  to  thy  guardian  care  commit. 
And  peaceful  leave  before  thy  feet. 

4  In  scenes  exalted  or  depressed, 
Be  thou  our  joy.  and  thou  our  rest ; 
Thy  goodness  all  our  hopes  shall  raise. 
Adored  through  all  our  changing  days. 

5  When  death  shall  interrupt  our  songs, 
And  seal  in  silence  mortal  tongues. 
Our  Helper,  God.  in  whom  we  trust, 

In  better  worlds  our  souls  shall  boast. 


490 


MISCELLANEOUS. 


This  poem  by  Rev.  Dr.  Philip  Doddrigc  was 
first  published  in  his  Hymns,  17$$,  and  has 
retained  a  place  in  common  use  from  its  fit- 
ness for  services  at  the  New  Year.  It  is  a 
grateful  acknowledgment  of  God's  mercies  in 
the  past,  as  well  as  a  prayer  for  the  present, 
and  an  anticipation  of  the  future,  when  all 
thin^  shall  have  become  new.  Our  pilgrim- 
age IS  the  nearer  its  end  by  a  twelvemonth. 
Travel  is  almost  ended,  home  is  almost  reach- 
ed. An  old  martyr,  looking  across  the  mead- 
ows between  him  and  the  place  where  he  was 
immediately  to  be  burned,  exclaimed,  "  Only 
two  more  stiles  to  get  over,  and  I  am  at  my 
Father's  house !" 

I  1 58  The  New  Year.  L.  M. 

Our  Helper,  (iod  !  we  bless  thy  name, 
Whose  love  for  ever  is  the  same ; 
The  tokens  of  thy  gracious  care 
Open,  and  crown,  and  close  the  year. 

2  Amid  ten  thousand  snares  we  stand, 
Supported  by  thy  j^uardian  hand ; 
And  see,  w^hen  we  review  our  ways, 
Ten  thousand  monuments  of  praise. 

3  Thus  far  thine  arm  has  led  us  on ; 
Thus  far  we  make  thy  mercy  known ; 
And  while  we  tread  this  desert  land, 
New  mercies  shall  new  songs  demand. 

4  Our  grateful  souls,  on  Jordan's  shore, 
Shall  raise  one  sacred  pillar  more ; 
Then  bear  in  thy  bright  courts  above 
Inscriptions  of  immortal  love. 

Dr.  Philip  Doddridge  has  entitled  this  hymn, 
"  Ebenezer ;  or.  God's  Helping  Hand,  Re- 
viewed and  Acknowledged.  I.  Samuel  7 :  12." 
It  is  from  his  Hymns,  1755.  He  makes  it  al- 
most personal  in  his  first  line :  **  My  Helper, 
<iod  I  I  bless  his  name."  A  reminiscence  of 
the  days  that  are  gone  should  be  followed  in- 
stantly by  a  fresh  rehearsal  of  the  promises  of 
(^od  concerning  the  days  to  come.  Each  New 
Year's  morning  we  are  a  twelvemonth  nearer 
the  downfall  of  all  the  foes  of  Zion.  Antichrist 
is  growing  bolder  and  more  daring ;  that,  how- 
ever, is  the  signal  for  hastening  ruin.  The 
false  pro[)het  is  losing  his  hold  over  many 
minds,  and  the  ancient  political  dynasties  are 
breaking,  by  the  force  of  which  that  false  faith 
was  furthered.  The  Church  grows  almost 
impatient  with  its  prayer.  *'  Come,  Lord  Jesus, 
come  (luicklv."  The  martyrs  are  redoubling 
their  cries  from  under  the  throne.  '*  How  long, 
C)  Lord,  how  long."  The  wheels  in  the  middle 
of  the  wheels  of  providence  are  hastening  on 
their  axles.  "  That  Wicked "  is  revealing 
whom  the  Saviour  is  to  destroy  with  the 
brightness  of  his  coming.  We  are  one  year 
niv^her  the  <Towning  victory  of  that  cause  for 
which  the  fathers  prayed,  though  they  died 
without  the  sight. 


And,  further,  prophecy  is  fulfiUiiig  \ 
change  of  the  seasons.  The  owl  hooi 
palaces  of  cities  that,  when  Revelati 
written,  were  only  doomed  to  falL  Th 
Jew  has  been  wandering  many  a  desol 
since  the  blood  of  the  Redeemer  fdl 
head.  The  fable  of  the  man  is  real  in 
tion,  for  it  wanders  homeless  stilL  E 
Israel  is  beginning  to  look  for  the  \M 
^lory.  Lights  are  flamingo  in  the  distai 
m  Paul's  own  day  were  only  promise 
kindled.  The  earth  rocks  to  and  fro  y 
unseen  forces  which  are  waking  fr 
ancient  slumber.  The  voices  of  the 
are  almost  hoarse  with  singing.  He 
right  it  is  to  reign  shall  come.  Pre 
are  registering  themselves  daily  on  th 
and  reporting  for  duty  as  histories. 
are  marshaling  into  order  for  the  final  { 

And  still  further :  the  crowns  are  gs 
for  the  head  of  him  who  has  many  t 
The  children  of  the  kingdom  are  cut 
palms  they  will  throw  in  the  pathwv 
new  King.  Go  up  on  the  outlook  of  ai 
Year's  day,  and  cast  your  eye  off  on 
tions.  Can  you  see  what  Daniel  sa^ 
little  stone  cut  out  without  handLs,  des 
fill  the  whole  earth  ?  Take  down  th 
from  the  willows — be  ready  for  a  nc 
The  kingdom  we  have  so  long  praye 
surely  coming. 

Prayer  for  the  Seatnen. 

Eternal  Father  I  strong  to  save. 
Whose  arm  doth  bind  the  restless  wi 
Who  bid'st  the  mirhtY  ocean  deep 
Its  own  appointed  limits  keep: 
Oh,  hear  us  when  we  cr>'  to  thee 
For  those  in  peril  on  the  sea  ! 
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2  O  Saviour !  whose  almighty  wonl 
The  winds  and  waves  submissive  ha 
Who  walkedst  on  the  foamine  dccp^ 
And  calm  amid  its  rage  did  sleep : 
Oh,  hear  us  when  we  cry  to  thee 
For  those  in  peril  on  the  sea  I 

\  O  Sacred  Spirit !  who  didst  brood 
Tpon  the  chaos  dark  and  rude. 
Who  bad'st  its  an^iy  tumult  cease. 
And  gavest  light  and  life  and  peace: 
Oh,  hear  us  when  we  cry  to  thee 
For  those  in  peril  on  the  sea  I 


4  O  Trinity  of  love  and  power  t 
Our  brethren  shield  in  danger's  hoar 
From  rock  and  tempest,  fire  and  foe. 
Protect  them  wheresoe'er  they  go  • 
And  ever  let  there  rise  to  thee     * 
Glad  hymns  of  praise  from  land  am 

William  Whiting  was  bom  in  Kens 
London,  November  i.  1825,  and  educ 
Clapham  and  Winchester.  In  the  latti 
he  held  for  more  than  twenty  years  tli 
tion  of  Master  of  the  Winchester  < 
Choristers'  School,  dying  there  in  1878 
poem  by  which  Mr.  whiting  is  so 
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>wn  was  wTittcn  for  Hymns,  Ancient  and 
dern,  and  published  in  1861  in  its  present 
n.  It  has  always  been  associated  with 
Dykes'  beautiful  tune  called  *'  Melita," 
ancient  name  of  Malta,  on  which  St  Paul 
;  shipwrecked,  and  words  and  music  have 
ome  endeared  to  the  world.  Not  only  the 
sllers  by  the  sea,  but  those  who  from  their 
tnd  homes  follow  in  imagination  the  ship 
t  bears  the  husband  or  son  over  the  toss- 
waves,  will  join  with  a  full  heart  in  the 
ain: 

•*  Oh,  hear  us  when  we  cry  to  thee 
For  those  in  peril  on  the  sea  1'* 


Stanza  is  to  Ecclesiastes  11:3:**  And  if  the 
tree  faU  toward  the  south,  or  toward  the 
north,  in  the  place  where  the  tree  falleth 
there  it  shall  be." 


The  fishermen  of  Brittany,  so  the  story 
s,  are  wont  to  utter  this  simple  prayer 
en  they  launch  their  boats  upon  the  deep : 
eep  me.  my  God ;  mv  boat  is  so  small  and 

ocean  is  so  wide."  How  touchingly  beau- 
1  the  words  and  the  thought !    Might  not 

same  petition  be  uttered  with  as  much 
xrtness  every  morning  and  evening  of  our 
ly  life :  **  Keep  me,  my  God ;  for  my  boat 
o  small  and  tny  ocean  is  so  wide !"  Keep 
,  my  God,  keep  me  from  the  perils  and 
iptations  that  throng  around  me  as  I  go 
ait  my  daily  duties.  **  My  boat  is  so 
ill " — I  am  so  weak,  so  helpless,  so  prone 
vander.  so  forgetful  of  thy  loving-kindness ! 
m  tossed  to  and  fro  at  the  mercy  of  the 
rkl ;  I  am  buffeted  about  by  sharp  adver- 
'  and  driven  before  the  storms  of  grief  and 
row.  Except  thou  dost  keep  me  I  mtist 
ish.  Keep  me,  my  God,  for  "  thy  ocean  is 
wide" — the  journey  is  so  long,  and  the 
^  and  the  years  are  many.  "In  thee,  O 
rd,  do  I  put  my  trust.  Deliver  me  in  thy 
titeousness." 

00  Last  Day  of  ike  Year.  8s,  79. 

Da^*!}  and  moments  quickly  flying 

Blend  the  livin^c  with  the  dead; 
Soon  shall  we  who  sing  be  lying. 

Each  within  our  narrow  bed. 

a  Soon  our  souls  to  God  who  gave  them 
Will  have  sped  their  rapid  flight ; 

Able  now  by  R^race  to  save  them. 
Oh,  that  while  we  can  we  mignt  1 

3  Jesus,  infinite  Redeemer, 
Maker  of  this  mighty  frame, 

Teach,  oh  !  teach  us  to  remember 
What  we  are  aii<i  whence  we  came  :— 

4  Whence  we  came  and  whither  wendingi 
Soon  we  must  thnm^^h  darkness  go. 

To  inherit  bliss  unending, 
Or  eternity  of  woe. 

**rom  the  Masque  of  Mf^^y  and  Other 
cms.  1858.  by  Rev.  Edward  (fas wall.  This 
one  of  the  most  effective  pieces  of  the 
d  to  be  used  on  the  last  Sabbath  of  the 
ir.    The  Scripture  allusion  in  the  closing 
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NatumalSomg, 

Mv  cotantnr  1  't  is  oftbee. 
Sweet  land  of  liberty. 

Of  tbce  I  sing ; 
Land  where  my  fiither*  died  I 
Land  of  the  Pilgrimt'  pride  1 
Prmn  every  mountain^de 

Let  freedocn  ring  I 
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a  My  native  conntry,  tne 
Land  of  the  noble,  free  - 

Thy  name  I  love ; 
I  love  thy  rocks  and  rilb. 
Thy  woods  and  teni|4ed  hills ; 
My  heart  with  rapture  thrills 

Like  that  above. 

3  Let  music  swell  the  breesc, 
And  ring  from  all  the  trees 

Sweet  freedom's  soog : 
Let  mOTtal  tongues  awake ; 
Let  all  that  breathe  partake ; 
Let  rocks  their  silence  break— 

The  aoand  proloag. 

4  Oar  fiuhcrs'  GodI  to  thee, 
Antlior  of  liberty, 

To  thee  we  sing : 
Long  may  our  land  be  bright 
With  freedom's  holy  light ; 
Protect  us  by  thy  might. 

Great  God,  our  King  1 

It  is  likely  that  this  would  be  pronounoed 
the  best  known  and  of  course  the  most  popu- 
lar of  all  the  hymns  Dr.  Samuel  Frandi 
Smith  has  written.  If  it  be  not  unberaal^ 
admitted  now  that  it  is  our  national  hymn,  il 
certainly  must  be  confessed  that  it  is  the 
nearest  to  it  of  all  the  religiotis  lyrics  we  pos- 
sesB.  The  story  of  its  conmosition  is  thus 
told  by  the  author.  It  was  first  published  in 
the  Psalmist,  1S43.  He  says  it  "  was  written 
in  1832.  I  found  the  tune  in  a  German 
music-book  brought  to  this  country  by  the 
late  William  C.  woodbridge,  and  put  into 
my  hands  by  Lowell  Mason,  because  (so  lie 
said)  I  could  read  German  books  and  he 
could  not  It  is,  however,  not  a  translationt 
but  the  expression  of  my  thought  at  the  mo- 
ment of  guncing  at  the  tune.'*  Of  the  music, 
to  which  in  our  land  the  words  are  usually 
stuig»  it  is  perhaps  worth  while  to  say^  that  its 
real  origin  is  not  known.  It  is  used  in  Great 
Britain  as  "God  Sa\-e  the  King/'  and  is 
considered  the  national  song.  The  name 
"America"  was  added  by  Lowell  Biason, 
who  arrai^ged  it  for  use  in  otir  country. 
S<Mne  consider  it  as  an  amendment  made  uf 
Henry  Carey,  near  the  end  of  the  seventeenth 
or.  the  bmnnii^  of  the  eighteenth  century, 
from  Dr.  John  Bull,  who  died  in  1622.  The 
time  was  first  published  in  Enf^land  in  honor 
of  George  II.    But  French  cntics  claim  that 


492 


MISCELLANEOUS. 


the  original  music  was  composed  by  Lulli, 
and  that  it  was  sung  by  300  young  ladies  be- 
fore Louis  XIV.  at  St.  Cyr,  where  Handel 
found  it  in  1721.  They  even  go  so  far  as  to 
insist  that  the  words  were  composed  by 
Madame  de  Brinon,  the  Mother  Superior,  be- 
ginning *'  Grand  Di'eu,  sauvez  le  Rot'* 

I  1 02  ^  brtght  summer  day.  66,  5s. 

Summer  suns  are  glowing 

Over  land  and  sea ; 
Happy  light  is  flowing 

Bountiful  and  free. 
Ever>'thing  rejoices 

In  the  mellow  rax-s; 
All  earth's  thousand  voices 

Swell  the  psalm  of  praise. 

2  God's  free  mercy  streameth 
Over  all  the  world, 

And  his  banner  gleameth 

Ever>-where  unfurled. 
Broad  and  deep  and  glorious, 

As  the  heaven  above^ 
Shines  in  might  victonous 

His  eternal  love. 

3  Lord,  upon  our  blindness 
Thy  pure  radiance  pour; 

For  thy  loving-kindness 

Makes  us  love  thee  more. 
And  when  clouds  are  drifting 

Dark  across  our  sky, 
Then,  the  vail  uplifting, 

Father,  be  thou  nigh. 

4  We  will  never  doubt  thee. 
Though  thou  vail  thy  light ; 

Life  is  dark  without  thee : 

Death  with  thee  is  bright. 
Light  of  light !  shine  o*er  us 

On  our  pilgrim  way  ; 
Go  thou  still  before  lis 

To  the  endless  day. 

From  the  Church  Hymns  of  the  Society 
for  the  Promotion  of  Christian  Knowledge, 
1871  ;  it  is  one  of  Bishop  William  Walsham 
How's  compositions,  desijrned  for  children  at 
first,  but  taken  up  easily  into  the  songs  and 
memories  of  all  those  who  wish  to  praise 
God  with  the  heart  and  the  understanding 
also. 


I  163  Glad  Thanksgiving. 

On  our  way  rejoicing, 

Homeward  as  we  move, 
Hearken  lo  our  praises, 

0  ihou  (^od  of  love  ! 
Is  there  grief  or  sadness, 

Firm  our  trust  shall  he  : 
Is  our  sky  be<'Ioude<l, 

Light  shall  come  from  thee. 

2  If,  with  honest-hearted 
Love  forCifMi  and  man, 

Day  by  dav  thou  find  us 
Doing  what  wo  can. 

Thou,  who  givest  seed-time. 
Wilt  give  large  increase, 

Crown  our  heads  with  Messing, 
Fill  our  heiirts  with  pea«  e. 

3  Jesus  Christ  hath  triumphed, 
Vanijulshed  is  our  foe; 

On  our  way  rejoicing 
Gladly  let  us  go. 


Christ  withoat— our  safety ; 

Christ  within— our  joy ; 
Who,  if  we  be  faithful, 

Can  our  hope  destro^? 

4  Unto  God  tlie  Father 

Joyful  songs  we  sing; 
Unto  God  the  Saviour 

Thankful  hearts  we  bring; 
Unto  God  the  Spirit 

Bow  we  and  adore. 
On  our  wav  rejoicing:. 

Now  ana  evermore  I 

Written  by  Rev.  John  Samuel  Bewley 
sell,  LL.  D.,  and  published  in  his  Hy% 
Lave  and  Praise,  1863.  It  has  several 
stanzas  than  could  be  made  available  hi 
it  was  designed  to  be  a  processional 
title  affixed  to  it  is  **  A  Song  of  joy,"  ai 
reference  is  made  to  Acts  8  :  39. 


I  164  AVu/   Year. 

Standing  at  the  portal 

Of  the  opening  year. 
Words  of  comfort  meet  us, 

Hushing  ever  fear : 
Spoken  through  the  silence 

By  our  Father's  voice. 
Tender,  strong,  and  foithful. 

Making  us  rejoice. 

Cft<7.— Onward  then,  and  fear  not.  Children  of  tl 
For  his  word  shall  never.  Never  pas 

a  "  I  the  Lord  am  with  thee. 

Be  thou  not  afraid ! 
I  will  help  and  strengthen, 

Be  thou  not  dismayed  1 
Yes.  I  will  uphold  thee 

With  my  own  right  hand ! 
Thou  art  called  and  chosen 

In  my  sight  to  stand.**— Cho. 

3  He  will  never  iail  us. 

He  will  not  forsake, 
His  eternal  covenant 

He  will  never  break  : 
Resting  on  his  promise. 

What  have  we  to  fear? 
God  is  All-Sufficient 

For  the  coming  year  !— Cho. 

Miss  Frances  Ridley  Havergal  wroi 
hymn  January  4,  1873,  and  published  it 
6s,  5s.      Under  the  Surface,  1874.      She  entil 
"  Faithful  Promises,"  and  referred  to 
41:10 :  "  Fear  thou  not ;  for  I  am  with 
be  not  dismayed ;  for  I  am  thy  God : 
strengthen  thee ;  yea,  I  will  help  thee ; 
will  uphold  thee  with  the  right  hand 
righteousness." 

I  1 05  Harvest  Hymn. 

Earth  below  is  teeming. 

Heaven  is  bright  abo\'e ; 
Every  brow  is  beaming 

In  the  light  of  love: 
Every  eye  rejoices, 

Ever>-  thought  is  praiie : 
Happv  h«irt8  and  voices 

Criaaden  nights  and  da>-s : 

Cho.—O  Almighty  Giver,  Bountifiil  and  freel 
As  the  joy  in  harvest,  Joy  we  before  tl 
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2  For  the  sun  and  showers, 
For  the  rain  and  dew, 

For  the  happy  hours 

Spring  and  summer  knew  ; 
For  the  golden  autumn 

And  its  precious  stores, 
For  the  love  that  brought  them 

Teeming  to  our  doors. — Cho. 

3  Earth's  broad  harvest  whitens 
In  a  brighter  Sun 

Than  the  orb  that  lightens 

All  we  tread  upon  : 
Send  out  laborers,  P'ather  ! 

Where  fields  ripening  wave  ; 
And  the  nations  gather. 

Gather  in  and  save. — Cho. 

This  is  by  Rev.  John  Samuel  Bewley  Monsell, 
s.  D..  and  is  found  in  his  Hymns  of  Lave 
d  Praise,  London  Edition,  1863.  He  calls 
a  **  Hanest  Hymn,"  and  makes  reference 
Isaiah  9:3. 

Q6  Harvest   Thanksgiving.  P.  M. 

\Vk  plough  the  fields,  and  scatter 

The  gt)«»d  seed  on  the  land, 
But  it  is  ted  and  watered 

By  Cod's  almighty  hand  : 
He  sends  the  snow  in  winter. 

The  warmth  to  swell  the  ^rain, 
The  breezes,  and  the  sunshme, 

And  soft  refreshing  rain. 

R£F.— .Ml  good  gifts  around  us 

Are  sent  from  heaven  above; 
Then  thank  the  Lord,  oh,  thank  the  Lord 
For  all  his  love. 

2  He  only  is  the  Maker 

Of  all  things  near  and  far; 
He  paints  the  wayside  flower. 

He  lights  the  evening  star ; 
The  winds  and  waves  obey  him. 

By  him  the  birds  are  fed  : 
Much  more  to  us,  his  children. 

He  gives  our  daily  bread. — Ref. 

3  We  thank  thee  then.  O,  Father, 
For  all  things  bright  and  good, 

The  seed-time  and  the  harvest. 

Our  life,  our  health,  our  fooa. 
No  gifts  have  we  to  offer 

For  all  thy  love  imparts, 
But  that  which  thou  desirest, 

Our  humble,  thankful  hearts. — Rbf. 

This  is  a  translation  by  Miss  Jane  M.  Camp- 
1,  who  was  born  in  London,  181 7,  and  died 

Bovey  Tracey.  November  15,  1878.  She 
s  the  daughter  of  an  English  clergyman, 
i  her  life  seems  to  have  been  merged  in 

work  of  her  father's  parish.  In  1861  she 
Uributed  to  the  Rev.  C.  S.  Bere's  Garland 

Songs;  or  an  English  IJtderkranz,  a 
Tiber  of  translations  from  the  German, 
e  best  known  of  these  is  the  hymn  given 
e,  which  is  a  version  of  a  harvest  song, 
^m  Anfang   7*.'ars  auf  Erden^  by  Mat- 


thias Claudius,  a  scholar  and  newspaper 
editor,  who  was  born  at  Reinfeld  near  Lii- 
beck,  August  15, 1740,  and  died  at  Hamburg, 
January  21,  181 5.  He  wrote  many  poems, 
but  only  this  one  has  passed  into  general 
use  in  English,  although  a  few  of  them  are 
found  in  Lutheran  hymn  books. 

I  167  John  II :  13.  p.  M. 

"  Lord,  if  he  sleep,  he  shall  do  well !" 
Why  should  we  weep?  why  should  a  knell, 
Dirging  and  deep,  over  him  swell? 
He  shall  do  well  I 

3  Long  was  his  way,  rugged  and  drear : 
All  his  sad  dav  trouble  was  near — 
Now  doth  he  fay  every  load  here ! 
He  shall  do  well  I 

3  Nobly  he  wrought ;  strongly  he  ran ; 
Bravely  he  fought,  fought  in  the  van : 
Rest  hath  he  sought— he  was  but  man  ! 

He  shall  do  well  I 

4  Till  the  day  break,  here  let  him  be; 
Then  shall  he  wake,  glorious  and  free, 
For  thy  dear  sake,  like  unto  thee! 

He  shall  do  well ! 

Taken  from  Lyra  Hibernica  Sacra,  second 
edition,  1879.  It  was  written  by  Rev.  Wil- 
liam Pollock,  D.  D.,  a  clergyman  of  the 
Church  of  England.  He  was  bom  April  22, 
1812,  vicar  of  Bowden  in  Cheshire,  1856,  Arch- 
deacon of  Chester,  1867,  and  died  October  11, 
1873.  The  Scripture  reference  of  the  hymn 
is  to  John  11:12:  "  Then  said  his  disciples. 
Lord,  if  he  sleep,  he  shall  do  well." 


I  108  The  waters  stilled,  P.  M. 

Fierce  was  the  wild  billow,  dark  was  the  night, 
Oars  labored  heavily,  foam  glittered  white, 
Trembled  the  mariners,  peril  was  nigh  : 
Then  said  the  God  of  God— "  Peace!  it  is  II  " 

3  Ridge  of  the  mountain-wave,  lower  thy  crest  I 
Wail  of  the  tempest-wind,  be  tnou  at  rest ! 
Sorrow  can  never  be,  darkness  must  fly, 
Where  saith  the  Light  of  Light—"  Peace  I  it  is  1 1 " 

\  Jesus,  deliverer,  near  us  to  be, 

Soothe  thou  our  voyaging  over  life's  sea ; 

Thou,  when  the  storm  of  death  roars,  sweeping  by. 

Whisper,  thou  Truth  of  Truth— **  Peace!  it  is  I!  '^ 

The  original  poem  from  which  this  is  trans- 
lated was  composed  in  Greek  by  Anatolius, 
one  of  those  writers  in  the  seventh  or  eighth 
centuries  of  whom  so  little  is  known.  He  wrote 
as  many  as  a  hundred  pieces  of  poetry,  and 
is  said  to  have  been  a  pupil  of  Theodore  of 
the  Studium.  The  version  before  us  was 
made  by  Rev.  John  Mason  Neale,  D.  D.,  and 
published  in  his  Hymns  0/  th^  Eastern  Church, 
1862.  The  Scripture  reference  is  to  Mark 
4:37-41. 


BAPTIST    HVMNS. 

ADDITIONAL  HYMNS 

IN  THE  BAPTIST  EDITION:  LAUDES  DOMINI. 


3  Bantiiwt  by  John  in  Jordan 
ThcSavioui  Ifft  hi,  waterj-  g 


n  bpon 


rejesujtoy. 


This  piece  was  written  by  Rev,  Thomas 
Baldwin,  D.  D.,  and  published  in  A  CoUection 
of  Sacred  and  Devotional  Hymns,  Boston, 
1808.  It  began  originally  with  the  line,  ■■  Ye 
happy  saints,  the  Lamb  adore."  It  has  always 
been  a  favorite  in  the  Baptist  denomination, 
and  has  had  force  to  cross  the  ocean  and 
find  a  place  in  Our  Own  Hymit-Book,  edited 
by  Rev.  C.  H.  Spurgeon,  1866. 

The  author  was  bom  in  Bozrah.  Conn.,  De- 
cember 23,  1753.  He  united  with  the  Baptist 
church  in  1780.  and  was  ordained  as  an  evan- 
gelist in  June.  1783.  He  itinerated  for  some 
years,  acting  as  a  sort  o[  missionary  to  the 
weak  congregations,  until  in  1790  he  became 
the  installed  pastor  of  the  Second  Baptist 
Church  in  Boston.  He  was  editor  of  the 
American  Baptist  Missionary  Magasine  un- 
til his  death,  which  occurred  at  Waterville, 
Me,,  August  29,  1825. 


Weriscwilh^im.ln 
NMihebarelilemA 
But  rirhcr  br.  for  mo 
1  WalvT  can  clranH  I 
BiuChrlmwdlknio, 
"  wd«rl    ■  ■ 


flfsh,  we  c 
nH  Chris 


BaptJHd  Infirv,  a 

3  He  hv  hii  hlood  alnnnl  lor  tin : 

And  ^^arra>ii  us  in  tTcdrcst  ""  ^ 
Of  his  uwpi^lcil  riEhlvousnMs, 

The  names  nf  authors  and  translators  ai 
in  most  cases  omitted  from  the  pieces  i 
the  Moravian  I,itiiri;y  and  Hymns,  1 849.  froi 
which  this  composition  is  taken.     It  seems  1 


Tlu  Piiaiant  Palk. 
Our  Saviour  bowed  beneath  Ibc  1 
*    '  meslil)'  soughi  a 


This  hymn  was  wntten  m  1839  b] 
Adoniram  Judson,  D.  D.  The  autb 
one  of  the  most  distinguished  and  usef 
sionaries  to  the  heathen  ever  sent  fortl 
the  American  churches.  His  father 
Congregational  minister  in  Maiden, 
where  he  was  bom  August  9, 1788. 
not  manifest  much  inclination  for  re 
life  at  first ;  indeed,  he  was  somewhat 
cal.  But  in  1808  he  began  study  fortf 
istry  at  Andovor  Theological  Seminar 
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irse.  His  entire  nature  showed 
inge  of  sentiment  and  choice  of 
As  early  as  1810  he  decided  to  be- 
acher  to  the  heathen  in  Burmah, 
sed  a  letter  in  behalf  of  himself 
associates  to  the  London  Mission- 
:,  offering  to  go  into  its  service, 
ition  was  accepted.  On  F"ebruary 
married  Ann  Haseltine,  of  Brad- 
,  and  that  same  month  they  sailed 
La.  The  voyage  was  long ;  they 
d  on  the  way  ;  when  the  ship  ar- 
dcstination  Dr.  Judson  announced 
of  views  on  the  subject  of  Chris- 
Ti ;  both  he  and  his  wife  were  im- 
d  became  Baptists  in  Calcutta, 
course,  severed  his  connection  with 
ition  that  sent  him  out,  and  they 
while  in  much  uncertainty  as  to 
rhey  were  not  welcomed  among 
n  from  whom  they  had  separated 
:  they  went  to  the  Isle  of  France, 
dras.  then  at  last  to  Burmah.  In 
aptists  of  America  formed  a  Soci- 
►ok  the  missionaries  of  their  faith 
ire. 

of    this  great  man's  life  during 
lat  followed  is  exciting  and  full  of 
cannot  be  told  here.     He  was  per- 
prisoned,  and  impoverished.     He 
he  Scriptures  for  the  Karens.    His 
e  died  in  Amherst,  India,  in  1826. 
on  alone  till  1834;  then  he  mar- 
arah  Hall  Boardman,  and  removed 
n.     Then  came  more  labors,  more 
s,  more  sufferings.     The  wife  lost 
and  her  husband  started  with  her 
I.     She  died  on  the  way,  and  was 
fie  island  of  St.  Helena,  September 
le  continued  the  voyage  with  the 
nd   landed  in  Boston.     The  next 
urned  to  Maulmain,  taking  with 
y  Forrester."  the  pet  of  the  liter- 
Miss    Emily    Chubbuck.     They 
idjune  2,  1846;  and  now  followed 
a  new  course  of  work  and  sacri- 
ealth  failed,  and  a  sea-voyage  was 
(^n  the  way  to  the  Isle  of  P'rance 
missionar)'  died,  April    12,  1850, 
ried  in  the  ocean. 


Invocation. 

Holy  Spirit,  Dove  divine, 
.*se  baptismal  waters  shine, 
•ach  our  hearts,  in  highest  strain, 
lise  the  Lamb  for  sinriers  slain. 

love  thy  name,  we  love  thy  laws, 
•yfully  embrace  thy  cause; 
/ethv  cr(»ss,  the  sliame,  the  pain, 
ih  orCcxl,  for  sinners  slain  ! 


L.M. 


3  We  sink  beneath  thy  mystic  flood. 
Oh,  bathe  us  in  thy  cleansini;  blood  ; 
We  die  to  sin,  and  seek  a  erave 
With  thee,  beneath  the  yielding  wave. 

4  And  as  we  rise,  with  thee  to  live. 
Oh,  let  the  Holy  Spirit  give 

The  sealing  unction  from  above, 
The  breath  of  life,  the  fire  of  love ! 

This  is  also  the  work  of  Dr.  Adoniram 
Judson,  and  is  found  in  Winchell's  Collection^ 
1832.  Perhaps  it  might  as  well  be  said  here, 
as  a  fit  conclusion  of  the  author's  history, 
that  *•  Fanny  Forrester  "  did  not  hear  of  his 
death  at  sea  until  four  months  afterwards. 
She  embarked  for  the  United  States,  Janu- 
ary 22,  1 85 1,  taking  with  her  the  rest  of  the 
broken  family.  Amving  in  America,  she  set 
up  a  home  m  Hamilton,  N.  Y.,  into  which 
she  gathered  all  her  husband's  children  that 
were  still  young.  She  wrote  biographies, 
poems,  stories,  until  her  health  broke  aown, 
and  she  died  of  consumption,  June  i,  1854. 

g|58  Following  Jesui,  iit. 

0  THOU  who  in  Jordan  didst  bow  thy  meek  head. 
And  whelmed  in  oar  sorrow,  didst  sink  to  the  dead, 
Then  rose  from  the  darkness  to  glory  above. 

And  claimed  for  thy  chosen  the  kingdom  of  love — 

1  Thy  footsteps  we  follow,  to  bow  in  the  tide. 

And  are  buricxi  with  thee  in  the  death  thou  hast  died» 
Then  wake  in  thy  likeness  to  walk  in  the  way 
That  brightens  and  brightens  to  shadowless' day. 


i 


O  lesus,  our  Saviour,  O  Jesus,  our  Lord, 
y  the  life  of  thy  passion,  the  grace  of  thy  word, 
Accept  us.  redeem  us,  dwell  ever  within, 
To  keep,  by  thy  Spirit,  our  spirits  from  sin. 

4  Till  crowned  with  thy  glor>',  and  waving  the  palm» 
Our  garments  all  white  from  the  blood  ofthe  Lamb, 
We  join  the  bright  millions  of  saints  gone  before, 
And  bless  thee,  and  wonder,  and  praise  evermore. 

Written  by  Rev.  George  Washington  Bc- 
thune,  D.  D.,  of  the  Reformed  Dutch  Church 
on  the  Heights  in  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.,  as  a  cour- 
tesy to  his  friend,  Rev.  J.  S.  Holme,  D.  D., 
for  the  Baptist  edition  of  The  Plymouth  Col- 
lection, 1857. 

Some  of  the  most  preposterous  and  absurd 
conceptions  possible  as  to  matters  of  literal 
facts  in  Palestine  appear  in  religious  poetry. 
A  Bible  in  one  of  our  libraries  that  I  myself 
have  seen  has  an  engraving  assuming  to  repre- 
sent the  crossing  of  the  Red  Sea.  It  is  strong, 
full,  vigorous  and  well  drawn,  but  it  arms  the 
Israelite  soldiers  with  modem  guns.  Now 
does  any  one  proix)se  to  defend  the  artist  and 
demand  a  toleration  of  his  absurdity  as  an 
illustration  of  Scripture  ?  Does  any  one  claim 
that  a  poet,  who  has  made  a  mistake  quite 
as  egregious  in  an  objectionable  epithet,  and 
so  teaches  what  is  not  true,  must  be  allowed 
to  perpetuate  his  error  through  unreckoned 
years   of  singing  praise  .^     In  his   Christian 


year,  r 


BAKIlf: 


s  a  poet  than  Ktbic  speaks  'A 
1  ih«  H'j)y  Land  as  "  ttrraced 
hijfh  with  m'/s*y  stone."  Travelers  there 
de'.'lare  i^iat  the  Moncs  <jn  the  mouniains 
iihiric  with  an  unoverod  whiteness  which 
a'.iually  iriflamt*  '*nes  cjes;  it  is  Questioned 
wli<;t)ier  oiie  '.'juM  iind  a  picjc  oi  itkiss  as 
laric:  as  hih  tiand  in  all  that  sultry  rc^m  of 
^Ic'.'ated  ndifes  around  the  Jordan  and  the 
Ixaui  .S«si.  Tbeautlw^  of  thes*  hymns  in  the 
\-'jli;ni':  wj  dwir  to  many  of  us  say's  in  another 
p'lerj ;    "  Where    *iaiely    Jonlan    flows   by 


vjo. 


a:lv  th':  last  in  jjcojjraphv  to  be  <;alled  statclv. 
aii'i  Jeri'ho  on<e  'but  f«fore  Keble  was 
t*orn,   huri'ir'^ii'.   lA    >tars^    was   the  citv   of 

Iialiiis.  yet  it  Jia\  lost  e^'cr^'  vestige  of  tnem, 
1(1^  ari'I  Umn  ajfo.  One  or  two  of  our  pany 
\eniijred  to  jjo  mio  this  tumultuous  current 
for  a  )>ath.  The  f'lr'e  of  the  stream  was  so 
•;xtr<:m';  tliat  this  cx^r'.ise  appeared  to  be 
m'^e  a  |f^il  t^ian  a  plca%urc.  and  absence  of 
Wly  for  tliT  swimmer  was  wiser  even  than 
prirvTTi'e  of  miiirl.  In  the  heats  of  that  April 
triorniiii!  I  saw  ji'jthinK  particularly  inviting 
in  the  exprriiT)' <r,  either  there  or  at  the  Uead 
S^  later  on  in  ihc  day, 

MW  "  //"AW  nay:-Fia.  jft  :  ii.  L.  M. 

IjH.  Ii'|i|i)  ibr  ihai  Aud  By  choke 
Wi-ll  nuv'this  Kl'"*i'<lt  halt  rcroicc. 


|J»-  Kr<fli  (nnui-ti'm  '•  done : 

»l>  M.V  U 

^i\><.'lhtl-.iiii»e: 

11". 

Flr.-»  mi. 

)in>lll..l1.>w«l.«i, 

lurmrd  I'l 

'.'•nl>-ntlKV>ic>;  divine. 

••Knoi-i, 

riKinou 

r  Covenant  Kn^^cments 

1>I 

*;.«i "  is 

iTh-  iitl« 

ihis  hymn   b^rs  in  the 

\>" 

'Stiiiimoo' 

1  i.f  Hr.  I'hilip  lJcxldrid|{e's 

Ifym,,..    .7 

;;,      M; 

iny  alterations  have  been 

,'\v  in  11  : 

\:   Dridfinal  text  was  pven 

111'-  piil.Ii 

ii  ri;iTiairis  a  Kcneral  favor- 

.  Inin  hr' 

'>.      It   well  illustrates  the 

f;i. 

I  Ili;it    ' 

■V.TI     iIh 

:   iiijl)lest   minds   feel  the 

.nil  of  ll 

"■  siiii[ili 

:-s[   irutlis   cif   the  (iospel, 

am  thai 

this  hymn  was  chosen  by 

'!,' 

IS  llii^lnir 
1.-I1I  \-iri 

■ss    I'riri 

1  <■  AlU'ri,  ihc  consort  of 

dVi 

inatiim  li; 

,-iiin  in  1 

lie  royai  family. 

Rev.  John  Ryland,  D.  D..  the  a 
hytnn,  was  bom  at  Warn-ick  in  Ei^ai 
uar\-  29,  1753.  His  father.  Rerv.  John 
Ryland.  was  minister  of  the  Baptist 
there,  but  in  1759  mo\-cd  to  North 
and  ultimately  the  son.  ha\-ing  ^rown 
been  ordained,  became  associated  1 
father  there.  By  and  by  he  ceased  tt 
pastor,  and  going  (o  Bristol  took  tbe 
of  the  Baptist  congregation  in  Bros 
and  also  the  presidency  of  the  denomi 
College.  Both  of  these  places  he  hek 
death.  May  25,  1825.  He  n-as  a  man' 
force  and  note. 

Concerning  this  hymn,  so  familiai 
Baptist  denomination  o\^cr  the  v;o 
.Sedgwick  records  that  Dr.  Ryland's 
formed  him  in  1861  that  it  was  co 
"  u'ith  a  slate-pencil  on  a  rusty  iron 
by  moonlight,  past  twelve  o'clock,  De 
30.  1773.  But  Miller  tells  us  that  d 
line  o[  the  long  poem  was, "  When  Abi 
servant,  to  procure,"  and  he  adds  that 
composed  in  1773.  during  the  preachi 
sermon  on  the  words. '  Hinder  me  nol 
esis  24 :  56),  words  that  arc  repeated  ii 
verse  except  the  tirsL  The  semu 
preached  by  a  brother  minister  who 
nis  way  through  Northampton,  and  n 
detained  by  Dr.  Ryland  somewhat 
his  will.  Tbe  hymn  appeared  in  tht 
Magazine  for  Nlay,  I7rs-  It  consists 
stanzas,  and  has  the  signaiure,  EJa^hiit 
Afterwards  when  tl*»  repeated  in  B 
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ton,  1 787,  the  note  is  added,  •*  This  hymn 
)egin  with  verse  6."  Thus  it  has  come 
ss  that  the  hymn  is  commonly  known 
nail  my  Lord's  appointed  ways. ' 


"  This  is  my  Sow," 


CM. 


'T  is  God  the  Father  we  adore 

III  this  baptismal  sign  ; 
'T  is  he  whose  voice  on  Jordan's  shore 

Proclaimed  the  Son  divine. 

2  The  Father  owned  him  ;  let  our  breath 
In  answering  praise  ascend 

As  in  the  ima.i^e  of  his  death 
We  own  our  heavenly  Friend, 

3  We  seek  the  consecrated  grave 
Along  the  path  he  trod  : 

Receive  us  in  the  hallowed  wave, 
Thou  holy  Son  of  Ctod. 

4  Let  earth  and  heaven  our  zeal  record, 
And  future  witness  bear  : 

That  we  to  Zion's  mighty  Lord 
Our  hill  allegiance  swear.      • 

».  Maria  Grace  Saffery,  the  author  of 
ymn,  was  born  in  1773,  and  died  March. 

She  was  a  minister's  daughter  and  a 
er's  wife.  Her  husband  was  the  pastor 
\  Baptist  Church  in  Salisbur>',  England, 
er  son  entered  the  ministry  also.     The 

now  before  us  was  published  in  the 
Selection,  made  for  the  Baptists  in  Brit- 
328. 

Glcui  obediencr.  C.  M. 

Whii.k  in  this  sacred  rite  of  thine 

We  yield  our  spirits  now, 
Shine  o'er  the  waters^  Dove  divine, 

And  seal  the  cheerful  vow, 

2  All  glor>-  be  to  him  whose  life 
For  ours  was  freely  given. 

Who  aids  us  in  the  spirit's  strife. 
And  makes  us  niect  for  heaven. 

3  To  thee  we  gladly  now  resign 
Our  life  and  all  our  powers  : 

Accept  us  in  this  rite  divine, 
And  bless  these  hallowed  hours. 

•.  Samuel  Francis  Smith,  D.  D.,  is  not 
I  faithful  and  patriotic  citizen,  putting 
?art  into  *'  My  country,  't  is  of  thee," 
i  is  also  a  devoted  Baptist,  full  of  unsec- 

love  of  his  denomination  and  kind 
ship  for  all  the  other  children  of  God. 

we  are  writinv;  this  annotation,  it  is 
.nt  to  read  in  the  journals  that  he  is  en- 
;  a  "  reception  '  in  Chicago,  given  in 
)nor  on  a  passing  visit  at  the  West, 
we  have  him  in  his  new  phase,  with 
racteristic  hymn  which  he  contributed 
Psalmist  in  1843. 

Jrsus'  Baptism.  C.  M. 

Mkkklv  inj<»r<lairs  holy  stream 

The  great  Redeemer  lK»we<l ; 
Bright  was  the  v:l«>r>'s  sacred  beam 

That  hushed  the  wondering  crowd.— Cho. 


a  Thus  God  descended  to  approve 
The  deed  that  Christ  had  done:' 

Thus  came  the  emblematic  Dove. 
And  hovered  o'er  the  Son. — Cho. 

3  So,  blessed  Spirit,  come  to-day 

To  our  baptismal  scene ; 
Let  thoughts  of  earth  be  far  away, 

And  every  mind  serene. — Cho. 

Another  of  Rev.  Dr.  Samuel  Francis 
Smith's  hymns.  It  appeared  first  in  the 
Psalmisl,  1843,  and  afterwards  was  in- 
cluded in  the  pieces  chosen  for  the  I.yra 
Sacra  Americana,  1868.  It  may  be  well 
enough  to  add  a  mere  note  concerning  the 
site  of  the  baptism  of  our  Lord.  Things 
have  changed  much  lately  in  that  vicinity. 
There  are  two  hotels  for  tourists  close  by  the 
old  stream  now  in  the  plain  of  Jericho ! 
After  the  somewhat  overheated  and  discour- 
aging experience  of  waiting  that  forenoon,  as 
the  sun  mounted  and  filled  the  air  with  heat 
and  pestiferous  insects,  and  after  the  recollec- 
tion of  the  frightfully  arid  and  sterile  plains 
and  gulleys  which  we  crossed  before  the 
dawn,  I  confess  we  were  all  rather  poorly  pre- 
pared to  realize  that  these  exact  precincts,  so 
parched  and  verdureless,  were  the  welcome 
meadows  on  which  the  tribes  gazed  as  they 
first  entered  Canaan.  Since  then  there  must 
have  been  great  changes,  as  elsewhere  in  the 
Holy  Land,  as  to  the  fertility  of  the  entire 
neighborhood.  Nevertheless,  the  grand  nat- 
ural features  are  there.  The  lay  of  the 
country  is  suggestive ;  many  of  the  present 
forms  of  vegetation  are  new.  Oleanders, 
which  are  the  most  openly  conspicuous  of  the 
shrubby  trees  by  the  Jordan,  have  not  so 
much  as  once  been  mentioned  anywhere  in 
the  Bible.  Some  of  the  plants  seem  quite 
strange  and  some  of  the  flowers  are  unfamil- 
iar. No  doubt  irrigation  could  do  a  great 
deal  to  render  this  plain  prolific,  even  at  the 
present  day.  History  tells  us  that  in  the 
years  of  the  cnisades  really  the  chief  part  of 
the  cereals  used  for  food  was  grown  in  the 
broad  grain-fields  around  the  site  of  ancient 
Jericho ;  and  the  Scripture  itself  records  that 
in  Abram's  time  the  plain  of  Jordan  was  well 
watered  everywhere  **  even  as  the  garden  of 
the  Lord."  The  prospect  from  the  other 
bank  of  the  stream,  therefore,  must  have  been 
very  beautiful.  Just  then  one  of  our  singers 
beside  me  began  the  familiar  hymn,  and  all 
of  us,  with  appreciative  hearts,  joined  in  the 
bright  chorus : 

••  For,  oh,  we  stand  on  Jordan's  strand. 
Our  friends  are  passing  iiver. 
And  just  before  the  shining  shore 
We  may  almost  discover." 

32 
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ADDITIONAL  HYMN 

IN  THE  BAPTIST  EDITION  OF  THE  NEW  LAUDES  DO] 


1 0 1 6  Thr  Hallow fd  IVave. 

This  rite  our  blest  Redeemer  gave 

To  all  in  him  believing ; 
He  leads  us  throuji^h  this  hallowed  wave, 

To  his  example  cleaving. 

2  I  '11  follow  then  my  glorious  Lord, 
Whate'er  the  ties  I  sever ; 

He  saved  my  soul,  and  left  his  word 
To  guide  me  now  and  ever. 

3  For  me  the  cross  and  shame  to  bear. 
Dear  Saviour,  thou  wast  willing: 

Nor  would  I  shrink  thy  voice  to  wear. 
All  righteousness  fulfilling. 


p.  M.  4  Jesus,  to  thee  I  yield  my  all : 

In  thy  kind  arms  enfold  me  ; 
My  heart  is  fixed — ^no  fears  appall — 
Thy  gracious  power  shall  hold  me. 

5  How  sweet  the  way  divine  to  take. 
So  clear  in  Jordan's  stor>' ; 

On  souls  that  follow  Chrisit  shall  brvAk 
The  Spirit's  beam  of  £^lor>'. 

Rev.  Dr.  S.  Drydcn  Phelps  contribu 
excellent    piece    to    the    Baptist   De 
Hymn  -  Book,  1864.     It  is  lilcely  to 
popular  when  joined  to  the  beautifu 
of  Dr.  Dykes. 


ADDITIONAL   HYMNS 

IN   THE   NEW    LAUDES   DOMINI. 


25  "  L^Kht  ofUghtr  P.  M. 

Li(;ht  of  Lig:ht,  eiihj^hten  me  ! 

Now  anew  the  day  is  dawning ; 
Sun  of  grace,  the  shadows  flee, 

Brighten  thou  my  Sabbath  morning ! 
With  thy  joyous  sunshine  blest, 
Happy  is  my  day  of  rest. 

2  Kindle  thou  the  sacrifice 
That  upon  my  lips  is  lying; 

Clear  the  shadows  from  mine  eyes, 

That,  from  ever\'  error  flying, 
No  strange  fire  may  in  me  glow 
That  thine  altar  <loth  not  know. 

3  Rest  in  me  and  I  in  thee, 
Build  a  paradise  within  me  ; 

Oh,  reveal  thvself  to  me, 

Blessed  Love,  who  died'st  to  win  me : 
Fi-d  fr(»m  thine  exhaustlcss  urn, 
Pure  and  bright  my  lamp  shall  bum. 

This  is  one  of  Miss  Catharine  Winkworth's 
fine  translations,  published  orij^inally  in  her 
Lyra  Girmanica,  1858.  It  has  since  been  in- 
cluded in  the  hymnals  of  many  different  de- 
nominations. The  author  of  the  orijjinal  poem 
was  Rev.  Ik'njamin  Schmolck,  who  was  born 
in  a  vilhi.i(c  in  Silesia.  December  21,  1672.  He 
studied  theoloj^y  at  the  I'niversity  of  Leipzig, 
^raduatinjk(  in  1^)97,  and  immediately  after  re- 
turning home  was  ordained  assistant  pastor 
in  his  father's  parish.  In  consequence  of  the 
Counter- Reformation  in  Silesia,  the  churches 
in  the  principality  of  Schweidnitz,  where  he 
had  been  appointed  in  1702  as  diaconus,  were 
taken  from  the  Lutherans  by  the  Catholics. 
an<l  for  that  entire  district  they  were  allowed 
only  one  church.  This  had  to  be  constructed 
of  timber  and  clav,  without  tower  or  bells,  and 


located  outside  of  the  town  walls.  On 
clerg>'men  were  attached  to  this  churcl 
had  to  supply  the  needs  of  the  popuk 
thirty-six  villages,  and  in  this  laborio 
Schmolck  passed  the  remainder  off  1 
dying  after  a  long  illness*  February  k 
He  was  the  most  popular  hymn-\iTitc 
time,  having  composed  more  than  nin 
dred  poems,  many  of  which  were  rapidl 
into  popular  favor  in  Germany,  and  h 
tained  a  place  up  to  the  present  time. 


26  "Fount  qfjoyr 

Foi'NT  of  all  our  joy  and  peace. 
To  thy  living  waters  lead  me: 

Thou  from  earth  my  soul  release, 
And  with  grace  and  mercy  feed 

Bless  thy  Word  that  it  may  prove 

Rich  in  fruits  that  thou  dost  l(n*e. 

2  Hence  all  care,  all  vanity. 
Fur  the  day  to  God  is  holy : 

Come,  thouj^lorious  Maieiit>\ 

Deign  to  ml  this  temple  lowly ; 
Naught  to-day  my  soul  shall  move. 
Simply  resting  in  thy  love. 

3  Let  me  with  my  heart  to-day, 
Holy,  Holy.  Holy,  singing. 

Rapt  awhile  from  earth  away, 

All  my  soul  to  thee  up-springini^, 
Have  a  foretaste  intv  given 
How  they  worship  thee  in  heav 


This  hymn  is  a  portion  of  the  pr© 
one.    The  German  original  being  too  k 
ordinary  use,  it  has  been  necessary  to 
it,  and  omit  one  stanza.    The  piece  wa* 
ten  in  17 14.  and  designed  for  morning 
on  Sundays. 
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Morning^  Praise.  lis,  5. 

the  shade  of  night  is  now  recedinff, 
with  splendors  fair  the  dawn  is  glowing:, 

^ent  hearts,  oh,  let  us  all  implore  nim — 

Icr  Almighty : 

e,  our  God,  will  look  on  us  in  pity, 
nigth  for  weakness,  grant  us  his  salvation. 
I  a  Father's  pure  anfection  give  us 
>ry  eternal. 

race,  oh,  grant  us,  Godhead  Ever-blessed, 
r,  Sun,  and  Holy  Ghost  in  union, 
raises  be  through  earth's  most  distant  regions 
er  resounding ! 

1  three  Latin  manuscripts  of  the  elev- 
ntury,  now  in  the  British  Museum,  we 
lat  the  original  of  the  hymn  we  quote, 
'Viw  noctis  tcnuatur  umbrae  was  writ- 

St.  Ciregory  the  Great,  the  famous 
ho  sent  St.  Augustine  on  his  mission 
ain  to  convert  the  savage  islanders, 
iglish  version  is  the  work  of  Dr.  Ray 
,  who  gave  it  to  the  singing  public  in 
I  Hymns  of  the  Church,  In  this  in- 
t  seems  as  if  the  translator  had  been 

an  experiment  in  reducing  the  meas- 
l  form  of  the  mediaeval  hymn  to  the 
1  of  our  vernacular  meter.  He  has 
Ml  excellent  success;  for  the  whole 
5  so  musical  that  we  hardly  observe  it 
leless. 

Through  the  Day.  ii«,  5. 

4G  before  thee,  I<*t  our  hymn  go  upwards, 
as  the  sunshine  breaking  from  the  darkness, 
k-e  implore  to  ^uard  us  on  our  journey, 
^rd  God  Almighty. 

d  us  in  toil  when  fainting  in  the  noonday, 
us  reposing  under  evening  shadows, 
us  when  midnight  walks  abroad  in  heaven, 
^rd  God  Almighty. 

".  dread  foe  assail  us  with  temptation, 
IS,  O  Lord,  and  save  us  from  his  danger, 
ep  uspure,  oh,  lea<l  us  to  thy  presence, 
..ordGod  Almighty. 

S  to  thee,  O  Father  Everlasting ! 
.0  thee,  ()  Son  and  Holy  Spirit  I 
three  persons,  infinite,  unchanging! 
^ord  God  .Mmighty. 

John  Duke  Coleridge  was  bom  in 
nd  educated  at  Eton  and  Oxford.  He 
lied  to  the  Bar  in  1847,  and  after  being 
er  of  Portsmouth  from  1855  to  1865, 
ime  a  member  of  Parliament  for  Exc- 
he  latter  year.  In  1868  he  was  ap- 
1  Solicitor-Cicneral,  in  1871  Attomcy- 
1,  and  Lord  Chief  Justice  of  England, 
nown  as  a  poft  by   the   hymn  here 

which  is  one  of  several  wntten  orig- 
3r  private  use  in  his  own  family,  and 
ed  in  Thrinj^'s  Collection,  1880.  -They 
excellent  as  to  cause  regret  that  he  had 
n  known  earlier  in  this  lield,  and  given 
►roof  of  his  power  to  aid  in  the  praises 


of  God*s  house.  It  would  arrest  the  attention 
of  almost  every  student  of  habits  and  forms 
of  worship  that  the  English  people  notice  set 
hours  and  fixed  divisions  of  time  in  their  de- 
votions more  than  we  do  in  the  United  States. 

02  Evening  Praise.  us.  5. 

'Mid  evening  shadows  let  us  all  be  watching, 
Ever  in  nnlms  our  deep  devotion  waking, 
And  witn  one  voice  hymns  to  the  Lord,  the  Saviour, 
Sweetly  be  singing. 

3  That  to  the  holv  King  our  songs  ascending, 
We  wofthily,  with  all  bis  saints,  may  enter 
The  heavenly  temple,  joyfully  partaking 

Life  everlasting. 


This  grace,  <^,  grant  as,  Godhead  Ever-ble8s6d, 
v^f  Father,  Son.  and  Holv  Ghost  in  anion, 
Whose  pniMS  be  through  earth's  most  distant  regions 
Ever  resounding ! 


?>f^ 


Another  hymn  of  St.  Gregory  the  Great, 
" Nocie  surgenies  vigiUmus  omfus**  fur- 
nished the  text  from  which  Dr.  Ray  Palmer 
made  the  translation  now  before  us.  Like 
the  Ecce  jam  noctis  tenuatur  umlfra^  it  is 
now  to  be  found  in  the  British  Museum  in 
three  eleventh  century  manuscripts,  and  also 
in  a  Spanish  Breviary  of  the  same  date.  Dr. 
Palmer's  hymn,  although  written  in  1869, 
was  not  published  untu  later.  It  can  be 
found  in  his  Poems,  1876.  Here  again  be 
has  forced  his  Muse  to  follow  the  Latin  con- 
struction of  the  verses,  and  has  denied  his 
ear,  usually  so  fond  of  the  melody  of  musi- 
cal sound,  and  so  felicitous  in  securing  it 
gracefully,  the  pleasure  of  rhymes  at  the  end 
of  the  lines.  To  compensate  for  this  loss  he 
has  chosen  his  words,  arranged  his  allitera- 
tions, and  fashioned  his  cadences,  with  ex- 
quisite skill.  The  page  upon  which  these 
two  hymns  of  Dr.  Palmer  for  Morning  and 
Evening  occur,  with  that  of  Chief  Justice 
Coleridge  between  them  for  Mid-day.  afford 
a  fine  study  of  the  rhythmical  power  of  our 
mother-tongue. 


Rest  at  EvenHde.  L.  M. 

At  even,  when  the  sun  was  set, 
The  sick,  O  Lord,  around  thee  lay ; 

Oh.  in  what  diveia  pains  they  met  I 
Ob,  with  what  joy  they  went  away ! 

a  Once  more  t  is  eventide,  and  we 
OpprcMcd  with  various  iUs  draw  near: 

Whitt  if  thy  form  we  cannot  see  ? 
We  know  and  feel  that  thou  art  here. 

3  O  Sftvloar  Christ,  oar  woes  dispel : 
For  aome  are  sick,  and  some  are  aad. 

And  aome  have  never  loved  thee  well. 
And  aome  have  lost  the  love  they  had. 

4  And  aome  have  found  the  world  is  vain, 
Yet  from  the  world  they  break  not  free. 

And  some  have  friends  who  give  them  pain. 
Yet  have  not  sought  a  frieiid  in  thee. 
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And  none,  O  Lord,  have  perfect  rest, 
For  none  are  wholly  free  Ironi  sin  ; 
And  they  who  fain  wonld  ser\e  thee  best, 
Are  conscious  most  of  wrong  within. 

6  O  Saviour  Christ,  thou  too  art  man ; 
Thou  hast  been  troubled,  tempted,  tried  ; 

Th)-  kind  but  searching:  {;lance  can  scan 
The  very  wounds  that  shame  would  hide. 

7  Thy  touch  has  still  its  ancient  power ; 
No  word  from  thee  can  fruitless  fall ; 

Hear  in  this  solemn  eveninf^  hour. 
And  in  thy  mercy  heal  us  all. 

Rev.  Henry  TwelLs,  M.  A.,  was  bom  in 
1823.  and  graduated  at  St.  Peter's  College, 
Cambridge,  in  1848.  He  took  Holy  Orders 
the  following  year,  and  was  successively  Cu- 
rate of  Great  Borkamsted,  Sub-Vicar  of 
Stratford-on-Avon,  Rector  of  Baldock,  Herts, 
and  of  Waltham-on-the- Wolds,  besides  hold- 
ing the  position  of  Master  in  two  schools.  In 
1884  he  became  an  Honorarv*  Canon  of  Peter- 
borough Cathedral.  He  is  the  author  of  sev- 
eral excellent  contributions  to  the  collections, 
the  finest  being  the  favorite  evening  hymn 
quoted  above.  It  was  written  for  the  Appen- 
dix to  Hymns,  Ancient  and  Afodern,  1868, 
and  has  since  been  included  in  nearly  every 
English  collection  published.  The  opening 
line  has  Ixicn  subjected  to  several  changes,  its 
original  form  being  "  At  even  ere  the  sun  was 
set."  The  substitution  of  '*u'/ien''  is  gen- 
erally accepted  as  the  better  version,  because 
of  the  unlawfulness  with  the  Jews  of  a  gath- 
ering of  diseased  persons  before  the  sun  had 
gone  down  and  the  Sabbath  ended. 

1 28  Looking  away.  C.  M. 

Hail,  trannuil  hour  of  dosing:  day ! 

BcRone,  ilisturbinK  raro ; 
And  look,  my  soul,  fn)m  earth,  away 

To  him  wlio  ht-areth  pniycr. 

2  How  swtft  the  tear  of  penitence 

Before  his  throne  of  Krace! 
While  to  the  roiurite  spirit's  sense 

He  shows  his  smiliiiv;  fate. 

,<  How  sweet,  ilinju^h  loijjf-remembere<!  years. 

His  null  i'-s  In  retail. 
Ami.  piess.-rl  with  wants  and  ^rief  and  fears, 

To  trust  his  love  for  all ! 

%  Howswei-t  to  liMik  in  thoughtful  hope 

H'-Miiul  iliis  fa<liiitr  sky, 
Ami  lie-ar  him  rail  his  i  hildren  up 

To  his  fair  honn'  <iii  hi)^h  I 

s  Calmly  the  day  forsakes  our  heaven 

To  tiawii  hevoiHJ  the  west  ; 
Si»  lit  mv  soul  in  litt-s  last  even 

kttire  to  j^lorious  n-st. 

In  1S45  the  (icncral  .Association  of  the 
Conv^rc'^ational  Church  in  Connecticut  ap- 
]>()intcd  a  comiiiittce  in  comj^ilc  P.Mi/nis  and 
Hymns  for  Chn\titin  Cs,  tuid  Worship.  Of 
this  Dr.  Leonard  Hacon  was  the  associate  of 
Dr.  \\.  r.  Kitch.  The  book  was  published 
that   ^anie   year,  and   in  it  aPjX'ared  the  j^iece 


before  us.  It  was  intended  to  take  th 
of  that  in  the  Village  Hymms,  1824,  edi 
Rev.  Dr.  Nettleton,  which  was  wrin 
Mrs.  Phoebe  H.  BrouTi,  *•  I  love  t( 
awhile  away."  The  jealous  evangelist  s 
unwilling  to  part  with  his  treasures,  a 
nied  the  use  of  his  copyright.  Dr.  Bac 
back  upon  his  genius  tor  invention  to 
the  lack.  He  "  imitated  "  what  he  des 
much ;  and  he  went  so  close  to  the  ma 
copied  that  sometimes  his  success  ha 
considered  nearly  a  plagiarism.  The 
furnished  by  a  collocation  of  "day* 
*•  away,"  and  of  *'  care  "  with  "  prayer 
exact  reproduction  of  the  sentiment  t 
stanza  and  line ;  the  sameness  of  meti 
movement — these  quite  satisfied  the  n 
the  New  England  singers,  and  duly  a 
ished  the  sainted  Nettleton  that  he  mu 
grow  churlish,  for  he  was  among  his 
friends  all  the  time.  This  same  proce 
repeated  in  the  case  of  Mrs.  Hyde's 
commencing  **  Dear  Saviour,  if  these 
should  stray ; "  and  Dr.  liacon  prepa 
substitute  for  it  the  one  he  printed  in  its 
**  O  God  of  Abraham,  ever  sure."  But 
lar  sentiment  never  surrendered  ius  fa« 
still  some  collections  admitted  both  of 
and  then  sung  the  originals  on  preferent 

1 32  Twilight  Prayer.  7s 

Thr  hours  of  day  are  over. 

The  evening  calls  us  home  ; 
Onctf  more  to  thee.  O  Father. 

With  thankful  hearts  we  come; 
For  all  thy  countless  blessings 

We  praise  thy  holy  name. 
And  own  thy  love  unchanKinip, 

Throuf^h  days  and  years  the  sam& 

3  For  this,  O  Lord,  we  bless  thee. 

For  this  we  thank  thee  most, 
The  cleansing  of  the  sinful. 

The  saving  of  the  loot : 
The  Teacher  ever  present. 

The  Friend  for  ever  nigh. 
The  home  prepared  b>' Jesus 

For  us  above  the  sky. 

3  Lord,  gather  all  thy  children 

To  meet  thee  there  at  last. 
When  earthly  tasks  are  ended. 

And  earthhr  days  are  past  * 
With  all  our  dear  cMies  round  us 

In  that  eternal  home. 
Where  death  no  more  shall  part  us. 

And  night  shall  ne\*er  come  I 

Rev.  John  Kllerton  composed  this  ] 
for  his  Hymns  firr  School  and  Bible  Ch 
1858.  We  liave  had  his  picture  engr 
from  a  later  likeness  than  that  which 
ust*d  before.  He  looks  a  trifle  older,  th 
all.  This  first  line  of  the  hymn  used  t( 
"The  hours  of  school  are  m-cr  :**  the  ch 
to  the  word  "  day  "  was  made  by  the  at 
himself  in  the  Church  Hymns  publisher 
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tribute  as  their  theme.  There  is  no  mercy 
anywhere  in  this  world  but  God's.  Men 
never  seem  to  show  it  to  each  other  ;  beasts 
arc  never  known  to  (orgive  an  enemy ;  the 
air,  the  sea,  the  earth,  bring  pestilences,  ship- 
wrecks, and  poisons ;  but  they  never  say 
grace  as  they  devour  men,  women,  and  chil- 
dren. And  there  is  no  proof  o(  even  (.iod's 
mercv  save  in  the  Scriptures ;  the  doctrine  is 
simply  revealed  there  as  a  new  and  alto- 
gether glorious  disclosure.  Once  a  Welsh 
minister,  speaking  of  the  burial  of  Moses, 
said,  "  In  that  burial  not  only  was  the  body 
buried,  but  also  the  grave  and  the  graveyard. 
This  is  an  illustration  of  the  way  in  which 
God's  mercy  buries  sins.  No  one  is  in  the 
funeral  with  Mercy,  and  if  any  should  meet 
her  on  returning  from  the  burial  and  ask  her, 
'  Mercy,  where  didst  thou  bury  our  sins?'  her 
answer  would  be,  '  I  do  not  remember.'  " 

146  Tkt  Lord's  Praytr.  S.  M. 


SoLietv  for  I*romiitmi;  Christian  Know- 
!■«  (S  I  (,  K)  I  ondon  1871  It  such 
timents  a\  these  were  inculrated  m  our 
lencan  >*hooli  as  this  song  of  thanks- 
ng  penitence  hope  andpraje  contains, 
re  would  sureh  be  more  though tfuiness 
I  demotion  in  the  hearts  of  insiructors  and 
t\\\  ihin  there  nppears  10  be  now  The 
iropriaiencss  of  such  a  hymn  to  family 
\crs  and  to  eicnmg  worship  generally 
not  be  overlool^ed 

5  TkfLaiiTi  Stfrty  S   M. 


1%  s   ul   »d 
Andimi 

arinff  pleads  th\ 

\rValMn 

<  hrisi  mnplete 
hciustivlnilhn 
men>  sweet 

\\  here  cr 

lh>>ia>nel9bhM 

Khtinllcelirest 
111  ner<i-,ii«t 

1  i^hi  iho. 

I  Kid  Ihni 

:r"»'?5™«fc 

Thv  »ame  be  hnlluwcd  far 
TolheCBllnalmn-iboH'l 

"  Thy  kliiKdiim  come !  Ih] 


While  by  ihy  word,  » 


dark  lenimalinn's  powet. 


James  Montgomery  has  given  us  two  ver- 
sions of  the  Lord's  Prayer,  this  one.  and  an- 
other commencing.  "  Our  heavenly  f-'ather. 
hear  our  prayer."  They  differ  only  in  meter; 
both  are  published  in  the  Christian  Psalm- 
ist. 1 815. 
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Foi  pet/fcl  S-bmis! 


>.  MS  written  bv  Kev  John  Samuel 
\  Monsell  and  published  m  his  H\mns 
■  in,t  lr„f  iV)  It  IS  entitled, 
ne  Merc\  md  these  stanzas  with  a 
in\  as  itiraciue  a.s  it  is  strong  are 
wholly  to  the  celebration  of  that  at- 
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Rev.  Charles  Wesley  has  a  fine  piece  in 
his  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems,  1742,  begin- 
ing,  ••  Jesus,  my  Strength,  my  Hope,"  and 
entitled,  **  A  Poor  Sinner."  Out  of  this  sev- 
eral centos  have  been  constructed  by  the 
selection  of  different  verses,  notably  the  one 
now  before  us,  which  first  appeared  in  Sonj^s 
for  the  Sanctuary,  1865.  The  allusion  is  di- 
rect to  the  parable  of  the  Unjust  Judge,  Luke 
18:1,  and  the  song  inculcates  the  i>ericct  sub- 
mission which  importunate  persistency  in 
prayer  always  brings. 

157  Pfaise  Unceasing.  P.  M. 

Christ,  to  thee,  with  God  the  Father, 

And,  C)  Holy  (ihost.  to  thee, 
Hymn,  and  rhant,  and  hieh  thanksgiving, 

And  unwearied  praises  ne. 
Honor,  gIor>',  and  dominion, 

And  eternal  victory. 
Evermore  and  evermore. 

2  O  ye  heights  of  heaven,  adore  him ; 
Atigel-hosih.,  his  praises  sing  : 

All  dominions,  bow  before  him. 

And  extol  our  Go<l  and  King : 
Let  no  tongue  on  earth  be  silent. 

Every  voice  in  concert  ring. 
Evermore  and  evermore. 

3  Laud  and  honor  to  the  Father, 
Laud  and  honor  to  the  Son, 

Lau<l  and  honor  to  the  Spirit. 

Ever  Three  and  ever  One : 
Consubslantial,  co-ctemal. 

While  unending  ages  run, 
Evermore  and  evermore ! 

In  practical  use  it  was  found  necessary'  to 
divide  the  version  of  Rev.  John  Mason  Neale, 
I).  D.,  given  us  of  the  ancient  hymn,  ''Corde 
Silt  us  ex  Parentis^  into  three  parts,  two  of 
whirh  are  somewhat  familiar  in  the  churches 
already.  This  portion  is  made  up  of  three 
stanzas  not  neccssar)-  to  the  theme  of  the 
incarnation,  but  useful  as  a  hymn  of  general 
praise,  set  to  the  old  tune  for  the  congrega- 
tion to  sing  in  unison,  as  was  probably  the 
custom  long  ago.  The  doxolog)*  is  by  Sir 
llcnrv  Williams  Baker. 

1 80  Psalm  92.  7S.  t). 

Thot  \vh«»  ait  enthroned  aho\e. 
Thou  l>y  whom  we  live  atui  m«»ve  ! 
( )h.  liuw  sweet,  with  j<»>  ful  tongue. 
Tn  rts«»uii(l  thy  praise  in  song  ! 
Swvet  Ihf  (lay  «»t  sacred  rest, 
Wlu.ri  (KviinoM  fills  the  breast. 
Whvn  wc  iKvcll  within  thy  house. 
Hear  tin  wnrd,  ;iri«l  pay  our  v(»ws. 

2  From  ihv  w<»iks  «>ur  jovs  arise, 
<)  tlinii  oiilv  )^;o<m1  :»n<l  wise; 
Who  thy  woihU-is  (.an  derl.iie? 
H«>w  prol«»uiul  thy  i  ounsels  are  ! 
Warm  «»iir  hearts  with  sacrtnl  fire; 
('. fateful  fervors  still  inspire; 
All  our  jMiwets.  with  all  their  might, 
IC\er  in  thv  praise  unite. 

(icori^e  Sandys,  son  of  the  Archbishop  of 
York,  was  born  at  Hishopthorpe  Palace,  York, 


in  1 577,  and  educated  at  Oxford.  A 
graduation  he  spent  some  years  in  ti 
Europe  and  Asia,  and  a  book  contaii 
account  of  his  curious  exp>enences  ws 
lished  by  him  on  his  return  in  161 5.  1 
visited  America,  where  for  a  time  he  1 
position  of  Treasurer  of  the  British  C< 
Virginia.  Later,  when  he  was  again 
land,  he  became  a  Gentleman  of  th 
Chamber  of  Charles  I.  His  death  o 
at  Bexley  Abbey,  Kent,  in  March,  164 
sides  his  volumes  of  travel,  Mr.  Sand 
lished  several  paraphrases  founded 
Psalms  and  other  portions  of  the  Bil 
these  about  eight  poems  are  still  in 
use,  the  version  of  the  ninety-second 
given  here  being  one  his  best  efforts. 

181  "  -£■*"-'*  (^^d  H^avenr 

From  the  vast  and  vail^  throne. 

Round  the  Father's  heav<Mily  ttanoi 
Swells  the  everlasting  song: 

Glor>-  be  to  God  alone ! 
Round  Immanuel's  cross  of  pain 

Mortal  men,  in  trib€»i  unknown, 
Sing  to  him  who  once  was  slain : 

GTor>'  be  to  God  alone ! 

2  Blend,  ye  raptured  songs,  in  one. 

Men  redeemed,  your  Father  own; 
Angels,  worship  ye  the  Son : 

Glor>-  be  to  God  alone ! 
Spirit,  't  is  within  thy  H£:ht, 

Streaming  far  from  cross  and  thra 
Earth  and  heaven  their  song:s  unite: 

Glor>-  be  to  God  alone  ! 

One  of  the  most  beautiful  of  the  c 
tions  of  Dr.  Herx-ey  Doddridge  Gai 
Presbyterian  pastor  of  St.  Louis,  and 
cient  Secretar)'  of  the  Board  for  Coli 
Chicago,  who  died  so  lately  that  the 
still  mourns.  It  is  entitled  in  Hym 
Songs  of  Praise,  1 874,  where  it  first  a( 
••  Adoration  of  the  Heavenly  Hosts." 
written  in  1872. 

215  Inspiration. 

Gon  of  the  prophets*  power! 

God  of  the  gospel's  sound ! 
Move  glorious  on — send  out  thy  voice 

To  all  the  nations  round. 

a  With  hearts  and  lips  unfeigned. 
We  bless  thee  for  thy  word ; 

We  praise  thee  for  the  joyful  news 
Which  our  glad  ears  have  heard. 

3  Oh,  may  we  treasure  well 
The  counsels  that  we  hear. 

Till  righteousness  and  holy  joy 
In  all  our  hearts  a|^>ear. 

4  Water  the  sacred  seed. 
And  give  it  large  increase; 

May  neither  fowls,  nor  rocks,  nor  thor 
Prevent  the  fruits  of  peace. 

5  And  though  we  sow  in  tears, 
Our  souls  at  last  shall  come, 

And  gather  in  our  sheave*  with  joy 
At  heaven's  great  hanreat-home. 


CLOSE  OF  SERVICE. 


1  in  its  orJKinal  form  was  written  by 
John  Cennick.  the  Moravian  minister, 
ubiished  in  his  Saered  Hymns  for  the 
■fit  of  lioii  in  the  Days  of  Ikeir  Pil- 
t,'!'.  1741.  Many  changes  have  been 
in  ils  phraseology,  and  the  stanzas  now 
us  iimsiitute  a  cenio.  selected  from 
e  verses  of  eight  lines  of  which  the  po- 
nsists.  It  is  a  good  hymn  for  use  alter 
ourse  upon  Divine  Inspiration,  as  well 


Rev.  Chandler  Robbins.  D.  U..  was  bom  in 
Lynn,  Mass.,  Kebmarv  14,  1810,  his  oncestoni 
for  three  generations  naving  been  discinKuish- 
ed  clergymen.  He  graduatnl  at  Harvard  Col- 
lege in  1829,  and  at  the  IJivinity  School  in 
1833,  beinjf  ordained  at  once  to  the  charge  of 
the  Secona  Unitarian  Church  in  Boston,  the 
pulpit  formerly  occupied  by  Ralph  Waldo 
Emerson.  In  this  position  he  remained  until 
he  resigned  in  1874,  having  held  various  pub- 
lic offices  during  the  lime.  He  published  a 
number  of  books  of  sermons  and  several  me- 
moira.  In  the  department  of  bymnology  he 
edited  two  collections,  but  he  is  known  as  an 
original  writer  of  a  few  poems  which  ha\'e 
proved  jxipular.  The  one  quoted  here  ap- 
peared in  Rev.  Dr.  Ellis'  Psa/mt  and  Hymns 
for  the  Samctuary.  184;.  Dr.  Robbins  died 
at  Weston.  Maw.,  September  1 1.  1882. 
230  Pulmty.i.  at.?,. 

HsAVBHLV  Shepherd.  Kuide  ui.  Iced  lu, 
Throufth  our  HlirriDun  below. 

And  bsrdclhc  oalnilwl  ui 
Where  Ihy  BxV  lejotcing  go. 


Never. 


e»tiiwoniv«,th)- great 

redttmli 

.ghive. 

■thb.Ai>-'jMr«,.wepray 
nw  let  iiut  heorw  h>-  sin 

i«,  Kive 

1  be  pardoned; 
«^o  cheer, 

ui  holy  ftsr. 

r  dity  »  done,  and  all  ill  labors  ended, 
c  ihua.  0  Lord,  OUT  visry  ryes  in  Rnitle  sleep : 
yweeverhehytheedefchdid-                ^ 
may  Ihy  Kuardian  angels  round  UI  vlnil  ke*p  1 

nRinlhyslni'iiKihloriM 

llhe^sliobln-^ISavi 
Iwell  with  Ihee  in  iliai  1 

powers,  and  make  us 
randRrmtthemonilnR 

^dtoE; 

1  which  know* 

i  hymn  appeared  in  TAe  Qunvr,  June. 
»S  WTittcn  by  Kev.  William  James  Fox- 
A..  B.  Mus.  (London).  The  words  and 
are  by  the  same  authitr.  We  were 
by  the  dignity  and  beauty  of  both.  The 
nan  hM  contributed  before  to  the  mag- 
,  songs,  tunes,  and  poems  of  real  origin- 
ind  Viilue.  Me  is  a  ckrg)man  of  the 
tidf  Rngland.  aMhmrCanon  ofCanter* 
Cathedral,  rcsidinj;  in  the  Precincts. 

Lr>.  Ihe  dav  <>f  retl  derlineth. 


Rev,  John  Bickersleth.  M.  A.,  was  bom  at 
Kirkby>Lonsdale.  England.  June  19,  i78i,and 
educated  at  Cambridge.  He  took  Holy  Or- 
ders soon  after  his  graduation,  and  was  ap- 
pcMnted  Vicar  of  Acton,  Suffolk,  afterwards 
becoming  Rector  of  Sapcote,  Leicestershire, 
where  he  died  October  2,  1855.  Two  of  his 
family  became  prominent  in  the  English 
Church,  the  Dean  of  Lichfield  being  his 
second  son.  and  the  Bishop  of  Ripon  bis 
fourth.  Mr.  Bickersteth  wrote  a  number  of 
lyric  poems,  which  were  published  in  his 
Psalmt  and  Hymns.  Seltcttd  and  Rei'istd  for 
Public,  Social,  Family,  or  Secret  ftcj'otioM, 
i8i9,and  afterward  included  in  ttie  CAristian 
Psalmo^  of  his  brottier.  Rev.  Edward  Bick- 
ersleth. ThroUfi^h  the  latter  book  they  at- 
tained a  wide  circulation.  Of  them  an  ttw 
one  quoted  here  is  probably  the  best  known. 

Book  of  rnxt  and  book  of  jrkiri'  I 

Ci<\  or  God  to  wie  and  youib. 
Wondrous  is  thy  surred  Hnr>'. 

BriRirt,  biighl  with  Irath. 

1  Book  <]f  love !  in  a«-m1>,  tender 

SpeakiniunloHichuwe: 
Mat  It  lead  ui,  tvrd,  to  render 


[HK  U>RD  JESUS  CHRIST. 


watchfulness  and  zeal.  Of  poetry  t 
imbibed  a  little  from  Cowper ;  but"  it. 
was.  first  and  last,  his  chief  dclighL 


4  Book  uf  hfv !  whcii  wt?  Tvposiiij 

Bid  larewcll  to  friEiitl'.  wc  lnvc, 

Give  aa.  for  Ihe  lifi!  thvii  closinii. 


SS.'Sf 


U  Love  of  God  m 


Thomas  MacKcllar  was  born  in  New  York, 

August  12,  1S12,  and  while  yet  a  boy  entered 
the  prinlinj;  (rstablishmcnt  of  J  larpiT  IJmthers. 
He  removed  to  Philadelphia  in  t^a.  and  was 
employed  by  a  firm  of  type-founders,  rising 
gradually  imiil  he  became  a  jurtner  in  the 
limi.  I  le  published  seversd  volumes  of  verse, 
and  quite  a  number  of  his  hynms  are  now  in 
general  use.  The  poem  quoted  alwve  was 
written  in  1841,  and  lirst  published  in  the 
Siindav-Schoorrnion  0>ll<ilii>n  in  ia6o.be- 
inj;  inJludcd  later  in  his  Hymm  •iiui a  /-Wt' 
.W,/ii,,i/  I'iii/m'i.  [MK3.  It  is  easy  to  see  how 
ihis  man,  hiinsi-lf  an  elder  in  the  I 'resbrterian 
Churih  of  Cermanl-.wn.  Thiladelphia.  his 
i,'r.-uidfather  an  elder  In  the  old  Kirk  of  S<-oi- 
lanil,  and  his  mother  a  1  lii};uenol  bv  descent, 
rereiii-d  hi^  love  and  irusl  for  the  Hook  of 
i;ran-  and  ;.;lory.  of  truth  and  love,  of  ho|>e 
^uid  life.  1  If  has  iberished  a  chivalrous  and 
kiiii,'htlv  rt'nard  d^r  the  Word  of  Cod  all  his 
loni;  ,.ml  UM-ful  life.  He  himsi-lf  has  written 
th.it.  ■■  hrciui^ht  up  rm  Venn  and  I)oddridj;e 
and  llunvaii.  In-  wa,'-  imbtii'd  with  the  princi- 
\^W-  ..niff.-.nn,-.  <.f  thcs,-  devout  in.stru.tors 
uniil  ih,  /Mv  ((■,</■  rcailvM'Lmed  to  enter  his 
bl».>d  -r  and  he  has  livci'l  his  entire  hft  with 
this   iii-])iration    always    quiekeninn    him    to 


I  And  thoueh  we  inin  u*  Ihnn  Uqr  &n 
And  wiuiderwidvand  loof, 

O  Love  of  God  moit  strcuif ! 

3  Tbf  iiaddened  hvan,  Ihe  ratios  tat 
Thv  loit.woT]i  frame  and  mind, 

Alike  confess  thyswRt  contiol, 
U  I.oviTor  Cod  most  kind  1 

4  And  filled  atid  (luickened  by  lfa>-  (m 

ToTi^t-rsiiSand  ^rand'dUtb, 
O  Love  of  God,  to  lh«  I 

Miss  Eliui  Scuddcr.  who  is  a  aiece 
Dr.  E.  II.  Sears,  well  known  for  1 
Christma.-^  hymns,  was  bom  in  BoaUMi 
Noveml>er  14,  1821,  and  is  at  prcaoi 
in  Salem.  Although  at  lirst  a  Uniua 
has  since  l>econie  a  member  of  the  E 
Church.  Miss  Scudder  has  written  a 
of  hynins.  which  are  widely  known  aa 
valued.  The  one  Rii-en  alx>i-e.  althoiq 
1852.  first  appeared  in  Rev.  Ur.  Sea 
lures  of  the  OMni  Time,  as  sAffum 
Fortunes  of  a  Family  0/  Pilerims,  li 
this  was  afterward  mcluded  in  the 
collection  known  as  Hymns  I'f  tHe 
1864. 


348 


I  r»r  c 


r*r  Song  <^  Ihr  AiKfts. 

II  i.im.iiKMrn  of  Bethlehem, 

HiM'siillweseethnlicI 
.MM<t<.-ihv  d«p  and  dreamlcH  tlcq) 

Thi- silent  BUm  go  by; 
Yet  ill  ihv  dark  slrnls  sbincth 

Thei-verUslinKl.igbl; 
Tilt  li.ijirs  aiid  fears  of  all  the  yc«n 

.\renielmllieeto-mKhl. 

1  bom  of  Mary ; 
Kaincred  all  above, 
niiirtals  idevp,  the  angels  keep 
r  wall h  of  wondcrinit  lo\e. 

mrm  the'balyl^nh  I 

raisn  sing  to  Gnd  the  King, 

'  silenlly.  how  silently, 
uondrnuK  gin  li  |[ivcn  1 
I  impanit  tn  human  heam 


The  ddarChrin  rtitcrt  In. 
4  0  holy  CbikI  of  BMhIehcm  1 


LIFE  AND  CHARACTER. 


SOS 


I  man  or  woman  of  the  humblest  sort 
ally  be  slronj;,  pure,  and  good  without 
irld  btini;  the  better  [or  it.  without 
ridy  being  helped  and  comforted  by 
rj'  existcmt  of  this  (tfHKlncss."  The 
trodmtion  to  our  note  loncerning  T)r. 
n  lirooks.  the  aulhiir  of  this  hymn,  is 
lot.ition  from  one  of  his  own  public 
Ki-s.  The  air  is  hardly  still  yet  which 
en  stirred  by  the  voices  of  sorrow  more 
uUy  through  all  our  American  corn- 
's than  for  >ears  before.  The  death  of 
eat  and  kind  man  brought  his  life  into 
He  was  "pure  and  good,"  and  he 
d  and  c<)mfiiried,"  and  the  world  is 
for  it. 
I'hillips  Brooks.  I>.  D.,  was  born  De- 
■  13.  1M35.  in  Boston.  Mass.  He  was 
luate  of  Har\aril  College.  185J,  and 
hat  institution  went  to  the  Episcopal 
gical  Semin.iry  in  .Mexandria.  Va.  In 
:  was  ordained  and  settled  as  rector  of 
I'hiladclphia. 


lOved  in  H„^:t.in 
:>f  Trimly  Chur 


metropolis.  His  superb  presence,  his  cap- 
tivating graces  of  manner,  his  thrilling  elo- 
quence* nis  profound  scholarship,  won  the 
admiration  of  the  most  cultured  Uostonians, 
while  his  spiritual  fenor  and  the  tremendous 
energy  of  the  whole  man  made  him  loved 
and  honored  by  every  one. 

There  for  twentv-two  years  he  preached, 
and  his  fame  ran  over  the  worid.  Then  in 
1891  he  was  elected  Bishop  of  the  diocese  of 
Massachusetts.  Hea\7  work  followed :  great 
success  was  achieved.  Then  the  end  came 
suddenly.  At  the  supreme  height  of  his  use- 
fulness and  popularity  he  died  January  23, 
1893.     "  Dit-u  seui  lit jrraiiil .'" 

This  one  hymn,  which  has  now  found  its 
way  into  several  prominent  collections,  was 
written  for  Trinity  Sunday-school  about  1880. 
printed  on  a  leaflet,  and  for  a  while  passed 
as  anonymous.  Dales  ha\e  ne\'er  been  af- 
fixed to  it;  makers  of  sheet-music  look  it  up 
and  sung  it  as  a  song.  The  author  never 
had  any  care  of  his  fugitive  pieces,  and  the 
world  did  what  it  pleased  with  them.  The 
hymn  is  beautiful,  and  the  world  offers  its 
thanks. 


W 


And  Hclv  Spini,  »'ci  One. 
VmichMr*  HI  hiiiiK  us  hv  ihy  gntt 
To  »*  Ihy  kIoo  ice  lo  fact. 

The  authorship  of  this  hymn  has  remained 
unknown  ;  the  Latin  original  was  included  in 
the  Sarum  Brri'iary  among  the  poems  desig- 
nated for  use  on  the  festival  of  the  Transfig- 
uration. It  is  also  found  in  a  manuscript  of 
the  tifteenih  century.  .\  translation  made  by 
Rev.  Dr.  John  Mason  Nealclor  the  enlarged 
edition  of  the  Hymnal  Xoted  in  1 854.  began 
with  the  line,  "  A  type  of  those  bright  rays  on 
high."  This  was  altered  to  the  present  form 
in  1S61  by  the  compilers  of  Hymns,  Ancitnt 
and  Modern,  and  it  has  since  been  widely 
used.  The  Scripture  reference  of  this  very 
useful  piece  is  10  Luke  9 :  28-36, 
384  Jmi' Mnailti.  C.  M.  D. 


ire  briRhxr  lh> 

ihe™nheKlo»- 

ilh  shiniHK  lace 
III  delK>>!<  1°  nu 
t  Rion  Shall  be 

d  foilhliil  hcan 

arr  ^li^<«l  on  hij| 
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THE   LORD  JESUS  CHRIST. 


The  palsied  rise  in  freedom  strong. 

The  dumh  men  talk  and  sing. 
And  from  blind  eyes,  benighted  long, 

Bright  beams  of  morning  spring. 

2  Oh,  where  is  he  that  trod  the  sea? 
'T  is  only  he  can  save  : 

To  thousands  hungering  wearily, 

A  wondrous  meal  he  irave  ; 
Full  soon,  celestially  (ed, 

Their  plente<.ms  f«x)d  the>-  take ; 
'T  was  springtide  when  he  blest  the  bread, 

'T  was  harvest  when  he  brake. 

3  Oh,  where  is  he  that  trod  the  sea? 
My  soul !  the  Lord  is  here  ; 

Let  all  thy  fears  be  hushe<l  in  thee, 

And  leap,  and  look,  and  hear. 
Thy  utmost  needs  he  'II  satisfy  : 

Art  thou  diseased  or  dumb? 
Or  dost  thou  in  thy  hunger  cry  ? 

Behold  thy  Helpier  come! 

Amonje^  the  hymns  by  Rev.  Thomas  Toke 
Lynch  which  he  pubHshed  in  his  book  called 
T/ir  Rh'uiit :  a  Contribution  to  Sacred  Sont^, 
1855,  we  find  this  poem.  It  is  marked  by  the 
freshness  and  felicity  of  expression  which  char- 
acterize most  of  his  writings,  and  is  a  pictur- 
esque summing  up  of  the  miracles  wTought 
by  Christ  during  his  earthly  life.  Where 
there  is  a  needy  soul,  he  is  still  at  hand  with 
undiminished  power  to  help.  Sometimes 
there  is  a  wish,  almost  a  cr)'  of  one's  heart, 
for  the  personal  presence  of  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ :  "  If  he  were  here  we  might  be 
better !"  This  is  what  is  rebuked  by  the 
apostle,  Romans  10:6-8.  The  hymn  before 
us  makes  reply  :  "  .My  soul !  the  Lord  is  here." 

393  Lovfd  f'nsrtn.—/  PrL  i  :«.  L.  M.  61. 

\Vh  saw  thee  not  when  thou  didst  come 
To  this  poor  world  of  sin  and  death, 

Xor  e'er  beheld  thy  cottage  home 
In  that  cli*spis<;d  N.i/areth  : 

But  we  believe  thy  f<M>tNteps  trod 

Us  streets  and  plains,  thou  Son  of  God. 

2  We  did  not  see  thee  lifted  hiRh. 
Amid  that  \\\U\  and  savage  crew  : 

Nor  heard  ihv  meek,  imploring  cr>-. 

"  I-'oryive,  Ihev  know  nf»t  what  they  do!" 
Vet  we  believe  the  deed  was  dr)ne. 
Which  sh«»ok  the  earth  and  vailed  the  sun. 

3  We  stood  not  by  the  etnpty  tomb. 
Win-rein  thv  sacred  bodv  lay  ; 

Nor  >at  within  tluil  iip|»er  room. 
Nor  met  tliee  in  the  opctJ  wa>  : 
But  we  ht  lievi-  tlial  anijcls  said. 
"  Wbv  seek  the  liviiiv;  w  ilh  the  deaf!  ?" 

4  We  did  n'>t  mark  the  chosen  few  . 

When  tliou  didst  throm;h  the  «loufls  ascend, 
I'iisi,  Htt  li>  heaven  their  wondering  view, 

Tluti  to  tile  earth  all  jirosiratr  ben<l ; 
N'l-t  wf  luli«\e  that  inmlal  e>es 
r.eheld  ihee  taken  li»  the  skies. 

s  And  now  that  thou  dost  reign  on  high, 
And  lln-iK  e  thv  waitinv:  t>eoi)le  bless. 

No  i.'iv  oii;li»r\  iroin  the  sk\ 
Doth  shine  ni>on  oiir  wihieniess: 

Hut  we  helii've  thy  laithlul  word. 

Ami  linsl  in  onr  redeemin)*:  Lord. 


Scarcely  any  modem  hymn  has  und 
as  many  changes  as  the  one  before ' 
first  appeared  anonymously  in  1834  in 
from  the  ValUy,  a  collection  of  sacred 
compiled  by  the  daughters  of  an  I 
clergyman.  Two  years  later  it  was 
lished  in  a  periodical,  with  the  si{ 
*'  Anne  R.  Kirton-Lindsey."  The  fit 
was, "  We  have  not  seen  thy  footsteps 
and  the  poem  was  announced  to  be  lli 
of  Mrs.  Anne  Richter,  wife  of  an  ] 
clergyman  living  at  that  time  as  Cha| 
the  County  Jail  at  Kirton-Lindscy,  L 
shire.  An  adaptation  of  the  eight 
was  made  in  1838  by  Rev.  J.  H.  Gun 
Rev.  H.  J.  Buckoll  to  fit  it  for  chun 
then  in  1850  it  was  recast  by  the  latter 
man  alone.  The  present  form  is  the  \ 
Rev.  John  Hampden  Gurney.  and  a| 
in  his  Psalms  and  Hymns  jfar  Publi 
ship,  1 85 1.  The  poem  has  been  so 
changed  by  him  as  to  be  virtually  an  < 
composition,  only  the  general  idea  a 
refrain,  **  Hut  we  believe,"  are  retained. 
centos  from  Mr.  Gurney *s  work  have 
their  way  into  the  various  collections,  a 
to  the  difficulty  of  tracing  the  original 

394  Light,  Way,  Ttuth,  Life. 

O  LIGHT  whose  beams  illumine  all 
From  twilight  dawn  till  perfect  day. 

Shine  thou  before  the  sha<low»  £ill 
That  lead  our  wandering  feet  astray  : 

At  morn  and  eve  thy  radiance  pour. 

That  youth  may  love  and  age  adore. 

2  ()  Way,  through  whom  our  souls  draw  oc 
To  yon  etcnial  home  of  peace, 

WlK-re  perfect  love  shall  cast  out  fear. 

And  earth's  vain  toil  and  wandering  cea» 
In  slreiiKth  or  weakness  may  we  see 
Our  heavenward  path,  O  Lord,  through  the 

3  O  Truth,  before  whose  shrine  we  bow. 
Thou  priceless  pearl  for  all  who  seek. 

To  thee  our  earliest  strength  we  vow. 

Thy  love  will  bless  the  pure  and  meek  : 
When  dreams  or  mists  beguile  our  sight. 
Turn  thou  our  darkness  into  light. 

4  ()  Life,  the  well  that  ever  flows 

To  slake  the  thirst  of  those  who  &int. 
Thv  power  to  bless  what  seraph  knows  ? 

fhv  jov  supreme  what  words  can  paint  ? 
In  earth's  last  hour  of  fleeting  breath 
Be  thou  our  C\>nqueror  over  death. 

5  0  Liijht,  0  Way,  O  Truth,  O  Life. 
( )  Jesus,  bom  mankind  to  save. 

Give  th(»u  ihy  peace  in  deadliest  strife. 

Shell  ihou  thy  calm  on  stormier  wave: 
Be  th«»u  imr  Hope,  our  Joy,  our  Dread, 
Lonl  of  the  living  and  the  dead. 

Amonv:  ^\\^  hymns  written  by  Re 
Edward  Hayes  Plumptre  for  schools  ar 
levjes  this  one  was  published  in  his  Lx 
and  Other  Poems,  1864,  It  was  inclu< 
the  Appendix  to  Hvmns,  Ancient  and 


^ 


'.    1 868.  and  has  become  widelv  popular, 
e  Siripture  rcftrcntt-  is.  Hi  John  14 : 6. 


ASfflS,!:!; 


1'tiv  imajKuf  iliy  (tuikhnul  Ik-tu: 
W11.J  hmkRu-sI  inc  wilh  Uiidir .are 
TliTUUKh  all  my  naniluriiiKs  wiUI  and  tli 
( )  L<n-i;.  I  itive  my^lt  In  llit-c. 
Thine  n  cr,  imly  Ihinir  lu  he. 


II  l.«' 


!^.?ri"'il«'" 


riiinv  » 
3  O  l..,n:  uh..  o.,,-,-  in  tinu-  waM  sbi... 

()V'7^^V^'';'i?'^''^"'''h''^"1'!^*'''llii"'"*'*■ 

fl"ilw"rtm'aTj."'VisMVt..«^"'''' 
l>l.'><.-.rK'vi-nivs,-irt..lhH. 

This  is  one  of  Miss  Catharine  Winkwonh's 
L'  translations  wliii-li  (irst  appeared  in  her 
j-ii  (i',rm,i/i/ai.  iSjH.and  has  estabhshed  it- 
f  in  pipular  favor.  The  original  is  the  work 
Johaiin  Siheffltr.  tlu-  mystic  to  whom  Cer- 
iny  oivfs  so  murh  of  htr  best  religious  pi>- 
V.  and  it  was  printt-d  in  six  sianzas  of  six 
L-s  each  in  his  //.///cr  S,:-t.n/us/.  1657.  It 
'oliitifl  thnt  in  17;:  a  C.erman  missionaiy 
Madras  s.inj;  it  and  was  so  delJKhlcd  wilh 
hal  he  wished  his  native  scholars  to  share 
vith  him.  He  bej-an  to  work  upon  a  Mala- 
r  rendtnnj,'  of  it  the  .same  evening,  and  did 
I  rest  until  he  had  finished  it.  two  hours 
er  midnii;ht.  Mis  version  met  wilh  such 
■cess  ihai  he  translated  more  than  one 
n<lrcd  hj-miis  from  the  <  German,  and  they 
■  still  sung  in  Southern  India. 
9  .Si«u.H«,((W;v„,.,  ;n.5s.  D. 


Ill  ■.ha.l..  th.,,,  ii„hi  nuiri-  Kl-niou'^. 

Thi-^lLicl..«ro?ll,..fn».«. 
Fii  bial  a  wrk  woriii's  Initihto. 


UJilcnMSaiiuur.  Ii('l|i  uh 


.JKhi  ill 
ufGodio' 


Col  John  Hay  was  born  in  .Salem,  Indiana, 
October  «,  1838.  and  inherited  a  love  of  arms 
from  several  generations  of  ancestors  who 
had  served  in  wars  both  in  America  and  Ku- 
rope.  He  was  educated  at  Urown  I'niversity. 
and  graduated  in  185S  with  high  reputation 
"e  was  admitted  to  the  Bar  in 


861 ,  but  he  went  immediaiety  to  Washington 
o  become  President  Lincoln's  secretary  and 
rusted  friend,  1  le  also  acted  as  aide-de-camp. 
and  served  for  simie  months  as  major,  being 
finally  bre\etted  colonel.  Alter  the  war  he 
held  diplomatic  positions  in  I'aris.  ^'ienna.and 
Madrid,  but  came  back  to  resume  literar>- 
work  in  America.  He  has  attained  wiiie  re(h- 
utation  as  an  author,  but  is  only  known  m 
hymnDloj(\-  by  the  fine  poem  which  is  given 
here.  Ilefore  us  lies  a  characteristic  letter 
with  a  bright  scarlet  seal  of  wax,  on  which  U 
stamped  "Quivl  hah,».  />fii,ti-ro."  In  this  he 
says :  '■  I  wrote  the  hymn  several  years  ago— 
because  1  (elt  like  it ;  I  can  say  nothing  more 
intelligible  than  that."  Col.  Hav  resides  in 
Washington,  D.  C. ;  he  has  a  wife  and  four 
children ;  he  is  very  happy ;  his  IJ/f  of  Lin- 
coln is  a  prodigious  success ;  he  attends  se^- 
\ice  in  the  I'resbyierian  Church  of  the  Cov- 

It  is  the  d'H-trinal  suggestion  of  this  piece 
of  poetry  which  gives  it  its  chief  value.  It 
contrasts  the  teaching  of  the  Law  and  the 
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Gospel,  and  presents  them  unaer  the  fij^re 
of  Sinai  and  Caivary :  condemnation  first, 
then  redemption,  full,  free,  and  permanent. 
Take  the  story  of  John  Bunyan's  experience 
as  a  practical  illustration :  "  One  day  as  I  was 
passing  in  the  tield.  fearing  lest  yet  all  was 
not  right,  suddenly  this  sentence  fell  upon  my 
soul :  Thy  righteousness  is  m  hea^'en  ;  and 
methought  withal  I  saw  with  the  eyes  of  my 
soul  Jesus  Christ  at  God's  right  hand ;  there, 
I  say,  as  my  righteousness  ;  so  that  wherever 
1  was,  or  whatever  I  was  a-doing,  God  could 
not  say  of  me.  He  ivants  my  righteousness, 
for  that  was  just  before  him.  I  also  saw, 
moreover,  that  it  was  not  my  good  frame  of 
heart  that  made  my  righteousness  better,  nor 
yet  my  bad  frame  that  made  my  righteous- 
ness worse ;  for  my  righteousness  was  Jesus 
Christ  himself,  the  same  yesterday,  and  to- 
day, and  for  ever.  Now  did  my  chains  fall  off 
my  legs  indeed.  I  was  loosed  from  my  afflic- 
tion and  irons;  my  temptations  also  flew 
away,  so  that  from  that  time  those  dreadful 
Scriptures  of  (xod  left  off  to  trouble  me ;  now 
went  I  also  home  rejoicing  for  the  grace  and 
love  of  God.  So  when  I  came  home  I  looked 
to  tind  that  sentence,  *  Thy  righteousness  is 
in  heaven,'  but  could  not  find  such  a  saying ; 
wherefore  my  heart  began  to  sink  again,  only 
that  was  brought  to  my  remembrance,  *  He  is 
made  unto  us  of  God  wisdom,  and  righteous- 
ness, and  sanctification.  and  redemption.'  By 
this  word  I  saw  the  other  sentence  true.  For 
by  this  Scripture  I  saw  that  the  man  Christ 
Jesus,  as  he  is  distinct  from  us  as  touching 
his  bodily  presence,  so  he  is  our  righteous- 
ness and  sanctification  before  God.  Here, 
therefore.  I  lived  for  some  time  ver\'  sweetly 
at  peace  with  God  through  Christ.  Oh  !  me- 
thought, Christ  I  Christ  I  It  was  glorious  to 
me  to  sec  his  exaltatic^n  and  the  worth  and 
the  prevalcncy  of  all  his  benefits,  and  that 
because  now  I  could  look  from  myself  to  him, 
and  would  reckon  that  all  those  graces  of 
God  that  now  were  green  in  me  were  yet  but 
like  those  cracked  groats  and  fourpence  half- 
pennies that  rich  men  carry  in  their  purses 
when  their  goU!  is  in  their  trunk  at  home. 
<  )h.  I  saw  mv  gold  was  in  my  trunk  at  home ! 
In  Christ  my  Lord  and  Saviour !  Now  Christ 

WAS  ALL." 


420  ^i**  Jf'"''«  at  Grthsrmane. 

Mv  sins,  nn  sins,  nu  Sun  itmr  ! 

riitir  Kuilt  I  never  knew 
Till,  witii  thi-e  iti  the  desert, 

I  near  thv  ]tassi()n  drew  ; 
Till,  with  Ihee  in  the  )far(len, 

I  lie.inl  thy  pleatlinv;  prayer. 
Ami  saw  the  s\veai-<lrops  bl<Kxly 

That  told  ihv  sorrow  there. 


1  Therefore  my  songs,  my  Savioar, 
Kv'n  in  this  time  of  woe. 

Shall  tell  of  all  thy  TOodneas 
To  suffering  man  below. 

Thy  goodness  and  thy  fiivor, 
^     Whose  presence  from  above 

Rejoice  those  hearts,  my  Saviour, 
That  live  in  thee  and  love. 

In  the  Hymns  of  Lffve  and  Praise^  b 
John  S.  B.  Monsell,  LL.  D.,  publisl 
1863,  this  poem  appears  with  the  title 
Wednesday  "  affixed  to  it.  The  spirit  0 
tence  breathes  throughout  it,  as  the 
contemplates  the  forty  days*  fasting 
Lord  in  the  wilderness. 


42 1  "  Man  0/  Sorrows.**  : 

O  jEsrs,  "Man  of  Sorrows.'* 

Sole  Son  of  God,  the  l<win>*  I 
What  language  shall  I  lKtrro\^- 

Thy  Ixmndless  love  to  sin^  ? 
No  mortal  words  can  measure 

The  burdens  thou  didst  take. 
Accepting  pain  as  pleasure. 

All  for  my  sinful  sake. 

2  By  thine  own  kin  neglected — 
By  trusted  ones  denied — 

By  bitter  foes  rejected. 
Thorn-crowned  and  crucified. 

Earth's  hatred  and  afHiction 
In  f)aticnce  thou  didst  bear. 

Returning  benediction 
For  cross  and  nail  and  spear. 

3  Had  ever  love  such  proving  I 
Was  ever  love  so  priced  1 

Ah,  what  is  all  my  loving 
Compared  with  thine.  O  Chrlat ! 

'T  is  scarcely  worth  the  fining — 
This  paltry  heart  of  mine ; 

And  yet  for  Its  obtaining 
Thou  paid'st  a  price  divine. 

This  hymn  was  written  by  George 
Dwight.  a  layman  of  the  American  1 
terian  Church  all  his  life.  He  was  b 
New  York  city,  December  14,  1835,  * 
descendant  from  President  Timothy  E 
of  Yale  College.  His  youth  was  sp 
New  York  and  lirooklyn  in  business 
various  sorts,  the  leisure  moments  of 
he  improved  in  study  and  in  comp< 
While  yet  a  boy  he  showed  sij^ns  of  ; 
religious  character,  and  he  early  bee 
member  of  the  church.  June  27,  18 
was  married  to  Miss  Mary  Torrcy,  wl 
born  in  New  York  city,  January  10, 
After  his  marriage  he  removed  to  Moi 
N.  J.,  and  in  1872  he  went  abroad  foi 
years*  residence  in  Sweden  and  Gei 
He  returned  to  his  own  country,  enfeeb 
7s,  6s.  D.  business  cares,  in  1884,  and  died  afte 
illness  in  Summit.  N.  J.,  August  28,  18 
Mr.  Dwight 's  literary  work  was  hu 
recreation,  and  was  done  at  odd  times  tl 
most  of  his  life.  He  published  f 
pieces  in  periodicals,  but  not  till  aft 
death  were  his    compositions  gathere< 


RESURRECTION   AND   ASCENSION. 


509 


a  book.  The  hymn  now  before  us  was  con- 
tributed to  Laudes  Domini  for  the  Sunday- 
School,  1888.  Subsequently  it  was  issued 
by'  his  daughter  in  a  dainty  little  volume, 
The  Cool  of  the  Day,  and  Other  Poems,  1892. 

^22  The  Pierced  Sidr.  7s,  6s.  D. 

Lord  Jesus,  by  thy  passion, 

To  thee  I  make  my  prayer ; 
Thou  who  in  mercy  sniitest, 

Have  mercy,  Lord,  and  spare : 
Oh,  wash  me  in  the  fountain 

That  floweth  from  thy  side  ; 
Oh,  clothe  me  in  the  raiment 

Thy  blood  hath  purified. 

2  Oh,  hold  thou  up  my  goings, 

And  lead  from  strength  to  strength, 
That  unto  thee  in  Zion 

I  may  appear  at  length. 
Oh,  make  my  spirit  worthy 

To  join  the  ransomed  throng; 
Oh,  teach  my  lips  to  utter 

That  everlasting  song. 

3  Oh.  give  that  last,  best  blessing 
That  even  saints  can  know. 

To  follow  in  thy  footsteps 

Wherever  thou  dost  go. 
Not  wisdom,  might,  or  glory, 

I  ask  to  win  above  ; 
I  ask  for  thee,  thee  only, 

O  thou  eternal  Love! 

Rev.  Richard  Frederick  Littledale,  LL.  D., 
was  born  at  DubUn,  Ireland,  September  14. 
1833,  and  educated  at  Trinity  College  in  that 
city,  graduating  with  distinction  in  1855. 
He  took  Holy  Orders  the  following  year, 
and  was  appointed  curate  of  St.  Matthew's. 
Norwich.  England,  where  he  remained  until 
1857,  when  he  removed  to  the  church  of  St. 
Mary  the  Virgin,  Soho,  London.  In  1861  he 
was  compelled  by  ill  health  to  retire  from 
pastoral  work,  and  he  then  devoted  himself 
to  literature,  his  publications,  which  are  ver\' 
numerous,  enbracing  works  upon  theological, 
historical,  and  liturgical  subjects.  Dr.  Little- 
dale  has  uTitten  a  large  number  of  hymns, 
some  original,  others  translated  from  various 
languages.  The  one  quoted  here  is  from  his 
Priest's  Prayer-Book,  published  in  1864. 


"  Captivity  Captive." 

Thk  happy  morn  is  come ! 

Triumphant  o'er  the  grave. 
The  Lord  hath  left  the  tomb. 
OmnipotcTit  to  save : 
Captivity  is  captive  led  ; 
For  Jesus  livt-tn  that  was  dead. 

2  Who  now  accuseth  them 
For  whom  Ihcir  Suret\  died? 

Who  now  shall  those  condemn 
Whom  (iod  hath  justified? 
Captivitv.  etc. 

3  Christ  hath  the  ransom  paid  ; 
The  glorious  work  is  done: 

On  him  our  h«'lp  is  lai<l. 
By  him  mir  vi*  t<)r>  won  : 
Captivity,  ett . 


n.  M. 


4  Hail,  the  triumphant  Lord  ! 

The  resurrection  thou ! 
We  bless  thy  sacred  Word, 

Before  thy  throne  we  bow  : 

Captivity,  etc.  '' 

The  hymn  before  us  is  the  work  of  Rev. 
Thomas  Haweis.  and  was  first  published  in 
his  Carmina  Christo,  1792.  It  was  written 
for  an  Easter  service  and  its  refrain  was  evi- 
dently suggested  by  Ephesians  4:8:  **  Where- 
fore he  saith.  When  he  ascended  up  on  high, 
he  led  captivity  captive,  and  gave  gifts  unto 
men." 


'Earth's  Redeemer 


>? 


8s,  7s.  D. 


Hallelujah  !  sing  to  Jesus ! 

His  the  scepter,  his  the  throne  ; 
Halleluiah  !  his  the  triumph, 

His  the  victory  alone ; 
Hark  !  the  songs  of  peaceful  Zion 

Thunder  like  a  mighty  flood ; 
Jesus  out  of  every-  nation 

Hath  redeemed  us  by  his  blood. 

a  Hallelujah  !  not  as  orphans 

Are  we  left  in  sorrow  now ; 
Hallelujah  !  he  is  near  us. 

Faith  believes,  nor  questions  how ; 
Though  the  cloud  from  sight  received  him, 

When  the  forty  days  were  o'er, 
Shall  our  hearts  forget  his  promise, 

"  I  am  with  you  evermore  "  ? 

3  Hallelujah  !  Bread  of  angels. 

Thou  on  earth  our  food,  our  stay ! 
Hallelujah  !  hear  the  sinful 

Flee  to  thee  from  day  to  day ; 
Intercessor,  Friend  of  sinners, 

Earth's  Redeemer,  plead  for  me. 
Where  the  songs  of  all  the  sinless 

Sweep  across  the  crystal  sea. 

This  poem  by  William  Chatterton  Dix  was 
written  about  1866,  and  first  published  in  his 
Altar  Songs,  1867.  It  was  designed  especially 
to  aid  in  supplying  a  demand  for  more  Eu- 
charistic  h)Tnns  in  the  Church  of  England  ser- 
vice, and  it  has  passed  into  many  collections 
in  both  Great  Britain  and  America.  Some- 
times it  is  found  in  a  slightly  altered  or  ab- 
breviated form. 


The  True  Messiah. 


8s.  7s,  4s. 


Lo,  HK  comes,  with  clouds  descending. 
Once  for  favoretl  sinners  slain  ; 

Thousand  thousand  saints  attending 
Swell  the  triumph  of  his  train  ; 

Hallelujah  ! 
God  appears  on  earth  to  reign. 

2  Ever>-  eye  shall  now  behold  him. 
Robed  in  dreadful  maiesty  ; 

Those  who  set  at  naught  and  sold  him, 
Pierced,  and  nailed  him  to  the  tree. 

Deeply  wailinji;. 
Shall  the  true  Messiah  see. 

3  Yea.  Amen :  let  all  adore  thee. 
High  on  thine  eternal  throne  : 

Saviour,  take  the  power  and  glor>-: 
Claim  the  kingdom  for  thine  own. 

Oh,  come  quickly. 
Halleluiah  !  Come.  Lord,  come. 
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This  hymn  has  passed  through  so  many 
transformations  that  its  history  is  somewhat 
complicated.  It  is  supposed  to  have  been 
originally  the  work  of  Rev.  John  Cennick,  and 
it  is  known  to  have  been  sung  by  the  congre- 
gation of  the  Moravian  Chapel,  Dublin,  April 
20,  1750.  The  earliest  printed  text  appeared 
in  the  1752  edition  of  Cennick's  Collation  of 
Sixcred  Hymns.  In  1758  Rev.  Charles  Wesley 
published  his  Hymns  of  Intercessio9i  for  All 
Mankind,  the  thirty-ninth  poem  being  a  ver- 
sion which  corresponds  closely  with  the  pres- 
ent form.  The  first  and  second  stanzas  were 
identical  with  our  hymn,  while  the  fourth  stanza 
becomes  the  third  nere,  and  is  but  slightly  al- 
tered. Since  the  date  of  Wesley's  adaptation 
countless  versions  and  centos  have  been  made ; 
more  than  twentv  are  now  in  common  use, 
and  many  imitations  exist.  All  these  testify 
to  the  power  and  beauty  of  the  original,  whicn 
has  inspired  so  many  efforts  to  rival  it.  In 
Anglican  Hymnoloi^y  this  is  reckoned  as  No. 
3  in  the  First  Rank  hymns. 

487  H'aitinf;  and  H'atcking,  8s,  7s,  4s. 

O'kr  the  distant  mountains  breaking 
Comes  the  reddeninxc  dawn  of  day  ; 

Rise,  my  soul,  from  sleep  awakin;^. 
Rise,  and  sin^.  and  watch,  and  pray: 

'T  is  thv  Saviour. 
On  his  bri>(ht  returning  way. 

2  O  thou  lonj^-expected  !  wear>' 
Waits  my  anxious  soul  for  thee, 

Life  is  dark,  and  earth  is  <lrear>', 
Where  thy  liijht  I  do  not  see: 

O  my  Saviour, 
When  wilt  thou  return  to  me? 

3  Nearer  is  my  soul's  salvation, 
Spent  the  niKht.  the  dav  at  hand ; 

Keei>  me  in  my  lowly  station, 
WalchinK  for  ther,  till  1  stand, 

O  my  Saviour, 
In  thy  bright,  thy  promise<l  land. 

4  With  my  lamp  well  trimmed  and  burning, 
Swift  to  hear  and  slow  to  roam. 

Watching  for  thy  glad  returning 
To  restore  me  to  my  home. 

Come,  my  Saviour, 
Thou  hast  promise<l :  tjuickly  come. 

In  the  Hymns  of  Ltr.r  and  Praise  of  Dr. 
John  S.  H.  Monst'll.  1863,  this  is  found  with 
its  (Icfinitivc  title  "  Second  .Advent." 

Christian  bioi^raphy  would  make  ver\'  evi- 
dent the  fact  that  the  best  men  and  women 
the  world  has  ever  known  have,  as  they  grew 
in  iL^^raee.  j^^rown  more  and  more  in  the  eager- 
ness of  the  anticipation  with  which  they  hc'ive 
lonj^H'd  for  the  presence  of  Jesus  the  Saviour. 
To  them  heaven  niiijht  have  l)een  detined  as 
the  platT  where  Christ  is.  Its  supreme  joy 
v/ould  be  found  in  the  disclosure  of  his  com- 
panionship. The  weary  will  have  rest,  the 
harassed  will  receive  peace,  the  sad  will  be 
comforted,  the  parted  and  the  pure  will  meet 


again.  All  this  is  full  of  ^lad  wc 
But  the  main  anticipation  of  spiritual  be 
in  looking  to  the  end  of  their  journey  < 
upon  the  person  of  the  divine  Redeemc 

495  '  How  long,  O  Lord  f'^  7 

How  long,  O  Lord  our  Saviour. 

Wilt  thou  remain  away  ? 
Our  hearts  are  growinji;  Weary 

At  thy  so  lon>^  delay ; 
Oh.  when  shall  come  the  moment, 

When,  brighter  far  than  mom. 
The  sunshine  of  thy  jflory 

Shall  on  thy  people  dawn  ? 

2  How  long,  O  heavenly  Bridegrooi 

How  long  wilt  thou  delay? 
And  yet  how  few  are  ipieving 

That  thou  dost  absent  stay  I 
Oh,  may  our  lamps  be  burning, 

Our  loins  well  girded  be. 
Each  longing  heart  prefiaring 

With  joy  thy  face  to  sec  I 

Rev.  James  George  Deck  published 
an  original  composition  in  his  Hymns  j 
Poor  of  the  Flock,  1838.  It  bears  thi 
"  Second  Advent  Desired."  We  are  all: 
that  the  great  glory  of  the  future  stai 
be  found  in  the  personal  companions 
the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  somewhere.  ' 
we  which  are  alive  and  remain  shall  be  \ 
up  together  with  them  in  the  clouds,  t« 
the  Lord  in  the  air :  and  so  shall  we  c 
with  the  Lord." 

I  do  not  know  any  class  of  expositoi 
believe  that  saints  are  to  remain,  or  that 
is  to  have  his  permanent  residence,  *•  in  tJ 
Dr.  Candlish,  in  his  commentary  on  the 
of  Genesis,  and  Dr.  Chalmers,  m  his  s 
on  the  New  Heavens  and  the  New  Earth 
to  have  thought  that  this  world  of  otu 
going  to  be  purified  and  then  made  the 
of  the  redeemed,  as  it  once  was  the  ho 
our  holy  race  before  the  fall.  Many  t 
gians  believe  that  heaven  is  a  distinct  pi 
abode  now,  and  will  be  tenanted  by  2 
good  and  pure  in  heart,  when  they  sh; 
God.    There  are  wide  differences  here. 

Hut  most  Christians  are  under  quite 
found  conviction  that,  as  the  chief  paii 
penalty  for  the  wicked  is  that  they  shal 
punished  with  everlasting  destruction 
the  presence  of  the  Lord/*  so  the  chw 
joicing  and  glory  for  the  justified  w 
found  in  the  sharing  of  that  ••  presc 
through  eternity.  As  Samuel  Ruthc 
used  to  say,  **  The  Lamb  is  all  the  glo 
Immanuel's  land." 

497  The  Ttiumpkami  riet&r. 

Sons  of  Zinn,  raise  yoar  songs ; 
Traise  to  Zion's  King  bdonn ; 
II  is.  the  Victor's  crown  snd  ft 
(;tor>-  to  the  Saviour's  name  I 
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Sore  the  strife,  but  rich  the  prize, 
Previous  in  the  Victor's  eyes  : 
(ilorious  is  the  work  achieved — 
Satan  vanquished,  man  relieved! 

2  SiiiK  we  then  the  Victor's  praise; 

(io  yc  forlli  and  strew  the  ways ; 

Bid  him  welcome  to  his  throne: 

He  is  worthy,  he  alone  ! 

riace  the  crown  upon  his  brow  ; 

Kvery  knee  to  him  shall  bow  ; 

Him  the  brightest  seraph  singes; 

Heaven  proclaims  him  "  King  of  kings!" 

lis  is  also  one  of  Rev.  Thomas  Kelly's 
ns  on  Various  Passaj^cs  of  Scripture, 
-26.     It    is   entitled  "  The  Exalted   Sav- 

le  glory  of  Jesus  Christ  is  in  the  presence 
e  Father,  and  likewise  without  beginning 
without  end.  Where  was  the  Saviour 
ous  to  his  incarnation  ?  Perhaps  it  will 
to  some  Bible  readers  a  surprise  to  be 
that  the  best  answer  to  this  question  is 
1  in  the  unfamiliar  book  of  Proverbs 
Dter  8)  :  "The  Lord  possessed  me  in  the 
ining  of  his  way,  before  his  works  of  old. 
.  While  as  vet  he  had  not  made  the 
I,  nor  the  fields,  nor  the  highest  part  of 
ust  of  the  world.  .  .  .  Then  I  w^as 
im,  as  one  brought  up  with  him  :  and  I 
daily  his  delight,  rejoicing  always  before 
If  we  simply  understand  that  the  Wis- 
of  the  Old  Testament  means  the  same 
e  W^ord  of  the  New — the  divine  Legos — 
we  shall  put  another  verse  of  John  easily 
Inside  :  "  In  the  beginning  was  the  Word, 
:he  Word  was  with  God,  and  the  Word 
God.  The  same  was  in  the  beginning 
God." 


"  Desire  of  Nations."  7s.  D. 

Come.  Desire  of  nations,  come! 
Hasten,  Lord,  the  general  doom  ! 
Hc-ar  the  Spirit  and  the  Bride; 
Come,  and  take  us  to  thy  side : 
Thou,  who  hast  our  place  pre|Mired, 
Make  us  meet  for  our  reward  ; 
Then,  with  all  thy  saints  descend  * 
Then,  our  earthly  trials  end. 

2  Mindful  of  thy  chosen  race. 
Shorten  these  vindictive  days; 
Hear  us  now,  and  save  thine  own, 
Who  for  full  redemption  groan  ! 

Now  destroy  the  \lan  of  Sin,  ki^ 

Now  thine  ancient  flcKk  brinj^  in  !  O l# 

Filled  with  righteousness  divme. 

Claim  a  ransomed  world  for  thine. 

3  Plant  thy  heavenly  kingdom  here; 
(ilorious  in  thy  saints  appear  : 
S[)eak  the  sacred  number  sealed. 
Speak  the  mvstery  revealed  ; 

Take  to  thee  thy  royal  i>ower  ; 
Reign  !  when  sin  shall  t>e  no  more  : 
Reign  !  when  death  no  more  shall  be  ; 
Reign  to  all  eternity  ! 

lis  is  also  to  be  credited  to  Rev.  Charles 
ley.     It  is  in  his  Hymns  occasioned  by  the 


Earthquake,  March  8,  1750.  In  the  midst  of 
that  commotion  Charles  Wesley's  sister  Hetty 
— Mrs.  Wright — died  in  much  peace,  near 
Soho  Square,  London.  W^hen  all  London 
was  in  a  state  of  violent  consternation,  the  in- 
habitants fleeing  into  the  open  country,  fool- 
ishly thinking  the  earthquake  might  not  there 
reach  them,  and  supposing  that  the  apparent 
threatenings  of  the  Almighty  were  against  the 
buildings  and  not  against  the  citizens  of  Lon- 
don, multitudes  givmg  up  everything  from 
fear,  and  crowding  round  the  Wesleys  and 
Whitefield  in  their  homes,  at  the  Foundry, 
and  in  Hyde  Park,  Moorfields,  and  Kensing- 
ton, then,  and  under  such  exciting  circum- 
stances, the  faith  of  Charles  Wesley  was 
manifested  by  his  ^^Titing  and  printing  imme- 
diately such  hymns  as  this.  Thus  the  faith 
of  the  Christian  poet  enabled  him  to  pray  for 
that  which  the  affrighted  unbelieving  world- 
lings so  much  dreaded ! 

502  "  The  Hope  of  Gloryr  P.  M. 

■  In  us  the  hope  of  glory, 
O  risen  Lord,  art  thou  ; 
The  first-fruits  of  the  Spirit 
Are  in  us  now. 

a  Oh,  come  in  all  thy  a:Ior>', 

Our  great  Immanuei  I 
Come  forth,  our  Prince  and  Saviour, 
With  us  to  dwell. 

3  Bring  thine  eternal  Sabbath, 
Bring  thine  eternal  day, 

And  cause  all  grief  and  sighing 
To  flee  away. 

4  To  thee,  Almighty  Father, 
O  Saviour,  unto  thee, 

To  thee,  Creator-Spirit, 
All  glory  be ! 

Of  Edward  William  Eddis,  that  strange 
representative  of  the  "  Catholic  Apostolic 
Church."  or  **  Irvingites,"  as  some  call  those 
mysterious  i>eople  who  claimed  to  be  still 
able  to  speafc  with  **  tongues,"  we  have  here 
a  quaint  and  good  hymn,  which  he  entitled 
"  The  Second  Advent  Desired."  It  was 
probably  printed  on  a  slip  for  distribution  ;  it 
IS  not  found  in  his  Hymns  for  the  Use  of  the 
Churches,  nor  have  we  any  date  for  it. 


Watchfulness.  S.  M. 

Ye  servants  of  the  Lord ! 

Each  in  his  ofl^ce  wait, 
Observant  of  his  heavenly  word, 

And  watchful  at  his  gate. 

a  Let  all  your  lamps  be  bright, 

And  trim  the  ^Iden  flame  ; 
Gird  up  your  loms  as  in  his  sight, 

For  awful  is  his  name. 

3  Watch— 't  is  your  Lord's  command  ; 

And  while  we  speak  he 's  near ! 
Mark  the  first  signal  of  his  hand, 

And  ready  all  appear. 
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4  Oh.  happy  servant  he. 

In  such  a  posture  found  ! 
He  shall  his  Lord  with  rapture  see, 

And  be  with  honor  crowned. 

This  is  taken  from  Orton's  edition  of  Dr. 
Philip  Doddridge's  Hymns  published  after 
his  death,  1755.  He  entitlecl  it  **  Christian 
Activity  and  Zeal."  The  reference  is  to 
Matthew  24 :  42-46. 

520  Guidance  and  Growth.  P.  M. 

CoMC  thou,  oh,  come : 
Sweetest  and  kindliest, 
Giver  of  tranquil  rest 
Unto  the  weary  soul ; 
In  all  anxiety 

With  power  from  heaven  on  high 

Console. 

3  Come  thou,  oh,  come : 
Help  in  the  hour  of  need. 
Strength  of  the  broken  reed, 
Guide  of  each  lonely  one; 
Orphans'  and  widows'  stay, 
Who  tread  in  life's  hard  way 
Alone. 

3  Come  thou,  oh,  come: 
Glorious  and  shadow  -free, 
Star  of  the  stormy  sea ; 
Light  of  the  tempest-tost ; 
Harbor  our  souls  to  save 
When  hope  upon  the  wave 

Is  lost. 

4  Come  thou,  oh,  come: 
Joy  in  life's  narrow  path, 
Hoi>e  in  the  hour  of  death, 
Come,  blessed  Spirit,  come; 
Lead  thou  us  tenderly, 

Till  we  shall  find  with  thee 
Our  home. 

Rev.  Oerard  Moultrie  published  this  quaint 
poem  in  his  Hymns  and  Lyrics,  1867.  It  is 
a  translation  of  a  Latin  poem  of  the  twelfth 
century,  **  JV///,  jam  vent,  bimij^nissinw.*' 
Who  composed  the  ori^nal  is  not  stated  : 
but  the  fact  is  announced  that  in  sentiment 
and  phraseoloj^y  it  is  almost  identical  with  a 
prose  passajkje  in  one  of  the  discourses  of  St. 
Anselm  of  Canterbury-.  Rev.  Samuel  Wil- 
l(>u}L(hby  Dutficld,  in  his  Latin  Hymns,  as- 
sumes that  Anselm  was  .the  author  of  it,  and 
then  adds  a  very  felicitous  rendering  of  it  into 
Kni^lish.  bev^inninj;,  "  Come.  yes.  and  quickly 
cninc." 

52  I  Thf  Fount  nf  Lifrht.  C.  M. 

('«>Mi  ,  Holy  (ilu»sl!  inir  hearts  inspire. 

Lit  lis  ihinc  infliienoe  i>r<»ye  ; 
Soiinf  i)f  the  old  i>r(»|>ht*li«.-  fire  I 

I'Miiiitaiii  of  liiijht  an<l  lovr! 

2  ('<»m»',  HolvCFhosi !  for.  niove<l  by  thee, 
riif  projilu'ts  wfot*'  and  vjM>ke  I 

I'liliH-k  tin-  truth -thyself  tlie  key; 
lii^t-al  the  s;ii  ri*<l  lMK>k. 

,;  Ivxpafid  thy  wiiij^s,  lelestial  Dove! 

HumkI  o'er  our  iiatuii-'s  niwjht  ; 
Oil  "HIT  disordrri'd  spirits  nu)Ve, 

Aim!  lei  Ihi-iv'  imw  be  liKhl. 


4  God,  throagii  himself,  we'then  stat 
If  thou  within  us  shine  ; 

And  sound,  with  all  thy  saints  bdoii 
The  depths  of  lo\'e  divine. 

From  Rev.  Charles  Wesley's  Hym 
Sacred  Poems,  1740.  It  is  entitled,  *" 
Reading  Holy  Scriptures/*  The  so 
of  this  song  of  supplication  is  excel 
our  day.  The  reference  is  to  I. 
I  :  19-21.  It  is  only  the  inspired  M 
God,  clear  and  inerrant,  that  can  \ 
make  men  know  God  "  through  hinise] 

541  ••  Thf  spirit  of  Christy 

Li(;iiT,that  from  the  dark  abjrss 
Madest  all  things,  none  amiss. 
To  share  thy  b^uty,  share  thy  bliSB« 
Come  to  us :  come. 

2  Light,  that  dost  o'er  all  thin^^s  re^ 
Light  that  dost  all  life  nuiintain : 
O  Light,  that  dost  create  again, 
Come  to  us :  cume. 

t  Light  of  men,  that  left  the  skies, 
ight  that  looked  through  human  ey< 
And  died  in  darkness  as  man  dies, 
Come  to  us :  come. 

4  Light  that  stooped  to  rise  and  raise 
Soared  to  God  above  our  gaze. 
And  still  art  with  us  all  the  days. 
Come  to  us :  come. 

^  We  have  done  great  wrong  to  tbce, 
Yet  we  do  belong  to  thee : 
Oh,  make  our  lite  one  song  to  thee. 
Come  to  us :  come. 

Rev.  Edward  Bickersteth  Birks,  i 
was  bom  at  Kelshall,  Herts,  England,  ii 
and  educated  at  Cambridge,  gradual 
1870.  He  took  Holy  Orders,  and  in  i< 
came  curate  of  St.  Mary*s,  Nottinghai 
1 88 1  he  was  appointed  vicar  of  Trumpi 
and  three  years  later  he  accepted  the  n 
of  St.  Michael's  at  Cambridge.  Mr.  E 
best  known  as  the  author  of  the  Metric 
any  quoted  above,  which  was  first  publis 
Evening  Hours,  1871,  and  later  in  the 
nai  Companion. 

552  "  Tlu  t^'ondroms  W^ajF.** 

Lkt  thy  wondrous  way  be  known. 
And  let  every  nation  own 
Thou  art  (vod,  and  thou  alone: 
Spirit,  hear  our  prayer. 

2  Let  each  one  thy  glorious  name 
Magnify,  and  spread  thy  fiime. 
And  thy  love  let  all  proclaim : 

Spirit,  hear  our  prs>-er. 

3  Let  the  nations  join  to  sing. 
And  let  hallelujahs  ring 

To  the  righteous  Judge  and  King  : 
Spirit,  hear  our  prayer. 

4  Then  shall  blessings  from  thy  hand 
Fall  in  showers  upon  the  bind, 

And  the  world  in  rapture  stand : 
Spirit,  hear  our  prayer. 

We  found  this  excellent  litany  in  an 
lish  collection,  with  the  name  *•  A,  Jack 
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»«  appended  to  it.  Who  this  author  is  we  have 
been  unable  to  ascertain ;  and  this  is  to  be 

^  deplored  the  more,  since  several  other  good 
litanies  bear  the  same  name. 

an  853  "  Tfur  Spirii  seatchethr  7s,  6s. 

':  Spirit  of  the  Only  Wise. 

,.  Thou  in  whom  all  knowledge  lies, 

Readino^  all  with  searching  eyes — 
Hear  us,  Holy  Spirit. 

2  Comforter,  to  whom  we  owe 
All  that  we  rejoice  to  know 
Of  our  Saviour's  work  below, 

Hear  us,  Holy  Spirit. 

3  Spirit,  whom  our  failings  grieve. 
Whom  the  world  will  not  receive. 
Who  dost  help  us  to  believe, 

Hear  us,  Holy  Spirit. 

4  Spirit,  guarding  us  from  ill, 
B.*nd  aright  our  stubborn  will ; 
Though  we  grieve  thee,  patient  still — 

Hear  us,  Holy  Spirii. 

5  Thou  whose  grace  the  Church  doth  fill, 
Showing  her  God's  perfed  will. 
Making  Jesus  present  still; 

Hear  us.  Holy  Spirit. 

The  confusion,  which  has  to  be  confessed, 
concerning  most  of  what  are  denominated 
"  Litanies,"  is  really  owing  to  the  fact  that 
the  editors  and  compilers  of  the  hymnals 
reckon  these  pieces  as  supplementary  in  the 
same  sense  as  they  do  doxologies.  They  rarely 
jfive  the  data  we  desire.  Moreover,  the  pieces 
contain  as  many  as  twenty  stanzas  and  more, 
and  from  these  centos  are  usually  prepared. 
The  one  now  before  us  is  by  the  Rev.  Thomas 
Benson  Pollock,  Archdeacon  of  Chester  Ca- 
thedral, England. 

094  Keeping  and  Warning.  7s,  6s. 

Spirit  blest,  who  art  adored 
With  the  Father  and  the  Word, 
One  eternal  God  and  Lord  : 
Hear  us,  Holy  Spirit. 

2  Holv  Spiritj  heavenly  Dove, 
Dew  descend  mg  from  above, 
Breath  of  life,  and  fire  of  love; 

Hear  us,  Holy  Spirit. 

3  Spirit  guiding  us  aright. 
Spirit  making  darkness  light, 
Si}irit  of  resistless  mij^ht ; 

Hear  us.  Holy  Spirit. 

4  Keep  us  in  the  narrow  way, 
VVarn  us  when  we  go  astray. 
Plead  within  us  when  we  pray ; 

Hear  us.  Holy  Spirit. 

5  Holy,  loving,  as  thou  art. 
Come,  and  live  within  our  heart, 
Never  from  us  to  depart ; 

Hear  us,  Holy  Spirit. 

This  litany,  like  the  one  preceding,  is  the 
work  of  Rev.  Thomas  Benson  Pollock.  He 
has  issued  a  volume  entitled  Metrical  Lita- 
nit'sfor  Special  Services  aud  General  Use, 
1870;  anci  since  then  another.  Litany  Ap- 


pendix, 1 87 1.     In  these  most  of  his  compo- 
sitions of  this  kind  can  be  found. 


"  Blood  0/  Jesus."  8s,  5s,  3s, 

Precious,  precious  blood  of  Jesus, 

Shed  on  Calvary, 
Shed  for  rebels,  shed  lor  sinners. 

Shed  for  thee ! 

2  Though  thy  sins  are  red  like  crimson. 

Deep  in  scarlet  glow, 
Jesus'  precious  blood  shall  wash  thee 
White  as  snow. 

3  Precious  blood  that  hath  redeemed  us  ! 

All  the  price  is  paid  ! 
Perfect  pardon  now  is  offered, 
Peace  is  made. 

4  Precious  blood  !  by  this  we  conquer 

In  the  fiercest  fight, 
Sin  and  Satan  overcoming 
By  its  might. 

This  characteristic  hymn  was  composed  by 
Miss  Frances  Ridley  Havergal  at  Ormont 
Dessons,  September,  1874.  It  was  published 
in  1878,  in  Loyal  Responses,  and  in  Life 
Chords,  1 880.  The  sentiment  of  the  piece  is 
found  in  Isaiah  i  :  i8. 

582  The  story  qf  ike  Cross.  7s,  6s.  D. 

Tell  me  the  old,  old  story 

Of  unseen  things  above, 
Ofjesus  and  his  glory, 

(jf  Jesus  and  his  love. 
Tell  me  the  stor)-  simply, 

As  to  a  little  child. 
For  I  am  weak  and  weary. 

And  helpless  and  defiled. — Cho. 

2  Tell  me  the  story  slowly. 
That  1  may  take  it  in— 

That  wonderful  Redemption, 

God's  remedy  for  sin  ! 
Tell  me  the  story  often. 

For  I  forget  so  soon  ! 
The  "  early  dew  "  of  morning 

Has  passed  away  at  noon  !— Cho. 

3  Tell  me  the  story  softly. 
With  earnest  tones  and  grave ; 

Remember!  I  'm  the  sinner 

Whom  lesus  came  to  save. 
Tell  me  that  story  always, 

If  you  would  really  be, 
In  any  time  of  trouble, 

A  comforter  to  me.—CHO. 

4  Tell  me  the  same  old  story 
When  you  have  cause  to  fear 

That  this  world's  empty  glory 

Is  costing  me  too  dear. 
Yes,  and  when  that  world's  glory 

Is  drawing  on  my  soul. 
Tell  me  the  old,  old  story  : 

"  Christ  Jesus  makes  tnee  wKc^e."— Cho. 

Nothing  seems  to  be  kno>*Ti  concerning  the 
author  of  this  excellent  and  popular  hymn, 
except  that  her  name  is  Miss  Katherine  Han- 
key,  that  she  is  an  Englishwoman,  and  that 
in  1866  she  published  TAe  Old,  Old  Story  ; 
and  in  1879,  The  Old,  Old  Story,  and  otitr 
Verses  ;  and  between  those  two  dates,  some 
enlargements  and  revisions  bearing  the  name 
of  Heart  to  Hearty  1870.     The  piece  is  quite 
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long,  and  is  framed  as  a  Life  of  Jesus  in 
meter.  It  has  two  parts,  '*  The  Stor>'  Wanted," 
and  "  The  Story  Told."  It  has  appeared  in 
various  forms,  and  been  translated  into  many 
languages  ;  sometimes  the  author  has  accom- 
panied it  with  music. 

The  tune  to  which  in  this  country  the 
hymn  is  invariably  sung  was  composed  by 
an  American,  Dr.  William  Howard  Uoane. 
He  has  related  the  incident  of  its  origin. 
"  In  1867  I  was  attending  the  international 
meeting  of  the  Young  Men's  Christian  Asso- 
ciation at  Montreal.  Among  those  present 
was  Major-Cxencral  Russell,  then  in  command 
of  the  English  forces  during  the  Fenian  ex- 
citement. He  arose  in  the  meeting  and  read 
the  words  of  the  song  from  a  sheet  of  fools- 
cap paper,  the  tears  streaming  down  his 
bronzed  cheeks  as  he  read.  I  was  much  im- 
pressed, and  immediately  requested  the  priv- 
ilege of  making  a  copy.  He  gave  me  the 
copy  from  which  he  had  read.  I  wrote  the 
music  for  the  song  while  on  the  stage-coach 
one  hot  summer  afternoon  between  the  Glen 
Falls  House  and  the  Crawford  House  in  the 
White  Mountains.  That  evening  we  sung  it 
in  the  parlors  of  the  hotel  and  thought  it 
pretty,  though  we  scarcely  anticipated  the 
popularity  which  was  subsequently  accorded 
it.  It  was  afterwards  published  in  sheet 
form  in  Cincinnati." 


The  Old,  Old  Stoty.  7s,  6s.  D. 

I  i.ovK  to  tell  the  story 

( )f  unseen  thinj^s  above, 
Of  Jesus  and  his  ^lor>', 

Of  Jesus  and  his  love. 

1  love  to  tell  the  story, 
lUvause  1  know  't  is  true; 

It  satisfies  my  lon^inKS 
-Vs  notl)inj^  else  can  do. — Cho. 

2  I  love  to  tell  the  stor>- : 
'T  is  pleasant  to  n-peat 

What  seems  each  time  I  tell  it 

More  \\onderfully  sweet. 
I  love  to  tell  the  slt»r>  : 

For  sotiie  have  never  heard 
The  messatieof  salvali«»n. 

From  (iod's  own  h<»ly  word. — Cho. 

.^  I  love  to  tell  the  st4»ry  ; 

For  tlio'NC  who  know  it  lK*st 
Seem  hunm'iiii.v:  ainl  Ihirstinn 

To  lu'ar  il  like  Ihf  re^t. 
And  when,  in  sefiu^s  •)!  ^lory, 

I  siim  tile  Nkw.  Niw  S(»n<;. 

'T  will  lu-  the  «H.I).  Ol  I>  SlOKV 
That  1  ha\  e  lo\  ed  so  lon^^.  -Cho. 


This  is.  to  all  intents  and  jnirposes.  part  of 
the  prcroding  hymn,  for  it  is  taken  from  the 
contluding  portion  of  the  pot-ni,  and  is  the 
complement  of  the  (»iher.as  designed  by  Miss 
Katherine  Hankcy. 


Jfsus*  Crass. 

I  SAW  the  cross  of  Jesus, 
When  burdtnied  wiili  my  sin ; 

I  sou.^ht  the  cross  of  Jesus, 
Togive  mc  peace  ^Mrithin; 

1  bnnr;ht  my  soul  to  Jerus, 
He  cleansed  it  in  his  blood  ; 

.And  in  the  cross  of  Jtrus 
I  found  my  peace  wilii  God. 

Cho.— No  riehteousncss,  no  merit, 
No  neauty  can  I  plead ; 
Yet  in  the  cross  I  Kloryt 
My  title  there  I'  readfl 

2  Sweet  is  the  cross  of  Jc£^us ! 
There  let  my  wear>-  Lean 

Still  rest  in  peace  unshaken. 
Till  with  nim,  ne'er  to  part ; 

.And  then  in  strains  of  glory 
I  Ml  sin^  his  wondrous  power, 

Where  sin  can  never  enter, 
And  death  is  known  no  more. 

Cho.— I  love  the  cross  of  Jesus, 
It  tells  me  what  I  am  : 
A  vile  and  euilty  creature. 
Saved  only  through  the  Laml] 

This  hymn  is  selected  from  the 
Poems  and  Prose,  published  by  Rcw  \ 
ick  Whitfield,  1861.  It  comes  to  noc 
resolve  and  re-resolve,  and  then  rem 
same  man.  A  thorough  surrender  ti 
Christ,  one  that  renders  the  soul  a  dp 
tion,  is  alone  of  value. 

"  And  lacking  this,  no  man  hath  health : 
And  lacking  this,  no  man  hath  wealth  ; 
For  land  is  trash,  and  gold  is  druss. 
Success  is  failure,  {^in  is  loss, 
I'nless  there  lives  in  the  human  soul. 
As  hither  and  thither  its  imssions  roll. 
Tossed  on  the  waves  of  this  mortal  sea, 
A  hot>e,  and  a  trust,  and  a  will,  and  a  &ilh. 
That  is  stronKcr  than  life,  and  is  stronger  tlu 
And  equal  to  eternity  !" 

007  /'(cA/  and  Love. 

Bkhold  the  Lamb  of  God  ! 
()  thou  for  sinners  slain. 
Lot  it  \\o\  l)e  in  vain 

That  thou  hast  died  : 
Thee  for  mv  Saviour  let  me  take, 
Mv  only  reluee  let  me  make 

Thy  pierced  side. 

2  lU'liold  the  Lamb  of  God  ! 
Into  the  sacred  flood 

Of  thy  most  precious  blood 

My  soul  I  cast: 
Wash  me  and  make  me  clean  within 
And  kctji  me  pure  from  evcr>-  sin. 

Tilt  life  be  past. 

3  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  1 
All  hall,  Incarnate  Word, 
Thou,  evcrlaslinir  Lord, 

Saviour  most  blest ; 
Fill  us  with  love  that  ne\'er  fahits, 
(;r.int  us  with  all  thy  blessed  saints 

Eternal  rest. 


% 


Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  I 
Vrirthv  is  he  alone. 
That  sitteth  on  the  thione 

Of  God  above; 
One  with  the  Ancient  of  all  days. 
One  with  the  Comforter  in  pmse. 

All  light  and  love. 


INVITATIONS  AND  WARNINGS. 


Thf  forms  in  which   this  hymn  appears  in 
.  the  various  collections.  Ji-.  well  as  the  fact  that 
many  cinii[K»si lions  occur  with  the  same  first 
line,  keep  ihc  critics  in  a  state  of  general  fer- 
ment.    Hut  it  is  clear  that  Matthew  Bridges 
is  the  true  author  of  the  stanzas  before  us,  al- 
thoui;h  it  has  to  be  admitted  that  ereat  altera- 
"   tions  have  been  made   in  their  phraseology. 
'■    and  a1mi>:>i  all  for  improvement.    It  was  pub- 
lished   first    in   the   author's   Hymns   of  the 
Heart.    1848.     He   entitled   it   "  Ecu  Agnus 
Dii"  and  nave  this  ■■  Behold  the  Lamb  of 
r.  God."  as  the  introduction  of  each  verse.   The 
-    Scriptural  reference  is  to  John  i  :  36. 


/7,f/of  Life.- 
.ccriw  Escap 


JS^ItS. 


il.  aacIHl,  t. 


Mrs.  Anna  La'iitia  Tlarbauld  \ATOte  this 
hymn,  and  it  was  published  in  the  revised 
edition  of  her  Poems,  1793.  It  is  a  para- 
phrase of  our  Lord's  invitation,  "  Come  unto 
me,  and  I  will  gii-e  you  rest,"  Matthew 
11  :  28. 


tough  Pfacr  lo  Lightr 


CM. 


I  VesniilsilialaccwoBiiclcil!  oh.flHtoiheSaviourl 

He  .-alls  v.«  in  nwrtv, -t  is  iiifiiiilt  favor: 

H'^hTimd  .-an  "vmrnt^aa.  il 'flows  from  the  Ibuiilaln. 

Willi  liaria  in  .wr  haiiilH  wc  will  praSe  him  (he  more't 
Wc'll.ranKe(heswn:li>laiii9onlhc  banks  of  the  river, 


(  chiefly  do  I  plad, 

ad  me  sriEhl ; 

Ih  should  bil,  and  heait  should  bleed, 

mfth  peace  (o  light. 


Rev,  Richard  Hurdsall  was  born  in  17^5 
and  died  in  1824,  but  all  other  detaib  o(  his 
life  are  lacking,  except  the  one  fact  that  he 
was  an  English  Wesleyan  minister  for  about 
sixty  years.  A  volume  of  his  "  Memoirs  "  is 
said  to  have  been  published  at  York,  and  to  it 
was  appended  the  hymn  which  began,  "  Now 
Christ  he  is  risen."  The  second  stanza  has 
become  the  first  of  our  version,  and  the  others 
have  been  so  much  altered  in  various  collec- 
tions (hat  it  is  impossible  to  trace  their  original 
form.  Indeed,  in  some  cases  new  stanzas 
have  been  added,  nobody  knows  by  whom. 
The  original  piece  contained  but  two.  Tn  1831 
Ur.  Thomas  Hastings  published  his  first  vol- 
ume. Spiritual  Simgs  for  Social  Worskip. 
In  this  the  hymn  has  three  stanzas,  one  of 
which  it  miyht  be  conjectured  the  compiler 
himself  wrote,  for  that  was  his  habit  some- 
times. It  is  likely  that  Dr.  Hastings  intro- 
duced to  the  American  public  the  hymn  as  a 
whole,  as  well  as  ihc  tune  (sometimes  named 
■■  -Scotland  "1  with  which  it  is  invariably  sung. 
At  the  iKrtKim  of  pa^e  89  in  Spiritual  Songs 
is  printed  this  very  suggestive  note:  "This 
tune  has.  in  .some  respects,  a  secular  origin ; 
but  having  lx;en  written  as  a  song  of  wailing 
for  the  dead,  the  association  will  Ik  found  su^ 
ficiently  in  character." 


4  Joy  is  Like  day,  but  pcaee 
May  rule  the  quiet  niahl 

Lead  me,  till  perfett  daysh 
O  Lord,  Ihrough  peace  lo 


We  are  indebted  for  this  beautiful  and  pa- 
thetic hymn  to  Miss  Adelaide  Anne  Procter, 
whose  brief  life  was  made  valuable  by  bcr 
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poetic  talent.  The  piece  first  appeared  in  her 
Legends  and  Lyrics  in  the  enlar^d  edition, 
l86i,  and  was  entitled  "  Resignation."  With 
slight  changes  of  rhythm  it  has  become  widely 

Lord  Bacon  says  i  "  Prosperity  is  the  bless- 
ing of  the  Old  Testament ;  adversity  is  the 
blessing  of  the  New— which  carr»eth  the 
greater  benediction,  and  the  clearer  revelation 
of  God's  favor.  Yet,  even  in  the  Old  Testa- 
ment, if  you  listen  to  David's  harp,  you  shall 
hear  as  many  hearse-like  airs  as  carols ;  and 
the  pencil  of  the  Holy  Ghost  hath  labored 
more  in  describing  the  afflictions  of  Job  than 
the  felicities  o(  Solomon.  Prosperity  is  not 
without  many  fears  and  distastes :  and  ad- 
versity is  not  without  comforts  and  hopes. 
Wesee  in  needleworks  and  embroideries,[tnat] 
it  is  more  pleasing  to  have  a  lively  work  upon  a 
sad  and  solemn  ground,  than  to  have  a  dark 
and  melancholy  work  upon  lightsome  ground  : 
judge,  therefore,  [in  this]  of  the  pleasure  of 
thelieart  by  the  pleasure  of  the  eye.  Certainly 
virtue  is  like  precious  odors— most  fragrant 
when  they  are  incensed  orcrushtd  i  for  pros- 
perity doth  best  discover  vice ;  but  ad^'ersity 
doth  best  discover  virtue." 

874  Tlif  SaMalh  b/ Ikt  Sta.  Ill,  iob. 

And  billows  wild  conlend  wilh  anitl>-  roar,  ' 
■T  n  Mid,  far  down,  benalh  the  wild  commotion, 

Th»l  ptaccful  stillness  reignWh  evermore. 
I  Fat.  lirlxnfaih,  the  noise  of  tempesisdieth, 

Disturbs  Ibe  Sabbath  of  tliat  deeper  sea. 


slave  States  and  acquired  an  ini 

edge  of  Southern  lile.    Fugitives  wen 

assisted  by  her  family  to  escape  to  C 


And 


AniJ  loving  IhouRhls  riiel^nd  and  peacerully, 

_,i i-"-rm,  how  fierce soe'eiil  flielb, 

5ul  ihat  dwells,  O  Lord,  in  thee. 


Although  the  writer  of  this  hymn  is  a  poet 
of  no  ordinary  merit,  her  claim  to  immortal- 
ity rests  upon  her  first  novel,  the  book  which 
may  truly  be  said  to  have  influenced  the 
world,  and  to  hai'c  been  a  most  powerful 
fartor  in  the  emancipation  of  the  slaves  in 
this  counlr)'.  Mrs.  Harriet  Elizabeth  Beecher 
Stowe  was  born  at  Litchlield,  Connecticut, 
June  14,  i8n,  and  is  the  sixth  child  of  the 
famous  preacher  Dr.  Lyman  Beecher.  Liv- 
ing in  an  atmosphere  of  utmost  mental  activ- 
ity, she  early  showed  unusual  talent,  and  be- 
fore the  age  ol  twenty  had  begun  literary 
work.  In  1836  she  married  Rev.  Calvin  E. 
Stowe.  I>.  U..  then  a  professor  at  l^ne  Theo- 
logical Seminary,  Cincinnati,  Ohio.  Daring 
her  residence  there  she  frequently  visited  the 


and  she  felt  with  intensity  the  indiffen 
Christians  to  the  cruelties  invi>lved  in  s 
In  iSjo  she  removed  with  her  husb 
Brunswick,  Me.,  where  he  was  made  | 
sor  in  Bowdoin  College.  Two  years  afi 
she  went  to  Andover,  Mass.,  to  nsi 
husband  having  become  Professor  of 
Literature  in  the  Seminary  there.  1 
about  this  time  she  plannra  and  pu 
'■  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin."  which  has  beet 
translated  into  more  than  twenty  Un( 
and  has  passed  into  the  world's  histc 
was  first  given  to  the  public  as  a  s) 
T/u  National  Era  at  Washington, 
running  from  June,  i8;i,  to  April. 
then  it  was  issued  in  book  form,  I 
1S52.  This  wonderful  production  w 
lowed  at  brief  intervals  by  sketches  of 
novels,  essays  and  misceltaneous  wor^ 
of  them  vivid  pictures  of  New  England  1 
character.  Tne  hymn  given  above  is 
three  which  appeared  in  the  Plymouth 
tion,  1855,  edned  by  her  brother.  Rev. 
Ward  Beecher.  Mrs.  Stowe  is  at  th< 
ent  time  living  in  Hartford.  Conn, 
now  (1893^  more  than  fourscore  ya 
and  is  rarely  seen  in  public.  A  paragi 
a  late  newspaper  says  that  she  som 
visits  the  houses  of  her  sister,  Mrs.  Jo 
Hooker,  and  of  Mrs.  Charles  Dudley  W 


CONFLICT  WITH  SIN. 


517 


friends  engage  her  in  light  conversation 
entertain  her  with  singing,  of  which  latter 
is  very  fond.  **  Mrs.  Hooker  generally 
»  the  older  songs,  familiar  to  Mrs.  Stowe 
er  early  days,  and  preferably  old  and 
liar  hymns.  These  she  seems  to  enjoy 
1  than  anything  else.  In  the  selection  of 
hymns,  however,  Mrs.  Stowe  always 
ses  a  stirring,  lively  movement.  Any- 
*  of  a  slow,  melancholy,  or  sentimental 
r  fails  to  interest  her.  As  one  illustra- 
of  the  peculiarity  of  her  mental  powers. 
Hooker  cites  the  critical  attention  which 
iister  gives  to  hymns  familiar  to  her  in 
arly  life.  A  word  omitted,  or  a  wrong 
1  used,  she  notices  on  the  instant,  and 
is  the  correction.  Certain  lines  and 
\  appear  to  strongly  impress  themselves 
I  her  mind,  and  her  comments  are  at 
s  very  striking." 

"  IVark /or  Jesus,''  6f,  s*- 

Christian,  work  for  Jesus, 

Who  on  earth  for  thee 
Labored,  wearied,  suffered. 

Died  upon  the  tree. 

2  Work  with  lips  so  fervid 
That  thy  words  may  prove 

Thou  hast  brought  a  message 
From  the  God  of  love. 

3  Work  with  heart  that  bumeth, 
Humbly  at  his  feet 

Priceless  gems  to  offer, 
For  his  crown  made  meet. 

4  Work  with  prayer  unceasing, 
Borne  on  faith's  strong  wing, 

Earnestly  beseechine 
Trophies  for  the  King. 

5  Work  while  strength  endureth, 
Until  death  draw  near ; 

Then  thy  Lord's  sweet  welcome 
Thou  111  heaven  shalt  hear. 

rs.  Mary  Haslock  is  named  as  the  author 
le  hymn  quoted  here  from  the  English 
-regational  Church  Hymnal,  1887.  It 
5  the  title.  "Sunday  School  Festival." 
can  obtain  no  information  whatever  rc- 
ing  the  personal  history  of  this  lady.  Her 
1  is  simple,  earnest,  direct.  The  teaching 
jnd  in  John  4 :  35.  The  fields  are  whitcn- 
o  the  harvest.  Where  are  the  reapers? 
i rs.  Browning  said  :  **  Get  work  !  Be 
't  is  better  than  what  you  work  to  get !  '* 


At  thr  Cross. 


Bb,  08. 


Drawn  to  the  cross,  which  thou  hast  blessed 
With  healing  Ri^s  for  souls  distressed, 
To  find  in  thcf  my  life,  my  rest, 
Christ  Crucified,  I  come. 

a  Thou  knowest  all  my  griefs  and  fears. 
Thy  grace  abused,  my  misspent  years ; 
Yet  now  to  thee,  with  contrite  tears, 
Christ  Crucified,  I  come. 


LWasb  loe,  and  uke  away  eachstmin ; 
et  nothing  of  my  sin  remain ; 
For  deansiug,  though  it  be  through  pain, 
Christ  Crucified,  I  come. 

4  And  then  for  work  to  do  for  th«e, 
Which  shall  so  sweet  a  service  be 
That  angds  well  might  envy  me, 
Chrttt  Crucified,  1  come. 

This  poem  is  an  illustration  of  the  doctrine 
of  heredity,  for. the  writer's  father  and  grand* 
father  were  bokh  distinguished  as  hymnolo- 
eists,  and  their  contributions  to  the  songs  of 
uie  church'  have  been  highly  prized.  Gene- 
vieve Mary  Irons,  daughter  of  Dr.  W.  J.  Irons, 
was  bom  at  Brompton,  England,  December 
28,  1855.  When  she  wais  twenty-one  years 
of  age  several  of  her  poems  were  published 
in  the  Sunday  Magazine,  The  one  quoted 
here  appeared  in  tlmt  periodical  in  1880,  and 
was  atterward  included  in  her  manual  for 
Holy  Communion  entitled  Corfms  Ckrisit\ 
1884.  In  alluding  to  this  piece  Miss  Irons 
has  said :  "  I  always  feel  that  thai  hyinn  is  part 
of  me.  1  am  interested  and  gratified  in  know- 
ing that  it  speaks  to  the  hearts  of  many  who 
would  probably  differ  from  me  on  most  points 
of  doctrine.'* 


«( 


Attmmg  Blood, 


tt 


P.M. 


I  HBAR  thv  welcome  voice. 

That  calls  me,  Lord,  to  thee. 
For  deansing  in  thy  preciont  Slood, 

That  fkywcd  on  calvary. 

Cho.— I  am  coming.  Lord  1 

Cmning  now  to  th«e : 
Wash  me,  cleanse  me.  In  the  blood 
That  flowed  on  Calvary  1 

s  Though  coming  weak  and  vile, 

Thou  dost  my  strength  assure : 
Thou  dost  my  vileneas  fully  cleanse. 

Till  spotless  all,  and  pare— Cho. 

3  *T  is  Jesns  caUs  roe  on 
To  perfect  fidth  and  love, 

To  pofect  hope,  and  peace,  and  trust. 
For  earth  and  heaven  above— Cao. 

4  And  he  the  witness  gives 
To  loyal  hearts  and  Tree 

That  every  promise  is  rnlfilled 
If  fidth  bat  brings  the  pies.— Cho. 

5  All  hail  t  atoning  blood  I 
AUhaill  redeeming  grace  1 

AU  hail  I  the  gift  of  Christ,  our  Lord, 
Oar  Strength  and  Righteousness.— Cao. 

Rev.  Lewis  Hartsough.  author  of  this 
hvmn,  was  born  at  Ithaca,  N.  Y.,  August  31, 
1828,  and  became  a  clergyman  of  the  Meth- 
odist Episcopal  Church.  V«y  few  facts  are 
to  be  found  in  connection  with  his  life,  but 
he  is  known  by  several  hynms  contahied  in 
Sankey's  Sacred  Songs  and  Solas,  1878*  to 
some  of  which  he  liimself  composed  the 
music.  Most  of  these  were  published  Vmg 
before.     The  one  quoted  here  is  entitlocC 


5>» 

"The  Divine  Invitation."     The  author  died 
in  i«73- 

Huinanttanans  all  need  the  atonement  of 
ihe  Lord  Jesus  Christ  to  save  their  souls  just 
the  same  as  other  men  and  women.  When  a 
day  I'f  real  decision  as  to  character  is  reached 
h  is  quite  passible  that  "  Uen  .\dhem's 
name  "  may  no/  lead  '  all  the  rest."  "  And 
we  know  that  the  Son  of  God  is  come,  and 
hath  given  us  an  understanding,  that  we  may 
know  him  that  is  true :  and  we  are  in  him 
that  is  true.  e\en  in  his  Son  Jesus  Christ. 
This  is  the  true  God,  and  eternal  life." 

OBI  Scvumr  aHd  Friend.  5s.  4s. 


2  Pillow  «hm  lying,  love  resls  H%  ha. 
K-aceoflht-dyiticlifeorihedKHl; 


Wlien  my  sIPps  wancfcr,  civei  me  hwiil,  ' 
Truer  and  ronder.  Saviour  and  Friend  1 


4  Rver  confeiuiinK  Ihce,  1  will  laitw 
I'lrto  IhifWessinn.  Rlory,  and  praiw ; 
All  my  erxtEBVoi.  world  without  end, 
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Among  the  Hymns  of  Ijr.-,-  ami  Praise 
published  by  Kev.  John  S.  U.  Monsell.  LL.  D., 
in  itCij,  this  favorite  poem  appeared  with  the 
tillc,  ■■  Jesus  the  Saviour  and  Friend."  It 
is  <'harnrterizeil  by  great  tenderness  and 
bi-^uty  111  cxpressi'in.  In  the  ancient  cathe- 
dral o(  Chartrts  there  may  Iw  found  on  the 
fine  wiiKiow  over  the  south  door  a  succinci 
sysk'iii  of  theology  nccording  to  the  belief 
of  the  thirteenth  centurj".    The  virgin,  who 


represents  the  church,  or  periwpfi  it 
occupies  the  central  place.  Tmii  o 
side  we  see  JcFemiah.  having  Luke  seal 
his  shoulders.  OpposiLc  Uiis  we  di 
Ezekiel  bearing  in  like  manner  J(^ 
Daniel  bearing  Mark.  This  was  tb 
which  those  ancient  ecclesiastics  h 
saying  the  New  Testament  rested  iqi 
Old.  The  true  method  of  attack,  m 
ponents  are  ingenious  enough  to  sec. 
ways  found  in  undermining  one  or  the 
of  these  grand  divisions  of  the  \Von 
then  suddenly  inferring  that  the  other  is 
with  it.  And  our  true  methcxl  of  it 
found  in  showing  that  each  suslair 
other  in  time  of  peril.  Once  let  it  be  : 
that  Jesus  is  himself  God  manifest  : 
flesh,  and  then  ever)-thing  he  says  b  9 
Whatsoever  the  eternal  Word  ^leaks  o 
is  itself  Word. 

70 1  Cktia  Onr  Rest.  C 


i| 

'inlhysm 
ly  brightei 

:roll< 

Inr  lonrh  to  lb 
■e'sblajieiuiii 

Il'ra 

|oy.  that  seekest  me  Ihronch  | 

4  O  Ctchs.  ihat  lin«t  up  my  \ttaA, 
I  dan  not  ask  lo  fly  (rom  Ihce ; 

I  lav  i„  dusl  '*''f^,<S'>,''"'b(o«™. 
LiTe  Ihat  Ahall  aidless  b«. 

Rev.  George  Mathcson,  D.  D.,  w-as  be 
Gla-sgow.  Scotland,  March  a?.  1841.  Altl 
he  became  blind  while  still  a  youth,  he 
above  misfortune,  and  ^aduated  with  I 
in  1862  at  the  L'niverstty  of  Edinburgh 
1 86S  he  was  appointed  parish  minister : 
nellan.  Argyleshire.  and  afterwards  i 
Bernard's.  Edinburgh.  Dr.  Mathcson 
published  several  prose  works,  and  a  v( 
of  poetr>-.  Of  the  poem  eiven  here  its  a 
says:  "  It  was  written  in  the  Manse  of  Ini 
one  summer  evening  in  1882.  It  was 
posed  with  extreme  rapidity,  and  I  felt  n 
rather  in  the  position  of  one  who  was  ' 
dictated  to  than  of  an  original  artist. 
suffering  from  extreme  mental  distress 
the  hvmn  was  the  fruit  of  pain."  The 
was  lirsi  published  in  the  Church  of  Sco 
magazine,  U/f  and  Work,  in  1883.  ant 
since  been  included  in  many  different  o 
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LongtHgfor  Peace.  C.  M.  5I. 

Dear  Lord  and  Father  of  mankint'-, 

Forgive  our  feverish  wavs  ! 
Rcclotne  us  in  our  rightful  mind  ; 
In  purer  lives  thy  service  find, 

In  deeper  reverence,  praise. 

2  In  simple  trust  like  theirs  who  heard, 
Beside  the  Syrian  sea, 

The  gracious  calling  of  ihe  Lord, 
Lei  us,  like  them,  without  a  word 
Rise  up  and  follow  thee. 

3  Oh,  Sabbath  rest  by  Galilee! 
Oh,  calm  of  hills  above. 

Where  Jesus  knell  to  share  with  thee 
The  silence  of  clernily, 
hiterprele<l  by  love ! 

4  Drop  Ihy  slill  dews  of  quietness, 
Till  all  our  strivings  cease : 

Take  from  our  souls  the  strain  and  stress; 
And  lei  our  ordered  lives  confess 
The  beauty  of  Ihy  peace. 

This  hymn  by  John  Greenleaf  Whittier  is  a 
fragment  taken  from  a  long  poem  entitled 
•*  The  Brewing  of  Soma,"  and  was  first  pub- 
lished for  church  use  in  Horder's  Congrega- 
iional  Hymns,  1884.  It  bore  the  heading, 
•*  Calmness  in  God  desired."  Nothing  is  more 
important  in  the  Christian  life  than  instant, 
cheerful  obedience  to  the  commands  of  God. 
One  day,  after  an  important  battle,  the  head 
of  the  army  was  talking  over  the  events  of  the 
day  with  his  officers.  He  asked  the  question  : 
••  Who  has  done  the  best  to-day  Y'  There 
were  many  answers  concerning  this  and  that 
officer  who  had  fought  bravely.  **  You  are  all 
mistaken,"  was  his  reply.  "  The  best  man  in 
the  field  to-day  was  a  private  soldier,  who  was 
just  lifting  his  arm  to  strike  an  enemy,  but, 
when  he  heard  the  trumpet  sound  a  retreat, 
checked  himself  and  dropped  his  arm  without 
striking  the  blow.  That  perfect  and  willing 
obedience  to  the  will  of  his  general  is  the 
noblest  thing  that  has  been  done  to-day." 

704  "  AU  ts  Weiir  p.  M. 

1  HEAR  a  sweet  voice  ringing  clear. 

All  is  well  I 
It  is  my  Father's  voice  I  hear; 

All  is  well ! 
Where'er  I  walk  that  voice  is  heard : 
It  is  my  God,  mv  Father's  word, 
"  Fear  not,  but  trust :  I  am  the  Lord  :" 

All  is  well  I 

2  Clouds  cannot  long  obscure  my  sight ; 

All  is  well! 
I  know  there  is  a  land  of  light  ; 

All  is  well ! 
From  strength  to  strength,  from  day  to  day, 
I  tread  along  the  world's  highway; 
Or  often  slop  to  sing  or  say, 
well! 


All 


IS 


3  In  morning  hours,  serene  and  bright, 

All  is  well ! 
In  evening  hours  or  darkening  night 

All  is  well ! 
And  when  to  Jordan's  side  I  come, 
'Midst  chilling  waves  and  raging  loam, 
Oh,  let  me  sing  as  I  po  home. 

All  is  well ! 


Rev.  Edwin  Paxton  Hood  was  bom  in 
London,  England,  October  24, 1820,  and  owed 
his  education  entirely  to  his  own  efforts.  He 
became  in  1852  the  Independent  Minister  at 
Nibley,  in  Gloucestershire,  and  remained  there 
until  his  removal  to  London  in  1857.  He 
held  several  pastorates,  and  was  always  es- 
pecially active  and  interested  in  Sunday- 
school  work.  He  died  in  Paris,  June  12, 1885. 
Mr.  Hood  was  a  writer  and  lecturer  on 
various  subjects,  historical,  theological,  and 
artistic.  Many  of  his  hymns  are  in  general 
use,  esp)ecially  those  designed  for  children ; 
these  are  full  of  freshness  and  simplicity. 
The  one  quoted  here  was  written  in  1862,  and 
published  in  his  Children's  Choir,  1870.  The 
sentiment  it  suggests  is  nothing  more  nor 
less  than  perfect  trust  in  our  "  Father's 
Word."  Some  proud  people  there  are  who 
declare  that  there  is  nothing  in  the  Bible  to 
entitle  it  to  absolute  human  confidence.  '*  How 
is  it  that  thou  hast  found  it  so  quickly,  my 
son.^"  Well,  if  you  are  tired  of  the  New 
Testament,  will  you  read  a  bit  of  Pilgrints 
Progress,  which  we  sometimes  think  stands 
next  to  it }  There  was  a  shepherd-boy,  who 
was  overheard  singing  in  a  gentle  voice  by 
himself;  Great-heart  called  attention  to  his 
song: 

"  He  that  is  down  needs  fear  no  fall ;  he  that  is  low,  no 

pride; 
He  that  is  humble  ever  shall  have  God  to  be  his  guide." 

It  was  this  lad  who  lived  the  merriest  life, 
and  had  most  of  the  herb  called  heart *s-ease 
in  his  bosom.  He  dwelt  in  the  Valley  of 
Humiliation. 

707  Our  Frail  Body.  C.  M. 

Oh,  mean  mav  seem  this  house  of  clay. 

Vet  't  was  the  Lord's  abode; 
Our  feet  may  mourn  this  thorny  way, 

Vet  here  Immanuel  trod. 

a  This  fleshly  robe  the  Lord  did  wear ; 

This  watch  the  Lord  did  keep; 
These  burdens  sore  the  Lord  did  bear ; 

These  tears  the  Lord  did  weep. 

3  This  world  the  Master  overcame ; 
This  death  the  Lord  did  die  ; 

Oh.  vanquished  world  !  oh,  glorious  shame! 
Oh,  hallowed  agony ! 

4  Oh,  vale  of  tears,  no  longer  sad. 
Wherein  the  Lord  did  dwell ! 

Oh,  holy  robe  of  flesh  that  clad 
Our  own  Immanuel ! 

5  Our  v'er>'  frailty  brings  us  near 
Unto  the  Lord  of  heaven  ; 

To  every  grief,  to  ever>-  tear. 
Such  glor>'  strange  is  given. 

Another  of  the  fresh  hNTTins  of  Thomas 
Hornblower  Gill.  It  was  composed  in  1850. 
and  first  published  in  \)?i\\^on^  Psalms  and 
Hymns,  1053.     The  author  has  said  of  this 
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that  it  had  had  "  by  far  the  widest  acceptance 
of  all  my  hymns.  It  was  put  into  my  mouth 
as  the  truth  of  the  Incarnation  was  revealed 
to  me.  Its  production  was  a  great  spiritual 
event  in  my  own  life,  as  well  as  an  exquisite 
and  unspeakable  delight.  It  wrought  power- 
fully upon  my  outward  life,  and  mtroduced 
me  to  persons  my  connection  with  whom  led 
to  a  change  of  residence  and  furthered  the 
publication  of  my  work,  *  The  Papal  Drama.'  " 

708  <-'^"^-  ' :  7-  P-  ^• 

Tell  me,  my  Saviour ! 
Where  thou  d«>»t  feed  thy  flock, 
Resting  beside  the  riKk, 

Cool  III  the  shade : 
Why  should  I  be  as  one 
TuniiriK  aside  alon^, 
Left,  when  thy  sheej)  have  gone, 

Where  I  have  strayed? 

3  Seek  me,  my  Saviour ! 
For  I  have  lost  the  way ; 
I  will  thy  voice  obey  ; 

Sneak  to  me  here  I 
Help  me  to  find  the  gate 
Where  all  thy  chosen  wait : 
Ere  it  shall  be  tfK>  late, 

Oh,  call  me  near! 

3  Show  me,  my  Saviour, 
How  I  can  jjrow  like  thee,' 
Make  me  thy  child  to  be, 

Taught  from  above : 
Help  me  thv  smile  to  win  : 
Keep  me  safe  folded  iUj 
Lest  1  should  rove  in  sm, 

Far  from  thy  love. 

This  paraphrase  of  Song  of  Solomon  1:7, 
composed  by  Rev.  Charles  Seymour  Robin- 
son, D.  D.,  was  first  published  in  his  Laudes 
Domini  for  the  Sunday-School.  1888.  "Tell 
me.  O  thou  whom  my  soul  loveth,  where  thou 
feedest.  where  thou  makest  thy  flock  to  rest 
at  noon :  for  why  should  I  be  as  one  that 
turneth  aside  by  the  flocks  of  thy  compan- 
ions ?  " 


709  "  Cleansrth/rom  all  Sm." 

I  AM  coming  to  the  cross: 
I  am  p<K^>r  and  weak  an<l  blind, 

1  am  counting  all  but  dross  ; 

I  shall  full  salvation  find. 

Rkk.— I  am  trusting.  Lord,  in  thee, 
Dear  Lamb  of  Calvar>-; 
Humbly  at  thv  <ross  I  b«»w  ; 
Save  me,  Je^us,  s;ive  me  now. 

2  Long  my  heart  has  sighe<l  for  thee ; 
Long  has  evil  dwell  within  : 

Jesus  sweet Iv  speaks  t«»  me, 

I  will  cleanse  you  from  all  sin.— Rkk. 

3  Here  I  give  my  all  to  thee. 
Friends  ami  time  and  earthly  store ; 

Si>nl  .iTid  botiv  thine  l«»  Im-  — 

Wholly  thine  l<»i  ev»-r  niDre.— Rkk. 

4  In  the  promisfs  I  trust  ; 
Now  I  fvv\  the  MimkI  applietl : 

I  am  pntstrMtf  in  the  dust 
I  with  Christ  am  cru<  ifu«l.— Rkk. 


7S. 


It  is  always  very  difficult  to  find  oat  the 
data  (which  might  better  be  called  the  ae- 
sirabi/iu)  of  authors  who  have  contributed 
altogether  to  what  is  denominated  the  "  ijoi- 
pel "  literature  of  the  present  day.  Rer. 
William  McDonald,  the  author  of  this  vm 
popular  hvmn,  was  a  minister  of  the  Methodist 
Episcopal  Church.  He  was  an  AmcricsL 
born  in  1820,  and  his  composition  bears  ditt 
1858.  The  first  notice  we  have  of  it  is  in  the 
Baptist  Praise  Book,  1871.  It  was  doubtkai 
issued  before  in  some  Sunday-School  cdkc- 
tion.     Its  sentiment  is  good. 

The  story  is  told  of  Martin  Luther,  wfaoK 
hours  of  guilt  and  conviction  were  so  Akd 
with  wild  and  fearful  dreams,  that  once  the 
evil  one,  Satan,  appeared  to  enter  his  room, 
and  with  an  air  of  insolent  triumph  (b- 
played  a  vast  roll  of  parchment,  which  he 
carried  in  his  arms.  Luther  asked  him  wte 
that  was,  and  received  the  alarming  reph : 
'Mt  is  a  catalogue  of  all  your  former  sins!" 
He  leaped  from  his  bed  in  an  impulse  of  nxv- 
tal  agony  and  terror.  With  a  hollow  bant 
of  derisive  laughter  the  fiend  threw  it  on  the 
floor,  still  holdmg  one  end  in  his  hand  so  thtf 
it  might  easily  unroll  its  awful  length.  Theit 
the  frightened  man  was  compelled  to  rod 
hour  after  hour,  the  terrible  list  of  all  the 
wicked  deeds  he  had  done  in  all  his  fife. 
There  were  the  offences  and  follies  of  hii 
youth.  There  were  the  transgressions  of  hii 
riper  years.  He  groaned  in  the  bitterness  tk 
his  soul,  as  he  discovered,  every  now  and 
then,  some  miserable  little  vileness,  or  some 
daring  act  of  impiety,  which  he  had  almotf 
forgotten,  but  here  instantly  recogniad; 
some  unseen,  undisclosed,  secret  transgres- 
sion he  had  vainly  imagined  no  one  had 
detected,  or  even  conceived  he  could  commiL 
There  they  all  were ;  and,  oh,  how  black  the 
ink  seemed,  and  how  imperishable  the  parch- 
ment seemed,  and  how  long  the  great  roll 
seemed,  and  how  tightly  the  overio)*ed  dc\*2 
in  his  fiery  ^lee  held  it  clenched  in  his  lingers ! 
There  the  sins  were ;  just  as  he  knew  nov 
some  pen  of  a  recording  angel  had  noted  them 
down ;  just  as  he  knew,  beyond  a  doubt 
now.  that  (lod  would  one  time  set  them  b^ 
fore  him  in  array  under  the  light  of  his  coun- 
tenance. And  his  heart  faued  him  as  he 
gazed.  He  bent  his  head  hopelessly  in  sor- 
row and  shame,  with  a  fearful  foreboding  ot 
the  wrath  to  come. 

Suddenly  the  devil  called  him  by  name,  and 
pointed  to  some  words  along  the  top  of  the 
roll,  just  where  his  hand  held  it.  Luther 
looked  up  and  read  aloud :  **  Aii  sin  ;'*  aiMi 
then  he  understood  that  no  one  of  the  many 
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ts,  or  even  thoughts,  was  to  be  left  out. 
s  form  began  to  shiver,  and  he  says  he  was 
zed  with  a  violent  fit  of  trembling.  Hell 
peared  opening  at  once  under  his  feet.  His 
ony  was  intense.  He  could  not  bear  to 
>k  at  the  roll.  But  Satan  kept  screaming, 
Ml  sin !  all  sin  !"  And  at  last,  in  order  to 
lict  him  the  more,  exclaimed  :  '*  So  says 
)d,  so  says  God — all  sin,  all  sin !"  Now 
t  man's  study  of  Scripture  stood  him  in  ex- 
lent  stead.  For  he  looked  up  defiantly. 
>ring :  '*  Where  speaks  God  that  word  r* 
id  he  sprang  from  his  couch,  a  new  thought 

his  mind.  "In  what  chapter  and  what 
rse  ?  Where  savs  God  that  ?"  he  thundered, 
th  clear  voice,  like  a  trumpet  of  challenge. 
There,  there  !"  answered  the  devil,  pointing 
ain  to  the  parchment,  and  putting  his  fiery 
ger  on  the  two  words,  "  all  sin,  all  sin. ' 
le  reformer,  brave  for  a  moment  with  a 
ssed  thought  in  his  heart,  snatched  the 
ful  list  away  from  his  enemy,  and,  unroU- 
^  it  one  turn  more  in  the  other  direction, 
covered,  as  he  hoped  he  would,  the  remain- 
•  of  the  inscription.  There  it  explained 
;lf ;  to  be  sure,  Satan  had  quoted  correctly, 

he  read,  **  all  sin,  all  sin."  But  right  above 
;se  were  the  other  words,  as  in  the  Bible : 
'he  blood  of  Jesus  Christ,  his  Son,  cUanseth 
from  all  sin  !"     So  he  learned  that  all  that 

sins  had  been  massed  together  upon  that 
1  for  was  in  order  to  announce  that  atone- 
tnt  had  been  made  completely  to  cover 
rm.     And  with  a  glad  cry  of  exultant  joy 

awoke,  while  the  devil  disappeared  with 

his  parchment  of  sorrow  and  woe. 


9  Day  is  Breaking.  8s,  78.  D. 

Christians,  up!  the  day  is  breaking, 

Gird  your  ready  armor  on  ; 
Slumbering  hosts  around  are  waking, 

Rouse  ye!  in  the  Lord  be  strong! 
While  ye  sleep  or  idly  linger, 

Thousands  sink,  with  none  to  save  ; 
Hasten  !  Time's  unerring  finger 

Points  to  many  an  open  grave. 

2  Hark  !  unnumbered  voices  cr^'ing, 
"  Save  us,  or  we  droop  and  die  I 

Succor  bear  the  faint  and  dying, 

On  the  wings  of  mercy  fly  : 
Lead  them  to  the  crystal  fountain 

Gushing  with  the  streams  of  life  ; 
Guide  them  to  the  sheltering  mountain, 

For  the  gale  with  death  is  rife.  73 1 

3  Sec  the  blest  millennial  dawing! 
Bright  the  beams  of  Bethlehem's  star : 

Eastern  lands,  beht»ld  the  morning; 

Lo!  it  glimmers  from  afar; 
O'er  the  mountain-ton  ascending, 

Soon  the  scattered  light  shall  rise, 
Till,  in  radiant  glory  blending. 

Heaven's  high  noon  shall  greet  our  eyes. 

This  hymn  was  composed  by  Rev.  Elbert 
othotf  Porter,  D.  I).,  of  the  Reformed 
itch  Church  in  America.     It  is  said  to  have 


been  written  for  Hymns  of  ihc  Church,  1869. 
The  author  was  born  in  Hillsboro,  Somerset 
County,  N.  J..  October  23,  1820.  He  gradu- 
ated at  Princeton  College,  1839,  ^^^  ^^"^ 
a  while  contemplated  becoming  a  lawyer,  but 
at  last  decided  upon  the  ministry,  and  took  a 
course  in  the  Theological  Semmary  at  New 
Brunswick,  N.  J.  He  was  ordained  to  his 
first  charge  as  the  pastor  of  a  Reformed 
(Dutch)  Church  in  Chatham  Four  Corners, 
N.  Y.,  October  27,  1842.  The  congregation 
being  scarcely  organized,  and  meeting  in  a 
schoolhouse,  his  omcial  name  was  that  of  an 
evangelist.  But  his  success  was  excellent, 
and  the  church  was,  January  22,  1843.  fully 
constituted,  and  he  was  installed  October  17 
of  t^e  same  year.  There  he  remained  until 
early  in  1850,  when  he  was  called  to  Williams- 
burgh,  L.  I.,  now  Brooklyn,  E.  D.,  and  began 
his  long  service  in  the  Bedford  Avenue  Re- 
formed (Dutch)  Church,  where  he  spent 
thirty-four  useful  years.  He  retired  in  1883, 
and  died  February  26,  1888,  at  Claverack, 
N.  Y. 

Dr.  Porter  was  for  a  long  time  one  of  the 
editors  of  the  Christian  Intelligencer .  It 
was  the  denominational  organ  of  his  church. 
He  made  it  a  force.  Says  his  biographer : 
"  No  wonder  he  was  a  leader.  He  deserved 
to  be,  for  he  led,  taking  always  the  burden 
upon  his  own  shoulders  and  going  before. 
He  had  a  reserve  of  will-power,  a  masterful 
captaincy  of  command  ;  but  usually  his  sway 
was  that  of  persuasion  and  negotiation. ' 
Herein  is  a  lesson  to  be  learned  by  all  of  us. 
Let  a  free,  open-hearted  Christian  go  through 
any  church,  he  will  gather  twice  what  others 
will ;  not  that  he  bsgs  harder,  not  that  he 
cringes  more ;  but  he  is  a  manly  follower  of 
the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  the  world  knows 
it.  He  leads ;  and  men  will  follow  one  who 
leads  worthily.  Julius  Caesar  was  once 
asked  how  it  came  that  his  soldiers  kept  up 
so  close  in  the  charges  of  hand-to-hana  con- 
flict. He  answered :  **  I  never  say,  Ite  illuc  ; 
but  Venite  hue."      He  never  ordered  them — 

fo  there — he  beckoned  them— r^w^  here — for 
imself  was  ahead. 


steadiness. 

Jesus,  who  can  be 
Once  conipare<l  with  thee! 
Source  of  rest  and  consolation. 
Life,  and  light,  and  full  salvation 
Son  of  God,  with  thee 
None  compared  can  be ! 

2  Thou  hast  died  for  me, 

From  all  misery 
And  distress  me  to  deliver, 
And  from  death  to  save  forever: 

I  am  by  thv  blood 

Reconcilea  to  God. 


5».  88,5s. 
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t Grant  me  steadiness, 
ord,  to  run  my  race, 
Followin>(  ihce  with  love  most  tender, 
So  that  Satan  may  not  hinder 
Me  by  craft  or  force : 
Further  thou  my  course. 

4  When  I  hence  de|>art, 

Strengthen  thou  my  heart ; 
Where  thou  art,  O  Lord,  convey  me ; 
In  thy  righteousness  array  me; 

That  at  thy  right  hand 

Joyful  1  may  stand. 

Rev.  John  Gambold,  M.  A.,  was  born  at 
Puncheston,  Pembrokeshire,  England,  April 
ID,  171 1,  and  educated  a;  Oxford,  graduating 
in  1730.  He  took  Holy  Orders  and  in  1739 
became  Vicar  of  Stanton  Harcourt,  Oxford- 
shire ;  but  three  years  later  he  decided  to 
join  the  Moravians.  In  1754  he  was  chpsen 
one  of  their  bishops.  His  death  occurred  at 
Haverford  West,  September  13,  1771.  A 
number  of  translations  by  him  were  published 
in  the  Moravian  Hymn  Book,  1754,  among 
them  this  one  from  a  favorite  poem  by 
Johann  Anastasius  Freylinghausen,  a  cele- 
brated (lerman  divine  who  was  bom  in 
Brunswick,  December  2,  1670,  and  educated 
at  the  University  of  Jena,  and  settled  over 
churches  in  (ilaucha  and  Halle.  He  died  in 
the  latter  town,  February  12,  1739,  after  a 
long  illness.  He  wrote  more  than  forty 
hymns,  which  rank  ver\*  high  for  their 
warmth  of  feeling  and  depth  of  Christian 
experience.  They  are  still  in  general  use  in 
German  V. 

752  Exoii.  40 :  36-38.  C.  M.  D. 

LoN(;  as  the  «larkoiiing  cloud  abode, 

So  long  did  Israel  rest : 
Nor  move<l  they  till  the  guiding  Lord 

In  brightness  stotni  confesseo: 
Father  of  spirits  !  Light  of  life ! 

Now  lift  the  cloudy  vail  I 
Shine  forth  in  fire  aniid  that  night 

Whose  blackness  makes  us  quail '. 

2  'T  is  done  !    To  Christ  the  power  given ; 
He  rends  the  vail  away; 

O'er  earth  a  splendor  txiiirs  from  heaven 
That  inakeis  our  darkness— day  ! 

Rist'  iIk?i  ami  follow,  all  the  host, 
His  ijloiA  who  precedes; 

Thi>  true  Sheihinab.  whiih  we  boast, 
To  the  true  Canaan  leails. 

3  Tl»e  I  itv  there  is  jasper-built, 
The  sva,  a  golden  fire. 

Ami  umiernejith  the  emerald  bow 

Sings  an  immortal  «hoir! 
Oh.  thither  lead  us.  \^^x^\  of  light  ' 

Through  all  this  wiMerness; 
Till  in  th«'  glorv  of  that  sight 

We  i)i.-rfe<  t  are  in  bliss  I 

Kcv.  ( it'OH'c  Kiclianis  was  born  near  New- 
port. K.  l..ai)()Ut  tlut  year  1755.  During  the 
Revr)luii«>n  he  was  a  purser  and  chaplain  in 
the  rnitfd  States  Navy,  and  after  its  close 
he  tauy^ht  a  school  in  Boston.     He  then  be- 


came a  Universalist  preacher,  and  \k-as 
of  a  church  in  Portsmouth,  N.  H. 
1793  to  1809.  He  removed  from  this 
to  one  in  Philadelphia,  where  he  c 
March,  1814.  Mr.  Richards  was  the 
of  a  number  of  hymns,  and  with  S 
edited  a  Universalist  Collection  uh» 
printed  in  Boston  in  1792.  Subsequeni 
contained  other  contributions  by  hii 
only  the  one  given  here  is  widely  knov 
its  present  form  nearly  one  half  of  it  is 
anonymous  writer. 

753  Rom.  8:31. 

God's  glory  is  a  wondrous  thing. 

Most  strange  in  all  its  Mrayst. 
And,  of  all  things  on  earth,  least  like 

What  men  agree  to  praise. 

2  Oh,  blest  is  he  to  whom  is  jpven 
The  instinct  that  can  tell 

That  God  is  on  the  field,  when  be 
Is  most  invisible  I 

3  And  blest  is  he  who  can  divine 
Where  real  right  doth  lie. 

And  dares  to  take  the  side  lliat  seem 
Wrong  to  man's  blindfold  e>-e ! 

4  Oh,  learn  to  scorn  the  praise  ofinci 
Oh,  learn  to  lose  with  C;od  ! 

For  Jesus  won  the  world  through  sbi 
And  beckons  thee  his  road. 

5  And  right  is  right,  since  Ood  is  Go 
And  right  the  day  must  win  ; 

To  doubt  would  be  dislovalty. 
To  falter  would  be  sin  ! 

The  h>Tnn  from  which  this  is  a  ccn 
written  by  Dr.  Frederick  W.  Faber,  ai 
peared  in  \\\s  Jesus  and  Mary,  1849. 
nineteen  stanzas,  and    was    entitled. 
Right  Must  Win."    The  first  line  was 
it  is  hard    to  work  for  God !"     Sod 
accomplishment    of  desperate   enterp 
reached   by  what  seems  sheer  force 
conquerable   will.      Now  and   then, 
hiji^h  places  of  human  renown,  may  b 
the  form  of  some  simple-minded  her 
gether  unconscious  of  the    show  he 
and  most  likely  unaware  that  he  'wiU 
considered  the  center  of  his  age  or  t 
figure  of  the  era. 

Out  on  the  prow  of  his  vessel,  looki 
land,  while  his  crew  mutinies  behind  fc 
the  face  of  Christopher  Columbus,  ses 
for  a  new  world !  Deep  in  the  forest ; 
ley  Forge,  kneeling  for  prayer,  sec  < 
Washington,  the  flicker  of  the  faint  cai 
on  his  features,  while  the  snow  lies  ; 
him  red  with  the  blood  of  his  shoelc 
diers  !  Then  later  in  the  annals  of  this  1 
lie,  see  Abraham  Lincoln,  the  momin 
our  worst  defeat  set  the  wires  in  a 
and  flung  the  land  into  awful  mourning 
listen  to  the  quiet  words,  so  quaint 
queerly  characteristic — "  Well,  it  sets  1: 
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ood  deal,  but  we  shall  do  better  by  and  by  ; 
must  keep  pej^ginjj  away  !"  Under  Valens, 
Roman  emperor,  lived  Basil  the  bishop  of 
sarea.  The  emperor,  with  his  prefect,  \ns- 
l  the  bishop,  and  vainly  tried  to  persuade 

1  to  abandon    his  faith.      Perceiving  that 
availed    nothing,  the    prefect,  losing   pa- 

»ce,  resorted  to  other  measures.     "  Are  you 

afraid  to  oppose  me?"  he  asked.  **  Why 
uld  I  fear?"  replied  Basil;  "what  will 
pen  ?"  The  prefect,  swelling  with  rage, 
ped  out  convulsively  :  "  Confiscation,  ban- 
nent,  torture,  death  !"  **  Have  you  noth- 
else?"  asked  the  undaunted  bishop, "for 
ling  you  have  spoken  has  any  effect  on 
He  that  has  nothing  to  lose  is  not  afraid 
confiscation.  Save  these  threadbare,  tat- 
d  garments,  and  a  few  books,  I  have  noth- 

you  can  take.  As  to  banishment,  you 
not  banish  me.  for  the  earth  is  the  Lord's 

the  fullness  thereof.  And  as  to  torture, 
first  stroke  would  kill  me,  and  to  kill  me 
)  send  me  to  glory."  It  is  not  manly,  it 
ot  womanly,  to  give  up  duty  and  forsake 
)venant.  There  was  one  sentence,  spoken 
fohnson.  which  Boswell  declared  he  could 
»r  read  without  emotion.  **  I  think,"  said 
great  moralist  in  one  of  the  numbers  of 
Rambler,  '*  that  there  is  some  reason  for 
stioning  whether  the  body  and  mind  are 

so  proportioned  to  each  other,  that  the 
can  bear  all  which  can  be  inflicted  on  the 
IX  ;  whether  virtue  cannot  stand  its  ground 
long  as  life ;  and  whether  a  soul,  well- 
icipled.will  not  sooner  be  separated  than 
dued."      That  rugged  old  philosopher  was 

willing  to  give  up  that  a  man's  courage 
.  firmer  than  his  atfection  ;  he  did  not  be- 

2  that  a  hero  could  be  burned  without 
:hing,  and  yet  could  not  stand  temptation 
lout  sin. 


\  I  'nwavff  itig  Trust. 

p-ATHKR  of  love,  our  Guide  and  Friend, 

Oh,  lead  us  Kciilly  on, 
L'lilil  life's  triaT-iinie  shall  end, 

And  heavenly  peace  be  won. 

2  We  know  not  what  the  path  may  be 
As  vet  by  us  untrod : 

But  we  can  trust  our  all  to  thee, 
Our  Father  and  our  God. 

3  But  if  some  darker  lot  be  Rood, 
Oh,  teach  us  to  e?idure 

The  sorrow,  pain,  or  solitude, 
That  make  the  spirit  pure. 

4  Christ  by  no  flowerv  pathway  came. 
And  we,  his  followers  liere. 

Must  do  thy  will  and  praise  thy  name, 
In  hope,  and  love,  and  fear. 

5  And,  till  in  heaven  we  sinless  bow. 
And  faultless  afithems  raise. 

O  Father,  Son,  andSi)irit,  now 
Accept  our  feeble  praise. 


CM. 


From  the  manuscript  of  the  author,  Dr. 
William  Josiah  Irons,  we  learn  that  this  poem 
was  **  written  for  a  large  Confirmation  at 
Brompton,  in  1844,  and  was  published  in 
Lowe  s  Hymns  for  the  Christian  Seasons, 
1854."  That  moment  in  which  a  young  per- 
son takes  a  public  stand  for  Christ  before  the 
world  is  full  of  promise  as  well  as  of  attract- 
iveness. What  will  he  be  twenty-years  from 
this?  The  hope  for  all  his  future  career 
rests  simply  in  his  union  with  Jesus  Christ, 
and  that  turns  upon  his  intensity  of  regard 
for  the  Divine  One  who  is  his  Master  and 
Model.  If  his  heart  is  with  Immanuel's 
heart,  that  fact  will  mould  his  character, 
fashion  his  life,  and  fix  his  destiny.  Such  a 
Christian  is  sure  to  grow  lovely  by  just  lov- 
ing— by  just  going  on  in  love  for  Christ.  It  has 
been  fabied  from  old  times  that  the  graceful 
swan  was  changed  from  a  most  ugly  bird 
into  its  present  beauty  merely  because  of  its 
constancy  to  its  mate.  But  oh,  how  Chris- 
tian fact  is  sure  to  outrun  even  classic  fable ! 
The  soyl  grows  wondrously  lovely  which  pours 
out  thus  its  faithful  affection.  It  beholds 
Jesus'  face,  as  in  a  glass,  and  is  changed  into 
the  same  image,  from  glory  to  glory,  even  as 
by  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord. 

755  Isa.  35  :  8-10.  C.  M. 

Sing,  all  ye  ransomed  of  the  Lord, 

Your  j^reat  Deliverer  sine  : 
Ye  pilg:rims,  now  for  Zion  bound, 

Be  joyful  in  your  King. 

2  His  hand  divine  shall  lead  you  on 
Through  all  the  blissful  road. 

Till  to  the  sacred  mount  you  rise. 
And  see  your  gracious  God. 

3  Bright  garlands  of  immortal  joy 
Shall  bloom  on  every  head  ; 

While  sorrow,  sighing,  and  distress. 
Like  shadows,  all  are  fled. 

4  March  on  in   your  Redeemer's  strength: 
Pursue  his  footsteps  still ; 

And  let  the  prospect  cheer  your  e>*e 
While  laboring  up  the  hill. 

This  is  taken  from  Dr.  Philip  Doddridge's 
Hymns  founded  on  I  'arious  Texts  in  the  Holy 
Scriptures,  17  SS-  It  is  entitled  "Joy  on  the 
Homeward  Way,"  and  the  first  line  reads. 
"  Sing,  ye  redeemed  of  the  Lord."  The  al- 
lusion seems  to  be  to  Isaiah  3$  :  10:  **  And 
the  ransomed  of  the  Lord  shall  return,  and 
come  to  Zion  with  songs  and  everlasting  joy 
upon  their  heads :  they  shall  obtain  joy  and 
gladness,  and  sorrow  and  sighing  shall  fiee 
away."  The  passage,  of  course,  referred  to 
the  journeying  back  of  the  Israelites  from 
their  captivity  in  Babylon  to  the  ancient 
home    of  their  fathers    in    Jerusalem.     The 
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moment  is  chosen  in  which  the  long  train 
reaches  the  ridge  behind  the  slope  of  Mount 
Olivet,  and  the  exiles  catch  the  tirst  glimpse 
of  the  pathetic  old  town.  They  are  repre- 
sented as  bursting  forth  into  the  songs  they 
could  not  sing  "  in  a  strange  land."  By  an 
easy  rhetorical  accommodation  the  figure  is 
often  applied  to  the  people  of  God  drawing 
nij*h  the  end  of  their  earthly  journey,  and 
beholding  the  heavenly  Zion,  and  opening 
their  lips  for  a  psalm  loftier  and  sweeter  than 
ever  before. 

76 1  "  To  Live  is  Christy  S.  M. 

For  me  to  live  is  Christ, 

To  die  is  endless  gain  ; 
For  him  I  gladly  bear  the  cross, 

And  welcome'grief  and  pain. 

2  A  pilgrimage  my  lot. 
My  home  is  in  the  skies ; 

I  nightly  pitch  my  tent  below. 
And  oaily  higher  rise. 

3  I  fare  with  Christ  my  Lord ; 
His  path  the  path  I  choose' 

The\'  joy  who  suffer  most  with  him — 
They  win  who  with  him  lose. 

4  The  dawn  on  distant  hills 
Shines  o'er  the  vales  below  ; 

The  shadows  of  this  world  are  lost 
In  light  to  which  I  go. 

5  My  joume>'  soon  will  end. 
My  scrip  and  staff  laid  down : 

Oh,  tempt  me  not  with  earthly  toys — 
1  go  to  wear  a  crown. 

Many  years  ago  this  little  hymn  of  three 
stanzas  was  discovered  floating  around  in  the 
newspapers.  We  picked  it  up  because  it 
seemed  to  voice  the  words  of  the  apostle : 
•*  P'or  me  to  live  is  Christ,  and  to  die  is  gain," 
Philippians  1:21.  Mere  mechanical  necessi- 
ties in  the  music  upon  the  page  required  two 
stanzas  more  in  length  ;  and  we  supplied  the 
third  and  fourth ;  and  there  now  is  the  un- 
claimed piece  going  the  rounds  still. 
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Th^  Panoply  of  God. 


S.  M. 


A 
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MKBs  '.frhrist.  arise, 

'A  ;i'it  vour  armf»r  on, 

ri;<  .'.\  tJ.'.-  *.trrnglh  which  God  supplies 

•.•:■, '\^\i  his  *:t<Trial  Son. 


■  /  . 

#  * 


'.'if  in  !hr  Lord  of  hf»sts, 
;    -.  •..  -.  rni;;J.tv  p«i»t:r, 

♦.r'Tiifth  of  Jesus  trusts 
'. '.'iri  "»T>'iucror. 


'1  • '  -. 


•   '    !■• 


I     •        ■■ 


:rj  hi-  KTcat  miifht. 
•  T'-riSfth  i-ridued. 
"    -. -.1]  for  the  fight, 

'  •  '"  •    pa-t. 
■  '  ••  "i  .'/*i  «  hrist  alone. 
.'  r«    i*.  ..fi. 


'I 
J' 


•  ■•  » 


(, 


.';  V*::.  Charle«i  Wesley's 
v.a*-  published  in 


his  Hytnns  and  Sacred  Poems ^  1749. 
tained  sixteen  stanzas  of  eight  lines  ea 
twelve  of  these  have  been  di\nded  im 
hymns  of  len^  suitable  for  congrq 
use.  The  original  text  has  been  much 
and  in  some  cases  weakened ;  but  the 
centos  are  in  general  use  on  both  side 
sea.  The  reference  is  to  Ephesians  6 
It  is  to  be  feared  that  too  much  1 
laid  upon  the  emotional  and  experima 
of  piety  in  this  easy  day  of  ours.  Tc 
young  princes  go  off  into  dangerou 
land  for  curious  inquiry  or  mere  lov 
venture.  There  was  (so  we  are  told> 
English  poet  who  took  position  in 
tower  that  he  might  see  a  real  ban 
seems  to  have  had  great  prosperity, 
world  has  not  yet  done  praising  his  * 
description  of  the  rushing  onset,  the 
and  the  carnage*  '*  by  Iser  rolling  1 
Now  nobody  need  hoi>e  to  become  a 
ed  with  the  solemn  realities  of  life  b] 
gazing  out  upon  it  from  a  protected  t 
Campbell  did  on  Hohenlinden  tieUL  ^ 
not  make  a  poem  out  of  it.  There  a 
certainties  of  exposure,  and  necessiti 
tack,  which  disdain  figures  and  rfay 
mere  music.  And,  moreo\'er,  wc  are  • 
ants,  not  spectators ;  we  are  in  the  01 
the  shock  is  at  hand.  "  There  is  no  d 
in  that  war." 


Prayer  far  He^. 

Saviol'R  and  Lord  of  all. 
Turn  ever>-  hemrt  to  thee; 

Guard  us  and  guide  as  safe 
0\'er  Life's  scs. 


2  When  we  are  foil  of  , 
Victims  of  anxious  fear. 

Give  thou  our  hearts  rriief, 
Jesus,  be  near. 

3  Briffhten  oar  daiieest  hoar. 
Tillthe  last  hoar  shall  come; 

Then,  in  thy  kn-e  and  power. 
Oh,  take  as  home ! 

This  "  H\*mn  to  the  Sa\-iour  "  is  tak 
the  Memoirs  of  Rev.  Thomas  Rawsc 
lor.  published  in  1836.  It  appeared 
1853  in  the  I^eds  Hymm^Boak^  alb 
"Jesu.  Immanucl." 

••  Ai  Ptrib  OJir 

Oft  in  danger,  oft  In  woe. 
Onward,  Christiaitt,  onward  (o : 
Fight  the  fighl.  maintain  the  strife 
Strengthened  with  the  bread  iA  life. 

3  Onward.  Christians,  onward  ipo. 
Join  the  war  and  fiMe  the  foe : 
Will  \-e  flee  in  daanr's  hovr  > 
Know  ye  not  yvnx  K  aphiin's  - ' 


X  Let  >-oar  droofov  hearts  be  cImI: 

March  in ' 


;:r.'! 


irenhra: 
Fight,  nor  think  the  battle 
Victory 
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4  Let  not  sorrow  dim  your  eye, 
Soon  shall  every  tear  be  dry ; 

Let  not  fears  your  course  impede. 
Great  your  strength,  if  great  your  need. 

5  Onward  then  in  battle  move. 
More  than  conquerors  ye  shall  prove; 
Though  opposed  by  many  a  foe, 
Christian  soldiers,  onward  go. 

lis  poem,  as  we  have  it  at  present,  is  the 
It  of  various  changes.  It  was  written 
nally  by  Henry  Kirke  White  upon  the 

of  a  mathematical  paper,  and  came  into 
lands  of  the  compiler  of  Collyer's  Hymns^ 
*ly  Collected  and  Partly  Original,   181 2, 

fragment  which  had  to  be  completed  in 
r  to  tit  it  for  use.  Mrs.  Fuller- Maitland 
82  7  compiled  Hymns  for  Private  Devo- 

and  in  this  an  enlarged  form  of  the 
n   was  made  by  her  daughter  Frances, 

only  fourteen  years  old.  In  Bickersteth's 
'stian  PsalfHody,  1833.  this  text  is  given 

some  alterations,  and  still  another  ver- 

is  to  be  found  in  Hall's  Miter  Hymn- 
\  1836.  These  four  sources  have  pro- 
d  the  poem  as  it  is  to-day.  It  is  a  war- 
tiymn,  and  yet  it  is  familiarly  Scriptural : 
Asians  6:10-18.  Concerning  this  spiritual 
»ply  we  may  with  profit  consult  John 
^an.  Perhaps  it  may  be  well  to  note 
;  points  which  this  prince  of  dreamers 
plainly  made.  First,  he  calls  us  to  ob- 
t  that  Christian,  in  all  his  splendid  accou- 
ent,  had  been  provided  with  no  armor 
his  back,  so  that  he  felt  it  necessary,  when 
bellowing  fiend  drew  near,  "to  venture 

stand  his  ground,"  since  to  turn  would 

him  greater  advantage  to  pierce  with 
5.  Then,  in  the  enumeration  of  weapons, 
yan  mentions  **  all-prayer  "  as  one  which 
essed  great  value  and  efficiency.  For 
jlf ,  I  acknowledge  that  in  my  youth  I  was 
tly  curious  to  know  what  this  part  of  the 
)r  could  be.  I  think  I  understand  more 
It  it  now,  since  I  have  been  in  the  con- 
And  then  Bunyan  shows  us  that  in  all 
panoplv  Christian  wore  there  was  only 
thing  for  attack ;  the  rest  was  for  mere 
nee.  The  s^uord  proved  to  be  the  man's 
nee :  for  when  Apollyon  had  him  fairly 
n.  it  was  only  with  his  great  two-edged 
d  that  he  gave  the  fiend  a  **  deadly 
•it "  which  turned  the  battle ;  **  then,  in- 
,  he  did  smile  and  look  upward !" 

Stronj^  tn   Trust.  7s. 

Lord,  thou  art  my  Rock  of  strength, 

And  mv  home  is  in  thine  arms  ; 
Thou  wift  send  me  help  at  length, 

And  I  feel  no  wild  alarms. 

a  When  my  trials  tarr\-  long, 

Unto  thee  I  look  and  wait, 
Knowing  none,  though  keen  and  strong. 

Can  mv  trust  in  thee  abate. 


3  And  this  faith  I  long  have  nursed 
Comes  alone,  O  God,  from  thee; 

Thou  my  heart  didst  open  first. 
Thou  didst  set  this  hope  in  me. 

4  Let  thy  mercy's  wings  be  spread 
O'er  me,  keep  me  close  to  tnec ; 

In  the  peace  thy  love  doth  shed 
Let  me  dwell  eternally. 

5  Be  my  all ;  in  all  I  do. 
Let  me  only  seek  thy  will : 

Where  the  heart  to  thee  is  tme. 
All  is  peaceful,  calm,  and  still. 

This  is  another  of  Miss  Catharine  Wink- 
worth's  translations,  which  appeared  in  the 
first  edition  of  her  Lyra  Germanica,  i8$$.  It 
has  been  considerably  shortened  to  fit  it  for 
present  use,  and  the  nrst  line  has  been  altered. 
The  original  is  one  of  August  Hermann 
Francke's  finest  hymns.  It  was  written  in 
memory  of  the  wife  of  a  professor  at  Halle, 
and  appended  to  the  funeral  sermon  which 
was  preached  by  Francke  at  Glaucha,  No- 
vember I,  171  r.  The  lady  was  one  who  had 
suffered  greatly  both  in  body  and  ihind,  but 
bore  all  her  afflictions  with  patient  resigna- 
tion, and  the  hymn  is  known  to  be  a  "  clear 
mirror  of  its  author's  heart  and  life  expe- 
riences." 

77 1  "TV  Shadow  of  a  Rock:'  78. 

Shadow  of  a  mighty  Rock, 

Stretching  o'er  a  weary  Land, 
Hide  me  from  the  tempest's  shock, 

Let  me  in  thy  shelter  stand. 

2  When  thy  presence,  O  my  God, 
Brighter  is  than  I  can  see. 

Shadow  on  the  heavenward  road, 
Let  me  find  my  shade  in  thee. 

3  Out  of  thee  are  shades  of  death, 
Weary  wa>'s,  and  hours  unblest ; 

Shadow  of  the  Rock,  beneath 
Thee  alone  are  joy  and  rest. 

4  Till  the  race  of  life  be  run. 
Till  my  soul  in  rest  be  laid, 

God  of  gods,  thou  art  my  sun  ; 
Son  of  God,  be  thou  my  shade  I 

This  was  taken  from  Hymns  of  Love  and 
Praise,  1863,  ^^Titten  by  Rev.  John  S.  B.  Mon- 
sell,  LL.  D.  He  entitled  it  **  Jesus,  the  Rock  of 
Ages."  It  is  one  of  the  most  dignified  and 
noble  lyrics  this  author  ever  made.  Its  ref- 
erence is  evidently  to  Isaiah  32  :  2  :  "  And  a 
man  shall  be  as  an  hiding-place  from  the  wind, 
and  a  covert  from  the  tempest ;  as  rivers  of 
water  in  a  dry  place,  as  the  shadow  of  a  great 
rock  in  a  weary  land." 


776  Penuel.—Gm,  3a  .  31. 

CoMR,  O  thou  Traveler  unknown  1 
Whom  still  I  hold,  but  cannot  see, 

My  company  before  is  gone. 
And  I  am  left  alone  with  thee : 

With  thee  all  night  I  mean  to  stay. 

And  wrestle  till  the  break  of  day. 


L.  M.  61. 
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2  I  need  not  tell  thee  who  I  am ; 

My  sin  and  mi»er>'  declare; 
Thyself  hast  called  mc  hy  my  name; 

Look  on  thv  hands  ancl  read  it  there : 
But  who.  I  ask  thee,  who  art  thou? 
Tell  me  thy  name,  and  tell  me  now. 

^  My  prayer  hath  power  with  God ;  the  grace 

irnspeakable  I  now  receive ; 
Through  faith  I  see  thee  face  to  face — 

I  see  thee  face  to  face  and  live ! 
In  vain  I  have  not  wept  and  strove ; 
Thy  nature  and  thy  name  is  Love. 

4  I  know  thee,  Saviour,  who  thou  art — 

Jesus,  the  feeble  sinner's  Friend  ; 
Nor  wilt  thou  with  the  night  depart, 

But  stajr  and  love  me  to  the  end  ; 
Thy  mercies  never  shall  remove ; 
Thy  nature  and  thy  name  is  Love. 

In  the  Methodist  Church  it  is  the  almost 
universal  opinion  that  this  one  of  Rev. 
Charles  Wesley's  Hymns  and  Poems,  1742,  is 
**  the  most  celebrated  lyric  that  he  ever 
wrote."  It  is  founded  upon  the  story  of 
Jacob's  wrestlinjj  with  the  Angel,  Genesis 
32  :  24-26.  John  Wesley  is  reported  to  have 
said  that  Isaac  Watts  had  said  that  this  sin- 
jijle  poem,  entitled  "  Wrestling  Jacob,"  was 
•*  worth  all  the  verses  he  himself  had  writ- 
ten." If  Dr.  Watts  ever  went  off  into  an 
enthusiasm  so  extravagant  as  that,  it  is  likely 
that  he  had  a  poorer  notion  of  his  own  work 
than  Christian  people  since  have  been  led  to 
cherish.  This  piece  is  really  very  poetical 
and  picturesque ;  it  consists  of  fourteen  stan- 
zas of  six  lines  each,  distributed  into  three 
parts,  entitled  respectively,  **  The  Struggle," 
"  The  Name  Revealed,"  and  **  Victorious 
Rapture."  It  cannot  be  called  a  hymn  except 
by  courtesy ;  it  is  narrative,  personal,  mystic, 
grand  ;  but  it  is  not  lyric  in  structure,  nor  di- 
rect in  praise.  We  must  all  admit  it  to  be 
one  of  the  finest  religious  poems  in  the  lan- 
guage ;  but  it  is  almost  impossible  to  sing, 
and  does  not  bear  to  be  divided.  The  su- 
preme height  of  the  thought  is  reached  in  the 
second  stanza  of  the  second  part ;  and  that  is 
what  makes  it  such  a  pity  that  somebody 
does  not  authoritatively  change  the  word 
"  bowels  "  into  "  tender  mercies,"  as  the  schol- 
ars did  in  the  New  Revision. 


I 
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In  Chrtst  Alottf. 


L.  M.  6L 


My  h<»iH-is  built  on  nothini;  less 
Th.tii  J..->u«»'  blooil  and  ri>>hlct>u.sness  ; 
I  .J  irt-  :i"t  trust  the  swct-test  frame, 
V.  .t  ■Ah'^.llv  Itiui  onjesu'i'  ruimc: 
O-i  <  hri-'.,  tl'.c-  sf)li«l  nvk.  1  sl.\nd  ; 
A.;  .*Lrj'T  ijroumi  is  sinkitiK  sand. 

i  *.',  ■.'■Ti   i.irlcji'.^-*  seems  to  vail  his  face. 
I  :■■■■.'    ,:.  :.!-  :jiii  haiik;in>i  k'=*«  ^*  I 
;.--.!    k'l.  tn'i  xtoimy  Kale, 
\\     ,.   :     r  ..-■'■i-' within  the  v:iil; 
''»■.  ■  '  r.-*    ''\-  ^'\u\  r«»«'k.  I  stand; 
A     '.■■  ■  ■'  »;'■'. r.'I  >  »:iikni>:  >aiKl. 


His  oath,  his  covenant,  and  blood 
_  upport  me  in  the  whelming  flood ; 
when  all  around  my  sonl  gives  vay 
He  then  is  all  my  hope  and  stay : 
On  Christ,  the  solid  rock,  I  stand : 
All  other  £^und  Is  sinking  sand. 

Rev.  Edward  Mote  was  bom  in 
January  21.  1797,  and  ha\<ing  been  0 
under  the  preaching  of  a  Dissenting 
he  finally  entered  the  Baptist  Church 
came  a  pastor.  The  last  twenty-six 
his  life  were  spent  as  a  clergyman  ir 
lage  of  Horsham,  Sussex,  where 
November  13,  1874.  Mr.  Mote  is  ki 
the  writer  of  this  poem,  w*hich  \ 
called  by  Bishop  Bickersteth  "  a  grai 
of  faith."  The  author  says  of  it: 
morning  it  came  into  my  mind  as  I 
labor  to  write  a  hymn  on  the  *  Grac 
perience  of  a  Christian/  As  1 
Holborn  I  had  the  chorus,  •  On  Ch 
solid  rock,  I  stand.  All  other  grounc 
ing  sand.'  In  the  day  I  had  the  1 
verses  complete,  and  wrote  them  of 
hymn  was  first  sung  at  the  beds 
dying  parishioner,  and  met  with  «ic 
favor  that  it  was  printed  as  a  leaflet, 
inserted  in  the  Spiritual  Mqgaxiti 
collection  of  original  and  selected  i 
Mr.  Mote  called  Hymns  of  Praise^  w 
published  with  the  title,  "The  In 
Basis  of  a  Sinner's  Hope." 

Life  <if  Life, 

Laboring  and  hea\'y-ladeii, 
Wantine  help  in  time  of  need ; 

Fainting  oy  the  way  from  hunger, 
"  Bread  of  Life !"  on  thee  we  fced 

2  Thirsting  for  the  sprinn  of  watci 
That  by  love's  eternal  law 

From  the  stricken  Rock  are  flowiiu 
"  WeU  of  Life  T'  from  thee  we  dn 

3  In  the  land  of  cloud  and  shadow. 
Where  no  human  ej-e  can  see. 

Light  to  those  who  sit  in  darkness, 
*^ Light  of  Life !"  we  walk  in  thee 

4  Vexed  with  passion's  hateful  hoo 
Longing,  struggling  to  be  free ; 

Where  thy  lo\'ing  banner  leads  us, 
"  Prince  of  Life!"  we  follow  thee 

5  Sick  of  sense^s  vain  deceivtngs. 
Crumbling  round  us  into  dust ; 

Strong  alone  in  fiiith's  believings. 
"  W\>rd  of  Life  P*  in  thee  we  tmsl 

6  Thou  the  '*  Grace  of  life  "  sappiyi 
Thou  the  "  Crown  of  life  ••  wilt  gi 
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Dead  to  sin,  and  daily  dying, 
"  Life  of  Life.**  in  thee  we  It 


live- 


This  poem  by  Rev.  Dr.  John  S. 
sell  tirst  appeared  in  his  Hymns  0/ 1 
Praise,  1863,  and  was  designed  for  usi 
itential  and  consecration  services. 
eloquent  presentation  of  the  varied 
in  which  Christ,  as  the  source  of  all  lift 
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iward  believers.  "  Bread  "  and  ■'  Well." 
Lij^hc  "  and  "  Prince,"  "  Word  "  and  "  Life  ;" 

^  is  indeed  ihe  "  (irace  of  life."  and  the 
Crown  of  life." 


sILtl  with  thft,  wh«ri  puTple  moriiiiiE  break 
n  IheMrd  wskdh  iikTiIie  shadowi  fleet 


Aisis  in  glurj-,  «r  logelhef 
All  thai  endivss  day. 


Rev.  Neheniiah  Adams.  D.  IX.  was  born  in 
Salem,  Mass.,  February  19,  1806,  and  grad- 
uated at  Harvard  College  in  1826,  He  enter- 
ed the  theoliigical  seminary  at  Andover.  finish- 
ing  his  course  of  study  in  1839.  Immediately 
after  he  became  pastor  of  a  CongrcKational 
church  in  Cambridfie,  where  he  remained  un- 
til 1834.  when  he  removed  to  the  Essex  Street 
church  in  Hoston.  His  pastorate  there  lasted 
until  his  death,  October  6.  i8;8.  Dr.  Adams 
wrote  several  books,  some  of  which  were  on 
political  subjects,  but  in  hvmnology  he  is  only 
known  as  the  author  of  two  poems.  The  one 
given  here  was  first  printed  in  Cliurck  Pas- 
iorals.  1864.  The  Scripture  reference  is  to 
Revelation  ;;  :  r. 


InihecBlm  dew  and  rmhness  of  Ihe  mom. 

J  When  links  the  kouI.  gubdued  by  toil,  lo  iluinbel, 
lis  cItHlnt[  i.->e  looks  up  10  thee  In  prs>-er: 

Sw«t  the  rcpwe.  beneath  thy  wines  o'lmhadovrin;:. 
But  sweeter  still  to  naltc  and  rincT Iher  there. 

Oh.  in  that  hour,  and  feirer  than  day's  dawiiiiiR, 
Shalt  rise  Ihe  glorious  ihoiiKhl,  I  am  with  ihee. 

Mrs.  Harriet  Deecher  Stowe.  who  has  done 
the  world  such  service  as  a  novelist.  Is  known 
in  hymnology  chiefly  by  three  contributions 
which  she  made  to  her  famous  brother's 
tiork.  When  Rev.  Henry  Ward  Beecher 
compiled  his  Plymoulh  L'alkclion  in  1855, 
this  poem  was  included  In  it,  with  the  title, 
"  Resting  In  God."  We  are  told  concerning 
the  old  man  Simeon  that  he  was  "waiting 
for  the  consolation  of  Israel."  Our  lives  are 
moulded,  our  innermost  character  fashioned. 
under  the  full  pressure  of  things  around  us, 
to  be  sure  ;  but  a  Christian's  future  is  fixed 
by  the  future  he  sees.  Our  family  altars,  our 
closets  of  communion,  our  homes  of  plenty. 
our  training  in  this  land  of  schools  and 
churches,  our  open  sanctuaries,  our  unpro- 
hibited Bibles,  are  mighty  means  of  improve- 
ment. We  are  in  the  midst  of  all  which  Is 
calculated  to  influence  us  powerfully  to  good. 
Ringing  bells  atid  children's  anthems  and  a 
free,  pure  gospel  are  the  most  forceful  o(  all 
benedictions  of  God,  and  ought  Co  crowd  us 
up  to  duty.  Something  worth  having  is 
here  ;  but  there  is  something  better  to  come. 
In  all  the  world  there  is  no  finer  picture  for 
old  men  to  look  upon  than  this  of  Simeon — 
a  happy- hearted,  devout  believer,  with  the 
twilight  of  life  and  dawn-light  of  eternity 
shining  on  his  face  ! 

BIO  AUinAII.  CM. 


JIT  I  mnsl :  for  Christ  is  mine, 

Christ  shall  my  »>nK  emph^y. 
I  Christ  is  my  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King: 

A  Prophet  lull  of  liEhl. 
Mv  eiml  Hich-I'riest  before  Ihe  throne. 

My  Kinj("T  heavenly  might. 
J  For  he  indeejl  is  l.oril  of  lords. 

WiIhhMhnKinhiswing* 
4  Christ  is  my  Peace :  he  died  for  me, 
For  me  he  gave  his  hl™l: 

Offered  hinucKtoCud. 
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5  Christ  Jesus  is  my  All  in  all, 

My  Comfort  and  my  Love. 
Mv  Life  below,  and  he  shall  oe 

My  Joy  and  Crown  above. 

Very  few  facts  are  known  in  regard  to  the 
life  of  the  author  of  this  hymn,  Rev.  John 
Mason,  M.  A.  The  date  of  his  birth  is 
uncertain,  but  he  was  educated  at  Cam- 
bridge, England,  and  after  taking  his  de- 
gree he  became  curate  of  Isham.  In  1668 
he  was  appointed  vicar  of  Stantonbury, 
Bucks,  and  live  years  later  took  the  rectorate 
of  Water-Stratford.  He  was  a  man  of  great 
spirituality  and  depth  of  feeling,  a  friend  of 
Baxter,  who  called  him  **  the  glory  of  the 
Church  of  England."  His  death  occurred 
under  peculiar  circumstances.  One  ni^ht 
about  a  month  before  it  he  had  a  vision 
of  Christ,  crowned  and  resplendent.  He 
preached  a  sermon  upon  this  in  which  he 
proclaimed  the  approach  of  the  Second  Ad- 
vent, and  a  report  spread  that  this  would  be 
at  Water-Stratford.  Crowds  gathered,  and 
great  excitement  prevailed,  singing  and 
leaping  and  dancing  in  the  streets.  The 
frenzy  had  scarcely  subsided  when  the  aged 
man  died  in  1694,  still  firm  in  his  belief  that 
the  end  was  at  hand.  Mr.  Mason  wrote 
many  hymns  :  the  present  one  was  first  pub- 
lished in  his  Soft^s  of  Praise  to  Almighty 
God,  1683.  It  has  been  altered  frequently, 
especially  the  first  verse,  but  has  always 
kept  a  place  in  the  collections.  The  Scrip- 
ture reference  is  to  Matthew  13:46. 

8 1  7  Christ  Formed  Within.  C.  M. 

O  jHsrs  Christ,  ^row  thou  in  me, 

And  all  things  else  recede: 
My  heart  be  daily  nearer  thee, 

From  sin  be  daily  freed. 

3  Each  day  let  thy  supporting  might 

My  weakness  still  embrace  ; 
My  darkness  vanish  in  thy  light. 

Thy  life  my  death  efface. 

3  In  thy  bright  beams  which  on  me  fall, 
Fades  fver>-  evil  thought : 

Th;it  I  am  nothinv;,  thou  art  all, 
I  would  be  daily  taught. 

4  Make  Ibis  p<H)r  self  grow  less  and  less, 
Ho  thuu  mv  life  and  aim  : 

Oh.  make  me  tiailv  through  thy  grace 
M«.»ie  worthy  »»f  thy  name. 

Mr*i.  Elizabeth  Lee  Smith  is  the  daughter 
of  Kov.  William  Allen.  I).  I).,  the  President 
at  Dartmouth  Collcvre.  She  was  born  at 
Hanover.  N.  H.,  in  1S17,  and  in  1843  was 
married  to  Rev.  Dr.  H.  H.  Smith.  Her  resi- 
dence was  chanj^ed  to  New  York  city,  when 
in  1850  her  husband  became  professor  in 
I'nion  Theological  Seminary.  He  died  in 
1877.  .ind  now  she  is  living  in  Lakewood.  N. 
J.     Mrs.  Smith   has   made  several   excellent 


translations ;  the  one  given  here  is  fi 
German  of  Rev.  Johann  Caspar  Laval 
was  born  in  Zurich,  November  1 5,  17 
studied  for  the  ministry.  He  bec^mM 
tor  in  his  native  city  m  1775,  and  fo 
twenty-five  years  was  settled  first  ( 
Orphanage  Church  and  then  o\-cr  St 
In  September,  1799.  the  French  arm 
Massena  entered  Zurich,  and  La\'ateri 
through  the  body  by  the  treachery'  of  a 
grenadier  who  had  just  thanked  him  fo 
of  charity.  He  never  recovered  fn 
wound,  but  resigned  his  pastorate  a  few 
later,  and  died  Januar>'  2. 1 80 1 ,  deeply  la: 
He  is  known  among  scientists  b>'  his 
on  Physiognomy,  but  as  a  hymn-w 
had  great  popularity  ;  more  than  sev 
dred  of  his  poems  appeared  in  prin 
one  quoted  above  is  in  his  Christ Itcke 
1780.  The  translation  was  printed 
British  Messenger  for  November  1,  iJ 
has  been  included  in  many  different 
tions. 
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Our  Elder  Brother, 

O  Jksus,  when  I  think  of  thee. 
Thy  manger,  cross,  and  throne, 

M V  spirit  trusts  exultingly 
In  thee,  and  thee  alone. 


2  I  see  thee  in  thy  weakness  first ; 
Then,  glorious  from  thy  shame. 

I  see  thee  death*s  strong  fetters  bum 
And  reach  heaven's  mig:htiest  nan 

3  In  each,  a  brother's  kn'e  I  trace 
By  power  divine  cxprest. 

One  in  thv  Father  God's  embimce 
As  on  thy  mother's  breast. 

4  For  me  thou  didst  become  a  man. 
For  me  didst  weep  and  die; 

For  me  achie\*ethy  wondrous  plan. 
For  me  ascend  on  high. 

5  Oh,  let  me  share  thy  holy  birth. 
Thy  faith,  thy  death  to  sin  ! 

And,  strong  amidst  the  toils  of  earth 
My  heavenly  life  begin. 

In  the  Life  and  Letters  of  Dr. 
Washington  Bethune,  ediled  in  1867 
A.  R.  Van  Nest,  we  first  find  the  h] 
quote  above.  It  is  said  to  bear  dat 
time  in  1 847.  and  to  have  passed  into 
collections  from  the  Lyra  Sacra  Am 
in  which  it  was  afterwards  printec 
poem,  as  a  whole,  makes  us  think  • 
Robert  Browning  inu^nes  the  minstre 
to  say  to  the  distempered  Saul : 

"  Would  I  suffer  for  him  that  I  kne?  So  would 
so  wilt  thou ! 


So  shall  cniwn  thee  the 

crown — 
And  thy  lo\-e  fill  infinitude  whoOy.   m>r  \cKt\ 

down 
One  spot  for  the  creataie  to  stawl  in!    It  i 

Dreath, 
Turn  of  e\'e.  wa\*e  of  hBM,  that  aahration  jo 

with  death  !  "^ 
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hy  love  is  discovered  almighty,  almighty  be  proved 
•  power,  that  exists  with  and  for  it,  ofDeing  Beloved ! 
who  did  most,  shall  bear  most ;  the  strongest  shall 

stand  the  most  weak. 
B  the  weakness  in  strength  that  I  cry  for!   my  flesh 

that  I  seek 
tte  Godhead  !     I  seek  and  I  find  it.    OSaul,  it  shall  be 
ace  like  my  face  that  receives  thee  ;  a  Man  like  to 

me, 
»u  shalt  love  and  be  loved  by,  for  ever  :  a  Hand  like 

this  hand 
II  throw  ofien  the  gales  of  new  life  to  thee  I    See  the 

Christ  stand!  " 

I  A  Morning  Prayer.  P.  M. 

Saviour  !  hear  us,  we  pray, 
Keep  us  safe  through  this  day  ; 
Keel)  our  lives  free  from  sin, 
And  our  hearts  pure  within. 

Rf.f.— Jesus,  Lord,  hear  our  prayer, 
May  we  rest  in  thy  care. 

2  Be  our  Guardian  and  Guide; 
May  we  walk  by  thy  side 
Till  the  evening  shades  fall 
Over  us — over  all. 

Ref.— Jesus,  Lord,  hear  our  prayer, 
May  we  rest  in  thy  care. 

kVilliam  Webster  Ellsworth  was  born  in 
.rtford,  Conn..  October  30,  1855.  He  now 
ides  in  Vonkers,  N.  Y.,  and  is  engaged  in 
publishing  business  in  New  York  city. 
e  hymn  before  us  was  written  for  the  tune 
ich  goes  with  it,  an  arrangement  made  by 
gustin  Cortada,  the  organist  and  choir- 
ster  of  the  First  Presbyterian  Church  in 
nkers.  It  was  first  published  in  The  New 
udes  Domini,  1892. 

7  Faithful  Saviour.  7s,  68.  D. 

To  thee,  O  dear,  dear  Saviour  I 

My  spirit  turns  for  rest. 
My  peace  is  in  thy  favor, 

My  pillow  on  thy  breast ; 
Though  all  the  world  deceive  mc, 

1  know  that  I  am  thine. 
And  thou  wilt  never  leave  me, 

O  blessed  Saviour  mine  I 

2  In  thee  my  trust  abideth, 
On  thee  my  hope  relies, 

O  thou  whose  love  provideth 

For  all  beneath  the  skies  ; 
O  thou  whose  mercy  found  me, 

From  bondage  set  me  free. 
And  then  for  ever  bound  me 

With  threefold  cords  to  thee. 

3  Alas,  that  I  should  ever 
Have  failed  in  love  to  thee, 

The  only  one  who  never 

Forgot  or  slighted  me  I 
Oh,  for  that  choicest  blessing 

Of  living  in  thy  love, 
And  thus  on  earth  possessing 

The  peace  of  heaven  above  I 

This  poem,  by  Rev.  John  S.  B.  Monsell,  is 
ind  in  several  different  arrangements,  its 
ginal  form  having  been  five  stanzas  of  eight 
eseach.  It  was  hrst  printed  in  his  Hymns 
Lcrve  and  Praise,  1863.  The  sentiment  of 
I  song  is  unmistakable.  It  means  to  assert 
it  Jesus  Christ,  our  Saviour,  is  in  himself  a 


sufficiency  for  all  our  supreme  exigencies  of 
need.  Two  illustrations  from  singular  sources 
have  lately  come  to  our  knowledge.  A  med- 
ical man  of  the  highest  authority  has  related 
the  story  of  a  patient  under  his  care,  whose 
case  became  so  desperate  that  a  critical  oper- 
ation was  necessary.  This  promised  to  be 
perilous  and  extremely  painful.  But  the  poor 
fellow  was  timid  ;  he  was  too  weak  for  chlo- 
roform ;  and  he  was  asked  if  he  thought  he 
could  brave  the  pain.  After  considering  a 
moment,  he  answered  quietly,  **  I  can  stand  it 
if  you  will  let  me  sing."  The  surgeon  said. 
"  Sing  away,  my  friend,  as  much  as  you  like." 
So  the  sufferer  sang  this  hymn  : 

"  There  is  a  gate  that  stands  ajar, 
And  throin^h  its  portals  gleaming, 
A  radiance  from  the  cross  afar, 
A  Saviour's  love  revealing." 

In  the  other  instance  it  was  a  very  much 
afflicted  patient  faced  by  the  same  awful 
necessity  of  the  knife.  She  must  have  an 
anaesthetic  perforce,  for  human  nature  could 
not  abide  the  strain.  But  she  was  afraid  of 
what  she  might  say  in  a  possible  delirium, 
and  so  betray  her  sensitive  soul  when  irre- 
sponsible. The  fact  is,  she  had  been  wont 
before  her  conversion  to  use  her  tongue  most 
foully.  She  was  fearful  now  that  she  might 
lapse  into  her  former  habits  of  language.  So 
her  pathetic  prayer  was  lifted  as  the  ether  was 
given  her  :  '*  O  Lord,  keep  thou  the  door  of 
my  mouth  ! "  and  when  the  rack  was  over,  her 
first  question  was,  '*  Did  I  talk  ?"  and  the 
answer :  "  No :  you  sang"  But  she  pressed 
the  inquiry  anxiously :  "  What  was  it  ?  '  And 
with  tears  the  nurse  replied :  **  Nothing, 
dear,  but  *  Safe  in  the  arms  of  Tesus,*  verse 
after  vferse,  over  and  over  again.' 


John 


15:5- 

1  COULD  not  do  without  thee, 

0  Saviour  of  the  lost ! 

Whose  wondrous  love  redeemed  mc 
At  such  tremendous  cost : 

Thy  righteousness,  thy  pardon. 
Thy  precious  blood  must  be 

My  only  hope  and  comfort, 
My  glory  and  my  plea. 

2  I  could  not  do  without  thee, 

1  cannot  stand  alone, 

I  have  no  strength  or  goodness, 

No  wisdom  of  my  own ; 
But  thou,  beloved  Saviour, 

Art  all  in  all  to  me, 
And  perfect  strength  in  weakness 

Is  theirs  who  lean  on  thee. 

3  I  could  not  do  without  thee. 
For,  oh,  the  way  is  long. 

And  I  am  often  weary. 

And  sigh  replaces  son^ 
How  could  I  do  without  thee? 

I  do  not  know  the  way  ; 
Thou  knowest,  and  thou  leadest, 

And  wilt  not  lei  me  stray. 

34 
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4  I  could  not  do  without  thee ! 

For  life  is  fleeting  last, 
And  soon  in  solemn  loneness 

The  river  must  be  past. 
But  thou  wilt  never  leave  me, 

And  though  the  waves  roll  high, 
I  know  thou  wilt  be  with  me, 

And  whisper,  "  It  is  I." 

Among  the  many  hymns  of  Miss  Frances 
Ridley  Havergal  scarcely  any  other  expresses 
such  absolute  dependence  upon  Christ's  sav- 
ing grace.  This  poem  was  written  in  May, 
1873,  and  printed  in  Home- Words  of  that 
same  year,  and  later  in  Under  the  Surface 
and  the  Life  Mosaic, 

An  interesting  story  has  been  related  in 
one  of  our  missionary'  periodicals  concerning 
a  faithful  minister  now  laboring  in  the  foreign 
field.  While  traveling  once  in  India,  he  dis- 
covered, in  a  retired  spot  by  the  wayside,  a 
man  lying  on  the  earth.  Seen  at  a  distance, 
he  appeared  to  be  asleep.  He  judged  him  to 
be  one  of  those  singular  heathen  devotees  so 
often  in  that  land  encountered  upon  their 
painful  pilgrimages,  and  supposed  that,  fa- 
tigued with  his  protracted  journey,  he  had 
fallen  on  the  ground  for  rest.  Coming  up  to 
him,  however,  he  found  that  the  man  was 
really  in  a  dying  state,  just  breathing  his  last. 
Kneeling  down  by  his  side,  and  solicitous  to 
give  help  or  bring  comfort  to  one  in  such 
mortal  extremity,  he  put  the  question  in  the 
native  language  :  **  Brother,  what  is  your  hope 
for  eternity ?" 

Faintly,  but  with  an  expression  of  delighted 
surprise,  the  man  replied :  **  The  blood  of 
Jesus  Christ  his  Son  cleanscth  us  from  all 
sin."  His  strength  failed  him  with  the  mere 
repetition  of  these  inspired  words,  and  in  a 
moment  more  the  soul  of  this  unknown  be- 
liever had  passed  out  of  human  sight  and 
was  in  the  presence  of  (iod.  Subdued  into 
unutterable  emotion  at  thus  suddenly  con- 
fronting death  there  in  so  secluded  a  retreat, 
the  missionary  gazed  upon  the  lifeless  body, 
silently  wondering  who  this  strange  fellow- 
Christian  might  be.  His  eye  caught  a  glimpse 
of  a  fragment  of  paper  closely  clasped  in  the 
dead  man's  hand.  On  examination  this  proved 
to  be  a  detached  leaf  of  the  Bengali  Testa- 
ment ;  and  on  it  were  traced  the  words  which 
that  Hindu  convert  nad  repeated  with  trust- 
ful reliance  as  he  floated  out  alone  upon  that 
shoreless  sea  of  eternal  existence  which  rolls 
all  around  the  world. 

There  comes  an  hour  to  every  individual 
when  that  same  impressive  question  must  be 
answered  with  equal  explicitness :  **  Brother, 
what  is  your  hope  for  eternity  Y'  There  will 
be  a  day  when  each  one  of  us  will  withdraw 
quietly  from  the  dusty  road  of  human  travel 


and  seek  some  undisturbed  spot  in 
die.  A  score  of  wrong  replies  may 
then,  when  it  will  be  too  late  for  a 
make  any  other.  That  which  the 
believer  made  is  the  only  safe  one, 
has  to  be  understood  earlier. 

83 1  The  Good  Shepherd, 

O  Jesus,  ever  present, 

O  Shepherd,  ever  kind, 
Ttw  very  name  is  music 

To  ear,  and  heart,  and  mind. 
It  woke  my  wonderine  childhood 

To  muse  on  things  above: 
It  drew  my  harder  manbooa 

With  cords  of  mighty  knre. 

2  How  oft  to  sure  destmcUon 
My  feet  had  gone  astny, 

Wert  thou  not,  patient  Sbcoha^ 
The  sniardian  of  my  way  1 

How  oil  in  darkness  nllen. 
And  wounded  sore  by  sla. 

Thy  hand  has  gently  raised  m^ 
And  healing  balm  poured  111 

3  O  Shepherd  good^  I  folkMl 
Wherever  thou  wilt  lead ; 

No  matter  where  the  pastares. 
With  thee  at  hand  to  feed. 

Thy  voice,  in  life  so  mighty. 
In  death  shall  make  me  bold : 

Oh,  bring  my  ransomed  spirit 
To  thine  eternal  fold. 

Rev.  Lawrence  Tuttiett.  who  was 
of  a  surgeon  in  the  English  Xa\'y,  ^ 
at  Cloy  ton,  Devonshire,  in  1825,  ^^'^ ' 
at  Christ's  Hospital  and  King's  Colk 
don.  He  was  destined  at  first  for  the 
profession,  but  decided  to  abandon  i 
took  Holy  Orders  in  1848.  He  was  a 
vicar  of  Lea  Marston,  Warwickshire 
and  in  1870  became  incumbent  at 
drew's,  Scotland.  Ten  years  later 
chosen  Prebendary  of  St.  Ninian's  C 
Perth.  Mr.  Tuttiett  has  published 
volumes  both  of  prose  and  poetry,  a 
of  his  hymns  are  in  general  use. 
characterized  by  much  earnestness,  si 
and  directness,  and  possess  great  me 
one  given  above  was  first  printec 
Germs  of  Thought  on  the  Sunday 
1864,  and  subsequently  in  many  cc 
of  hymns. 

**  My  hUssed  Mastery 

1  WILL  sing  for  Jesus  : 
With  his  blood  he  bought  me. 

And  all  along  my  pilgrim  way 
His  loving  hand  has  brought  me. 

Chc— Oh,  help  me  sing  for  Jesus, 
Help  me  tell  the  story 
Of  him  who  did  redeem  us. 
The  Lord  of  life  and  gloiy. 

2  Can  there  overtake  me 
Any  dark  disaster 

While  I  can  sing  for  Tesna, 
Myblessfd,  bIcssM  Muster  ?>-Cm 


GKACKS  or  THE  SPIRIT. 


/-l^\-e  years  ago  we  sang  this  hymci 
an  the  plains  of  Ji-richo.  as  our  horses 
ilong  in  the  starlit  midnight.  The 
It  up  the  chorus  the  moment  it  was 
no  tttatter  who  started  the  solo. 
'  in  the  course  o(  travel  we  learned 
.  simple  as  it  is.  \N'e  have  always 
It  to  have  been  composed  by  Wiilip 
the  admitted  author  of  the  music. 
-e  have  been  informed  that  he  did 
to  it  his  name.  It  has,  however,  ap- 
i  hi.'i  Sin^ini;  Pilgrim.  1 866.  and  in 
lis  other  compilations.  He  was  bom 
auqua  County.  N.  V'..  August  13, 
e  was  a  "  boy  on  a  farm  "  in  early 
he  had  a  talent  for  music  and  a  good 
:e  (or  performing  it.  He  became  a 
Evangelist "  for  a  profession,  and 
n  concerts,  and  entcrtainmems  of 
ng  for  years.  He  ha*  found  audi' 
almost  all  the  cities  of  the  Eiq^lisb- 
world.  and  has  certainly  been  pop- 
very  lueful.  He  has  made  some 
ind  many  tune* ;  these  are  to  be 
the  vaH'i'is  rompilations   u.sed  for 

Ucnif  «y  FaM.  L.  H. 


t  Oh.  bis 
Whentw 

4  Oh,  bio 


o  Ihc  Lord'*  imitnil. 


— hiiw  divine  1— 


Saviour!  rulfill  my  clnt><l<v.trr, 
And  M  Ihti  bkwM  Llle  \x  mine. 

Rev.  William  TiJd  Mat.Hoti  wu  bom  at 
West  Hackney,  London,  OiK.lwr  17,  1833. 
He  was  edticued  at  St.  John's  College,  Cam- 
bridge, and  afterward  studied  at  the  Agricul- 
turaTand  Chemical  College  in  Kennlngton. 
He  had  been  brought  up  in  the  Churcli  of 
England,  but  at  the  age  of  twenty  he  joined 
the  Methodist  New  Connexion  bodv,  and  ruI> 
sequently  became  a  Convrcgationalist.  After 
his  theological  studies  had  been  completed 
be  entered  the  ministry  and  held  paatoratcs 
at  Gosport,  Highbury,  rorismouth.  and  other 
places.  Mr.  MaLson  published  Keveral  vol- 
umes of  poetry,  and  some  of  his  hymns  are 
wklely  used;  the  one  given  above,  entitled 


"  Chnst  the  Life  of  Men," 


e  of  his  best. 


Ur  bold  on  IMr,  iHlll  ilwl]  be 

Thy  )oy  aod  cnnrn  dcmnny. 

1  KontbcMralfhi  nrclbrnaihnod'i  nod  1 

U*  op  tUnt  era,  uid  Kch  h&  he*  1 

Ufe  wHfa  lu  n*  Ufore  m  lis, 

Chite  In  Ibc  pMh,  ud  ChriM  ■))«  priM. 

]  Cut  rmn  mMc  flpon  Ihy  Glide 

\ima,tai  bb  mercy  will  provide; 

LouLaodtbctnuiinsMXliliall  pnne 

CbrtM  b  fu  life,  and  Chrbi  lu  lott. 


That  Cfarta  li  all  tn  all  lolhee. 

This  Mining  a^ipeal  to  the  courage  and 
(ahh  of  believers  was  written  bv  Rev.  Dr. 
John  S.  B.  MoomII,  and  appeared  first  in  hi* 
Hywuu^Uvtatid  Praiu.  1863.  Itwanen- 
tiiled  "  Tbe  Fight  of  Faith."  Wmeiry  tetb  as 
of  one  Viuli*.  a  godly  man,  who  stnod  near 
hb  friend.  UrNOBS.  a  celebrated  physician. 
wfaowasoandemnedtodieforthegnapcL  The 
ctxrrictcd  man  bciiibkd.  wavered,  and  sceined 
about  to  me  op  lu  faith,  rather  than  die  for 
iL  Hia  friend.  VitaKs.  came  cioae  beside  him. 
and  ibm^  he  knew  it  would  com  him  ha 
Bic;  sua.  "*  WMCT  have  yno  been  ao  mdiA* 
tfHXB  hftriiwDre  to  preserve  mens  boolean 
and  w3  nn  amr  shrink  at  ttic  saving  of  ynor 
omaori?  Be eowagcous."  HegrewstrooK 
aod  bfwe*  wl  Ua  laffhru  covsMlor  wis 
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Longing  far  HoKmess. 


i 


Grant  us  thy  lij^ht,  that  we  may  know 
The  wisdom  thou  alone  canst  give ; 
That  truth  may  guide  where'er  we  go, 
And  virtue  bless  where'er  we  live. 

2  Grant  us  thv  light,  that  we  may  see 
Where  error  (urks  in  human  lore, 
And  turn  our  doubting  minds  to  thee. 
And  love  thy  simple  word  the  more. 

7,  Grant  us  thv  light,  that  we  may  learn 
How  dead  is  life  from  thee  a|>art ; 
How  sure  is  jov  for  all  who  turn 
To  thee  an  undivide<l  heart. 

4  Grant  us  thy  light,  in  grief  and  pain, 
To  lift  our  burdeneil  hearts  above; 
And  count  the  \ct\  cross  a  gain, 
And  bless  our  Father's  hidden  love. 

5  Grant  us  thy  light,  when  soon  or  late 
All  earthly  scenes  shall  pass  away. 

In  thee  to  find  the  oi>en  gate 

To  deathless  home  and  endless  day. 

Among  the  hymns  of  Rev.  Lawrence  Tut- 
tiett  which  have  obtained  a  place  in  common 
use  is  to  be  found  this  prayer  for  the  divine 
light.  It  was  first  printed  in  his  Germs  o, 
fhotii^ht  on  the  Sunday  Sen'tces,  in  1 864. 
is  comforting  always  to  know  that  ever)*  be- 
liever who  is  praying  for  '*  light "  may  surely 
find  that  he  will  **  learn  to  love  (God's)  sim- 
ple word  the  more."  It  is  to  be  supposed 
that  all  real  Christians  admit  the  truth  of  that 
militar)*  ma.xim — the  best  defence  is  a  swift 
attack.  Apollos  was  an  experienced  and 
adroit  swordsman  ;  he  was  **  mighty  in  the 
StTiptures."  To  have  a  weapon  in  one's  hand 
that  is  certain  to  pierce  the  scales  of  ApoUyon 
ever}'  thrust,  is  of  itself  enough  to  make  any 
one  valiant.  Most  of  us  have  been  told  the 
child's  story  about  a  mysterious  sword  which 
had  in  its  construction  a  kind  of  life  of  its 
own.  It  was  put  in  the  hand  of  a  coward  in 
order  to  work  his  cure.  When  he  tried  to 
nm  away,  it  kept  him  right  up  to  the  front  of 
the  battle.  Whenever  he  attempted  to  fling 
it  from  him.  it  clung  to  his  grasp.  Whenever 
he  sought  to  slink  out  of  sight  and  hide  the 
bright  blade  in  the  folds  of  his  uniform,  of 
itself  it  would  leap  from  the  scabbard,  and 
begin  smiting  the  lirst  foe  it  could  touch.  By 
and  by  he  learned  to  put  confidence  in  it ;  for 
he  perceived  he  never  could  be  beaten  as  long 
as  that  invincible  hilt  was  in  his  hand.  Such 
a  weapon  is  this  "  sword  of  the  Spirit,  which  is 
the  word  of  Citxi. "  It  will  of  itself  fight,  it 
will  of  itself  conquer,  and  in  the  end  it  will 
defend  and  deliver  ever\-  brave  man  who  trusts 
it,  "  I  will  fight  you."  said  a  hard-fisted  man 
once  to  the  saintly  Hewitson.  *'  Ver\'  well." 
rq)lied  he  quietly,  taking  his  Testament  from 
his  pocket ;  "  just  wait  till  I  get  out  my 
sw'ord.*' 


Oh,  wherefore,  Lord,  doth  thy  dear 
But  tremhie  on  my  tongue  ? 

Why  lack  my  lips  sweet  skill  to  rais< 
A  full,  triumphant  song? 

2  Oh,  make  me,  Lrord,  thy  statutes  k 
Keep  in  thy  ways  vay  foet ; 

Then  shall  my  lips  divinely  bum; 
Then  shall  my  songs  be  sweet. 

3  Each  sin  I  cast  away  shall  make 
My  soul  more  strong  to  soar ; 

Each  work  I  do  for  thee  shall  \«-ake 
A  strain  divine  the  more. 

4  My  voice  shall  more  delight  thine* 
The  more  I  wait  on  thee; 

Thy  service  bring  my  song  more  nea 
The  angelic  harmony. 

5  Oh,  when  shall  perfect  holiness 
Make  this  poor  voice  divine, 

And  all  harmonious  heaven  confos 
No  sweeter  song  than  mine? 

This  poem  by  Thomas  Homblo? 
was  written  in  1849,  ^^'^  ^rst  pubis 
G.  Dawson's  Psalms  and  Hymns^  18 
contained  seven  stanzas  of  four  line 
but  in  recent  collections  has  been  a 
ably  abbreviated  for  more  convenient 


Meditatiom. 

1  THINK  of  thee,  my  God,  b>-  night. 
And  talk  of  thee  by  day  ;  * 

Thj-  love  my  treasure  and  delight. 
Thy  truth  my  strength  and  stay. 

2  The  day  is  dark,  the  night  is  long, 
Unblest  with  thoughts  of  thee. 

And  dull  to  me  the  sweetest  song. 
Unless  its  theme  thou  be. 

3  So  all  day  long,  and  all  the  nigfat. 
Lord,  let  thv  presence  be 

Mine  air.  my  Sreath,  my  shade,  my  S 
M>-self  absorbed  in  thee. 


This  appeared  in  Dr.  John  S.  B.  M 
Hymns  of  L(n*e  and  Praise ^  1863.  ^ 
crence  is  to  Psalm  63  : 5,  6 :  "  My 
shall  praise  thee  with  joyftil  lips  u-fae 
member  thee  upon  my  bed,  and  roedi 
thee  in  the  night-watches."  Medita 
quite  a  different  thing  from  re\-cne. 
romance  of  piety  ne\*er  lifts  it ;  it  o 
sembles  the  plumes  of  an  ostrich,  very 
ful,  but  utterly  unfit  for  flying  acn 
plain.  When  pursued  he  bias  to  use 
thing  besides  his  feathers  to  get  awa 
the  hunters.  Nor  is  meditation  mere  si 
tion.  A  mind  grGping  after,  not  what  i 
itable,  but  what  is  novel,  y^rSX  never  1 
to  grow  on  what  it  discovers.  To  ha 
views  passes  in  this  age  often  for 
original  or  \*aluable  \ieu's.  Meditai 
thinking  upon  truth,  and  God,  and  h< 
and  heaven,  till  our  hearts  are  **  absc 
in  God. 
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ad  God's  hol>'  Word,  and  find 


I  rvrr  will  love  I 


esldcplhorvi 
self  abast : 


This  IS  my  besl  (htology — 

I  knowlheSaviouidlfd  forme. 

"  My  failh  is  w»li,  but 't  is  ihy  k'H  : 
Thou  canst  my  helulew  soul  uplift, 
And  Sly,  '  Thy  bonds  ol  death  aie  ri' 
Thy  SIM  by  me  II  re  alHorgivcn. 

For  I.  thy  Saviour,  iiied  for  ih«.'  " 


BUhhI-swchI 
Vhi,  death  ilst 

Kor  me,  ihin 
S  Theii  shi 


.OSavioi 

Shnlllnol  low  thee  nein 
[ot  with  the  hope  of  wiimin 


But  fri^,  fuRy!  aTthyscir 
HaM  UWtd  me.  O  Lord  ! 

The  Latin  otiginal  of  this  hymn,  "  O  Deus, 
yt  amo  Te.  Xec  aiiw  Te  ut  sak'es  ot/."  is  at- 
ibuted  to  St.  Francis Xavier.  It  is  supposed 
)  have  been  a  translation  of  a  Spanish  son- 
et  of  the  sixteenth  or  seventeenth  century, 
iiich  ccimiiifni.-ed,  "*  Xo  me  murve,  mi  Dies, 
ara  qmrerle"  The  Latin  text  is  to  be 
Hind  in  the  PsalUriolum  Canlionum  Cathd- 
■arum.  Cologne.  1772,  and  it  is  from  this 
'ork  that  l-^divard  Caswall  made  the  Enelish 
CTsion  before  us.  It  appeared  in  his  Zyra 
'athoUca,  1849.  and  with  various  alterations 
as  been  accepted  and  is  in  many  of  our  col- 
After  Dr.  He t hunt's  death  the  following 
eautiful  hymn.  «'hich  was  evidently  written 
nly  the  day  previous,  was  found  in  his  port- 
ilio.  Its  devout  simplicity  and  exquisite 
aiderness  ^ive  it  a  fitting  place  beside  such 
s  Toplady's  ■'  Rock  of  Ages,"  Charles  Wes- 
t's '■  Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul,"  and  this,  "  1 
jve  thee.  <)  my  (iod,  but  not  for  what  I  hope 


H  when  thy  «■ 
St  thy  providei 


5  Then  shall  thou  end  Time's  ihurt  eclipse. 

Its  brief,  uncenain  nijthl ; 
Brin^  in  the  grand  apocalvpse  I 

Reveal  the  perfect  Lijrhi  f 

■  This  is  another  of  the  numerous  poems  by 
Mr.  George  Rawson.  the  English  lawyer,  who 
has  contributed  to  the  sen'ice  o(  the  church 
so  much  that  is  excellent.  We  have  been  for- 
tunate enough  to  secure  a  .■second  likeness  of 
this  good  man.  taken  at  a  different  period  of 
his  career.   The  hymn  before  us  was  first  pub- 


Thcrefore  I  know  he  died 
"  If  Ktace  were  bought,  I  cf 


te"f 


lished  in  Hr.  Allon's  SuppUmental  Hymns, 
1868,  and  bore  the  headtnj;,  "Trust."  When 
we  read  God's  Word  we  should  not  waste  our 
time  upon  what  we  cannot  understand,  but 
try  to  get  good  out  of  what  is  already  clear. 
A  lady  had  a  favorite  text,  which  sne  fre- 
quently repeated  and  which  u'as  included  in  a 
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collection  she  used  for  daily  help :  "  Fear  thou 
not;  for  1  am  with  thee :  be  not  dismaved; 
for  1  am  thy  God :  I  will  strengthen  thee ; 
yea.  I  will  help  ihee ;  yea.  1  will  uphold  thee 
with  the  right  hand  of  my  righteousness." 
On  the  mominK  of  the  dav  she  died  it  was 
repeated  at  her  bedside,  wiih  the  remark  that 
it  was  the  text  for  ihe  day,  when  she  looked 
up  amid  her  pain  and  5aid  :  "  Is  that  the  text 
for  to-day?"  and  on  bein>;  inlo'rned  that  it 
was,  she  replied.  ■'  (^h.  then,  I  will  just  go 
home  on  that." 

863  /■-'■'/  s.  M. 

K»r  (her  olnl]  «.i-  ih.ir  t:.>ri  : 

The  secret  of  Ihc  lj.r.1  is  ihcirs : 

Thdr  MHil  bCbrist's  abocli:. 

J  The  l^m.  who  hh  the  heavens 


3Heiiiihel«v(l}'s<Hi1 
Uuth  nlll  hlnwir  Impan, 

Anil  DirhK  'IwcUiim,  an.l  liis 
ChiKseih  Ihe  initc  in  hean. 


Tht  iirii,iml  pciim  of  mmtcin  stanzas, 
from  which  this  h\nin  istikm  i-.  found  m 
ttw(A"/i'"  If-rriif  Kn  John  Ktble  It 
It  ditLfl  <><  iiilH.r  lo  I  Kit)  but  It  d(>c<>  not 
Btini  to  hut.  btin  i>ubh-htd  till  1827  It 
M  ilLS  tht  lUepivt  lit  all  spinliiil  doanne<! 
withuttirniost  sLm]>liiii\    nimilv  tint  purity 
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of  heart  is  a  "  secret  of  the  Lord,"  ao 
sists  in  the  actual  indwellinj;  of  tbe 
Christ  in  the  human  soul,  "  Christ  fonncdi 
us  the  hope  of  glory."  This  fashiou  m 
elementary  notion  of  excellence  in  pietr.  I 
Ls  Jesus  Christ's  righteousness  we  disreni 
the  character  of  a  perfect  Christian.  Tl 
Bible  b  full  of  this  inlinite  sugi^tion  d 
presence  of  the  Saviour  in  the  samL  Etcn- 
where  in  the  Scriptures  wc  find  a  far-rex^ 
ing  prediction  of  such  a  redemption  and 
such  a  redeemer  for  men.  The  vcrv  ter: 
of  the  record  app^ears  at  limes  designed^ 
transparent,  an  if  it  had  been  intendnj " 
adorn  what  it  was  not  yet  quite  ready  to  r 
veal.  One  reads  portions  of  that  andca 
book,  which  was  all  the  •■  Bible  "  men  td 
when  the  Epistle  to  the  Hebrews  was  lis 
written,  as  the  enthusiastic  tourist  loot  * 
the  vail  of  an  Oriental  maiden  he  meos-i 
mere  gauze  across  the  beautiful  countenam, 
heightening  a  loveliness  which  it  hardly  pre- 
tends to  conceal.  His  earliest  thought  iDf 
be.  How  exquisite  is  the  fabiic !  But  lui» 
clamation  comes  instantly  afterwanb.  Ck 
how  sweet  is  the  face ! 

804  Act^ificmce.  SI 

jKsiTi.  Iliveiolhee. 

The  knelicM  and  beU  ; 
My  life  in  tb«,  thy  life  In  me. 
In  Ihy  bkM  love  I  Ten. 

ilctui,  Idle  to  Ihee, 
Whenever  ilealh  ■hall  come: 

To  die  In  thee  is  life  to  me 
In  m]r  eternal  home. 

3  Whether  to  live  or  die. 

I  know  not  which  io  beat : 
To  live  in  thee  ii  Uiu  to  me. 


4  Livlnr  or  dytne,  LonI, 

I  ask  hut  to  be  tliiiie ; 
Mv  life  in  Ihee,  thy  life  in  me. 

Makes  heaven  (or  ever  mine. 

Rev    Henr^-   Harbaugh.  D.  D.,  was  ban 

near  \\  aynesborough,  Pa.,  October  18, 1817. 
and  ua.s  unable  to  obtain  a  full  colloiw 
education  on  account  of  the  poverty  of  Ui 
p.-iri  nCi  He  taught  school  to  get  means  I* 
stiid\  and  in  1840  he  entered  Marshall  Cd- 
legi  at  Mercersburg,  Pa.,  for  a  time.  Ht 
was  ordiined  in  1843,  and  became  pa-siorrf 
the  (<erman  Reformed  Church  in  Leu  is- 
buix  where  he  remained  until  he  was  caliMf 
to  I  ancaster.  Pa.,  in  i8st>.  Subsequently  be 
had  Lharge  of  a  church  in  Lebanon,  ancl  ii 
1863  hewas  appointed  Professor  of  Theoldgt 
at  Mertersbiirg,  where  he  died.  December 
38  1867  Dr.  Harbaugh  publnhed.  many 
rchi;ious  works,  and  a  vonime  entitled  /(pMi 
an,/  C6iia/s  /or  Sunday  Sekooii.  1861.    I> 
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is    found  the  poem  quoted   here,  which 
s  the  date  1830,  and  is  one  of    his  best 
own  pieces. 

Poor  tn  Sptrtt. — Psa.  40 :  17.  S.  M. 

Lord  Jesus,  think  on  me, 

And  purge  away  my  sin  ; 
From  earth-born  passions  set  me  free, 

.■\nd  make  me  pure  within. 

2  Lord  Jesus,  think  on  me. 
With  many  a  care  oppresl, 

Let  me  thy  loving  servant  be, 
.And  taste  thy  promised  rest. 

3  Lord  Jesus,  think  on  me, 
Nor  let  me  go  astray  ; 

Thri>ugh  darkness  and  perplexity 
Point  thou  the  heavenly  way. 

4  Lord  Jesus,  think  on  me, 
That,  when  the  flood  is  passed, 

1  may  the  eternal  brightness  see, 
And  share  thy  joy  at  last. 

5  Lord  Jesus,  think  on  me, 
That  I  ma^'  sing  above 

To  Father,  Spirit,  and  to  thee, 
The  song  of  praise  and  love. 

Rev.  Allen  William  Chatfield,  M.  A.,  was 
bom  at  Chatteris,  EnjE^land,  October  2,  1808, 
and  educated  at  Trinity  College.  Cambridge, 
where  he  graduated  in  183 1.  He  took  Holy 
Orders  the  following  year  and  in  1833  be- 
came vicar  of  Stotfold,  Bedfordshire,  where 
he  remained  for  fourteen  years.  In  1847  he 
was  appointed  vicar  of  Much-Marcle,  Here- 
fordshire. Mr.  Chatfield  has  published  a 
number  of  sermons,  but  is  best  known  by  his 
Songs  and  Hymns  of  the  Greek  Christian 
Poets,  1876.  in  which  the  above  poem  was 
first  printed.  It  is  a  tianslation  from  an 
Ode  of  Synesius,  who  was  a  native  of  Cy- 
rene,  born  about  375.  His  descent  was  so 
illustrious  that  his  pedigree,  which  extended 
through  seventeen  centuries,  was  said  by  Gib- 
bon the  historian  to  be  *'  unequaled  in  the 
history-  of  mankind."  He  was  famous  as  an 
orator,  statesman,  and  patriot.  In  410  he  was 
made  Bishop  of  Ptolemais,  and  died  in  430. 
Although  there  are  many  odes  by  him,  this 
tenth  one  alone  has  come  into  general  use. 
It  is  a  beautiful  example  of  the  blending  of 
Greek  philosophy  with  Christian  adoration. 

Genuineness.  S.  M. 

Help  me,  my  God,  to  speak 

True  words  to  thee  each  day, 
True  let  my  voice  be  when  I  praise, 

And  trustful  when  I  pray. 

2  Thy  words  are  true  to  me, 
Let  mine  to  thee  be  true — 

The  speech  ol  my  whole  heart  and  soul, 
However  low  and  few. 

3  True  words  of  grief  for  sin, 
Of  lon^png  to  be  free, 

Ofgroanmg  for  deliverance, 
And  likeness.  Lord,  to  thee. 


4  True  words  of  faith  and  hope, 

Of  godly  joy  and  grief  ; 
Lord.  I  believe,  oh,  near  my  cry. 

Help  thou  my  unbelief. 

Another  of  Dr.  Horatius  Bonar's  lyrics 
taken  from  the  third  series  of  his  Hymns  of 
Faith  and  Hope,  1867,  where  it  bears  the 
title  ••  Truth  Desired."  This  little  story  of 
his  own  early  life,  told  by  the  venerable 
Archdeacon  Moule  after  long  years  of  suc- 
cessful hand-to-hand  work  for  Christ,  is 
worth  keeping  in  mind.  Said  he:  "It  seems 
to  me.  I  won't  say  as  yesterday,  but  hardly 
further  back  than  last  week,  that  the  beloved 
and  now  long-sainted  Charles  Bridges  came 
to  my  dear  father's  vicarage  to  give  me  his 
blessing,  now  thirty  years  ago,  before  I  went 
to  China.  I  remember  the  scene  as  though 
it  were  last  week.  Very  simple  it  was.  He 
came  into  my  dear  father's  study,  gave  me 
his  blessing,  and  said  to  me,  *  Well,  Arthur, 
you  are  going  to  China,  with  its  hundreds  of 
millions  of  souls.  Remember,  one  soul  is 
worth  more  than  all  the  wealth  of  the  world.' 
I  knew  what  he  meant ;  I  have  remembered 
it  ever  since.  I  bless  God  that  through  his 
great  mercy  he  has  permitted  me  to  see  the 
realization  of  what  he  meant — if  you  live  a 
whole  lifetime  there  in  China,  and  are  but 
the  means  of  saving  one  soul,  that  one  soul  is 
worth  a  lifetime  of  toil." 


''Pure  tn  Hearth  S.  M. 

Rrjoicb,  ye  pure  in  heart ! 

Rejoice,  give  thanks,  and  sing  ! 
Your  glorious  banner  wave  on  nigh, 

The  cross  of  Christ  your  King ! 

3  Still  lift  your  standard  high  ! 

Still  march  in  firm  array  ! 
As  warriors,  through  the'darkness  toil. 

Till  dawns  the  golden  day  ! 

3  At  last  the  march  shall  end ; 
The  wearied  ones  shall  rest ; 

The  pilgrims  find  their  Father's  house, 
Jerusalem  the  blest. 

4  Then  on,  ye  pure  in  heart ! 
Refoice,  give  thanks,  and  sing ! 

Your  glorious  banner  wave  on  high. 
The  cross  of  Christ  your  King ! 

Rev.  Edward  Hayes  Plumptre  >\Tote  the 
hymn  before  us  in  May,  1865,  for  the  Choir 
Festival  of  Peterborough  of  that  year,  and  it 
was  first  sung  in  the  Cathedral  there.  It  was 
issued  in  the  author's  volume  called  Lazarus 
and  Other  Poems,  1865,  and  finally  included 
in  the  Appendix  to  Hymns,  Ancient  and  Mod- 
ern, It  is  the  most  widely  used  of  all  the  fine 
lyrics  this  writer  has  given  to  us.  The  refer- 
ence is  to  Psalm  20 :  5  :  **  We  will  rejoice  in 
thy  salvation  and  in  the  name  of  our  God  wc 
will  set  up  our  banners."  The  church  comes 
vividly  before  our  imagination  as  a  host  with 
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flags  flying,  and  at  the  same  moment  making 
the  air  ring  with  martial  songs.  Indeed,  there 
is  the  noblest  of  all  wisdom  in  the  inspired 
counsel :  "  Is  any  among  you  afflicted  ?  let  him 
pray.    Is  any  merry  ?  let  him  sing  psalms." 

87 1  Joy.  S.  M. 

Rejoice  in  God  alway ; 

When  earth  looks  heavenly  bright, 
When  joy  makes  glad  the  livelong  day, 

And  peace  shuts  in  the  night. 

2  Rejoice  when  care  and  woe 
The  fainting  soul  oppress  ; 

When  tears  at  wakeful  midnight  flow, 
And  morn  bringii  heaviness. 

3  Rejoice  in  hope  and  fear ; 
Rejoice  in  life  and  death ; 

ReHoice  when  threatening  storms  are  near, 
And  comfort  languisheth. 

4  When  should  not  they  rejoice 
Whom  Christ  his  brethren  calls, 

Who  hear  and  know  his  guiding  voice 
When  on  their  heart  it  falls? 

5  So,  though  our  path  is  steep, 
And  many  a  tempest  lowers, 

Shall  his  own  peace  our  spirits  keep, 
And  Christ's  dear  love  be  ours. 

Sometimes  the  first  line  of  this  hymn  is 
given  as  **  Rejoice  in  Christ  alway."  It  was 
written  by  Rev.  John  Moultrie,  and  published 
in  his  Dream  of  Life,  Lays  of  the  English 
Church,  1843,  where  it  had  live  stanzas  of 
eight  lines  each.  The  Scripture  reference 
would  be  to  Philippians  4 : 4.  True  Christians 
ought  to  be  the  happiest  and  most  cheerful 
people  in  all  the  world.  There  was  one  little 
formula  of  great  meaning,  drawn  from  An- 
drew's exclamation,  perhaps,  which  served  the 
strict  purpose  of  a  primitive  creed  to  all  those 
new  disciples,  and  which  might  well  become 
familiar  upon  our  tongues.  Philip  took  it  up 
easily  when  he  proclaimed  to  Nathanael : 
"  We  have  found  him  of  whom  Moses  in  the 
law,  and  the  prophets,  did  write,  Jesus  of 
Nazareth,  the  son  of  Joseph."  The  passionate 
longing  of  many  a  generation  was  concentrat- 
ed into  that  one  utterance.  We  have  entered 
into  a  fullness  they  never  knew,  now  in  these 
latter  days.  **  Blessed  are  the  eyes  which  see 
the  things  that  ye  see.  For  I  tell  you  that 
many  prophets  and  kings  have  desired  to  see 
those  things  which  ye  see,  and  have  not  seen 
them ;  and  to  hear  those  things  which  ye  hear, 
and  have  not  heard  them."  Murmuring  is 
contagious,  and  propagates  it.self  far  and  wide. 
As  men  say  sometimes,  **  That  disease  is 
catching,"  and  so  they  beware  of  it.  And 
what  must  a  Christian  be  when  his  neighbors 
shun  him  because  of  his  disposition  !  There 
is  no  more  dangerous  person  on  earth  for  a 
companion  than  just  a  chronic  croaker. 


"  Ten  thousand  thousand  precious  gifts 
M^  daily  thanks  employ  ; 
Nor  is  the  least  a  cheerful  heart 
That  tastes  those  i:ifts  with  joy.'* 

It  is  pitiable  to  think  how  some  ( 
God's  dear  children,  who  would  be  ' 
under  violent  stress  of  danger,  are  insi 
betrayed  by  what  is  low*est  and  meaj 
their  hearts.  The  animal  pulls  do^ 
spiritual  nature.  Little  vexations  m 
petulant  and  revengeful.  The  light  wo 
criticism,  the  heat  of  a  summer's  d 
frost  of  a  winter's  night,  the  crying  of 
in  the  next  chamber,  turns  us  away  int 
plaining  and  starts  hard  speech  and 
spite.  And  all  this  shows  how  mil 
need  a  new  heart,  and  how  much  w 
continuing  grace  after  we  get  it. 

881  Srff-dmial. 

Pilgrims  in  this  vale  of  sorrow. 
Pressing  onward  toward  the  prize» 

Strength  and  comfort  here  we  borrow 
From  the  Hand  that  rules  the  skict. 

2  'Mid  these  scenes  of  self-denial. 
We  are  called  the  race  to  run ; 

We  must  meet  full  many  a  trial 
Ere  the  victor's  crown  is  won. 

3  Love  shall  every  conflict  lighten, 
Hope  shall  urge  us  swifter  on  : 

Faith  shall  ever>' prospect  briehten. 
Till  the  mom  of  heaven  shall  dawn. 

4  On  the  eternal  arm  reclininr. 
We  at  length  shall  win  the  day : 

All  the  powers  of  earth  combining 
Shall  not  snatch  our  crown  away. 

This  composition,  by  Dr.  Thomas 
ings,  appeared  first  in  his  Docirinal  j 
and  Religious  Poems ^  1850,  with  th 
**  Self-denial,"  and  has  come  into  gene 
in  the  American  churches.  A  pathetit 
tration  of  the  spirit  of  this  h>inn  is  foi 
a  letter  of  Frances  Ridley  Havergal 
lished  since  her  death :  '*  Leamington,  A 
1878.  The  Lord  has  shown  me  anotlM 
step,  and  of  course  I  have  taken  it  w 
treme  delight.  *  Take  my  silver  and  m> 
now  means  shipping  off  all  my  oma 
(including  a  jewel  cabinet  which  is  re 
for  a  countess)  to  the  Church  Miss 
House,  where  they  will  be  accepted  ar 
posed  of  for  me.  I  retain  only  a  bro( 
two  for  daily  wear,  which  are  memori 
my  dear  parents ;  also  a  locket  with  th 
portrait  I  have  of  my  niece  in  hea\'e 
Evelyn ;  and  her  *  two  rings/  mentiof 
Under  the  Surface,  But  these  I  redo 
that  the  whole  value  goes  to  the  Churcl 
sionary  Society.  I  had  no  idea  I  had  s 
jeweler's  shop ;  nearly  fifty  articles  are 
packed  off.  I  don't  think  I  need  tell 
never  packed  a  box  with  such  pleasure.' 
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t  "  Brother's  Keeper:'— Gen.  ^\<^.  8s,  7s. 

Blessed  angels,  high  in  heaven, 

O'er  the  penitent  rejoice  ; 
Hast  thou  for  thy  brother  striven 

With  an  importuning  voice  ? 

2  Art  thou  not  thy  brother's  keeper? 
Canst  thou  not  his  soul  obtain? 

He  that  wakes  his  brother  sleeper 
Double  light  himself  shall  gain. 

3  Then,  when  ends  this  life's  short  fever, 
They,  who  manv  turn  to  God, 

Like  the  stars  shall  shine  for  ever 
In  eternal  brotherhood  ! 

Phis  work  of  an  anonymous  author  first 
►eared  in  Dr.  Hastings'  Church  Melodies^ 
8.  with  the  title  "Care  for  Others."  It 
tained  originally  five  stanzas  of  four  lines 
h,  and  is  sometimes  reprinted  in  its  full 
11.  No  particulars  as  to  its  source  can  be 
ained  at  present.  The  Scripture  reference 
3  Genesis  4  :  9. 

f  The  Beatitudes.  L.  M. 

Blest  are  the  humble  souls  that  sec 
Their  emptiness  and  poverty  ; 
Treasures  of  grace  to  them  are  given, 
And  crowns  of  joy  laid  up  in  heaven. 

2  Blest  are  the  meek,  who  stand  afar 
From  rage  and  passion,  noise  and  war; 
God  will  secure  their  happy  state. 
And  plead  their  cause  against  the  great. 

3  Blest  are  the  souls  that  thirst  for  grace, 
Hunger  and  long  for  righteousness; 
They  shall  be  well  supplied  and  fed 
With  living  streams  and  living  bread. 

4  Blest  are  the  men  whose  pities  move 
And  melt  with  sympathv  and  love; 
From  Christ  the  Lord  shall  they  obtain 
Like  sympathy  and  love  again. 

5  Blest  are  the  men  of  peaceful  life, 
vVho  quench  the  coals  of  growing  strife ; 
They  shall  be  called  the  heirs  of  bliss, 
The  sons  of  God,  the  God  of  peace. 

6  Blest  are  the  sufterers,  who  partake 
Of  pain  and  shame  for  Jesus'  sake; 
Their  souls  shall  triumph  in  the  Lord  ; 
Glory  and  joy  are  their  reward. 

>r.  Isaac  Watts  founded  this  poem  upon 
tie  Beatitudes,  Matt.  5  :3-i2."  It  is  given 
>Jo.  102  in  his  Hymns,  Book  I.,  1707. 

\  A  Subdued  Spirit.  L.  M. 

Beneath  thy  wing,  O  God,  I  rest. 

Under  thy  shadow  safely  lie, 
By  thine  own  strength  in  peace  possest. 

While  dreade<l  evils  pass  me  by. 

2  With  strong  desire,  I  here  can  stay 
To  see  thy  love  its  work  complete : 

Here  can  I  wait  a  lonj^  delay, 
Reposing  at  my  Saviour's  feet. 

3  My  place  of  lowly  service,  too. 
Beneath  that  sheltering  wing  I  see; 

For  all  the  work  I  have  to  do 
Is  done  through  strengthening  trust  in  thee. 

4  In  faith  and  patience  is  repose. 

In  faith  and  rest  my  strength  shall  be; 
And,  when  thy  joy  the  church  o'erfiows, 
I  know  that  it  will  visit  me. 


Originally  this  hymn  began  with  the  words 
**  Under  thy  wings,  my  God,  I  rest."  It  was 
published  by  the  author,  Miss  Anna  La^titia 
Waring,  in  her  Hymns  and  Meditations, 
1850.  Its  Scriptural  reference  is  found  in 
the  words  of  Psalm  6i  :4:  *•  I  will  trust  in 
the  covert  of  thy  wings."  Recall  for  a 
moment  the  story  of  Christian  in  Pilgrim's 
Progress.  He  was  in  the  darkest  ravine  of 
conflict.  He  got  frightened  at  the  goblins 
all  around  him.  Just  then  he  heard  far 
ahead  in  the  darkness  a  sweet  voice  singing, 
**  Though  I  walk  through  the  valley  of  the 
shadow  of  death,  I  will  fear  no  evil,  for  thou 
art  with  me."  And  "  then  he  was  glad,  and 
that  for  these  reasons  ;  first,  because  that  he 
^thered  from  thence  that  some  who  feared 
God  were  in  this  valley  as  well  as  himself. 
Secondly,  for  that  he  perceived  God  was  with 
them,  though  in  that  dark  and  dismal  state ; 
and  why  not,  thought  he,  with  me,  though  by 
reason  of  the  impediment  that  attends  this 
place  I  cannot  perceive  it }  Thirdly,  for  that 
he  hoped  (could  he  overtake  them)  to  have 
company  by  and  by.  So  he  went  on,  and 
called  aloud  to  him  that  was  before — but  he 
knew  not  what  to  answer,  for  that  he  also 
thought  himself  to  be  alone.  And  by  and  by 
the  day  broke.  Then  said  Christian,  He  hath 
turned  the  shadow  into  the  morning." 


Members  <if  Christ.  C.  M. 

Oh,  blessing  rich,  for  sons  of  men 

Members  of  Christ  to  be. 
Joined  to  the  holy  Son  of  God 

In  wondrous  unity. 

3  O  Jesus,  our  great  Head  divine, 

From  whom  most  freely  flow 
The  streams  of  life  and  strength  and  warmth 

To  all  the  frame  below : 

3  Keep  us  as  members  sound  and  whole 
Witnin  thy  body  true ; 

Build  us  into  a  temple  fair, 
Meet  stones  in  order  due. 

4  Ke«p  us  good  branches  of  thy  vine, 
Large  store  of  fruit  to  yield  ; 

Ke«p  us  as  sheep  that  wander  not 
From  thy  most  pleasant  fidd. 

5  For  one  with  God,  O  Jesus  blest, 
Wc  are,  when  one  with  thee, 

With  saints  on  earth  and  saints  at  rest 
A  glorious  company. 

Bishop  William  VValsham  How  gave  this 
poem  to  the  singing  public  in  the  first  edition 
of  his  Psalms  and  Hymns,  1854.  The  Scrip- 
ture reference  is  to  John  15:1-8.  "  Re- 
member," said  Robert  Murray  McChcyne, 
"  you  arc  not  a  tree,  that  can  stand  alone — you 
arc  only  *  a  branch,'  and  it  is  only  while  you 
abide  in  him  as  a  branch  that  you  will 
flourish."  "The  life  of  Christianity,"  said 
Luther,    "consists  of  possessi\T  pronouns.** 
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It  is  oiie  thini;  to  say  "  Christ  is  a  Saviour ;" 
it  is  quite  aiitiihcr 'thing  to  say.  "lie  is  my 
Saviour  and  my  Lord."  The-  devil  can  say 
the  lirst ;  the  true  Christian  alone  can  say  the 

This  portrait  is  copicil  from  a  photograph 
taken  later  than  the  one  used  before. 


«■«  Ckoitr. 
■ntlicS-HiilHldic, 


CM. 


1  Whn  siarfil  mil  llial  Snn  divine? 

Wlio  wilt  that  Spirii  sw.-rt  ? 
Kalhvr.  Ihc  wirk  of  I'lVr  li.  iliiiir. 

Thvw.mill.Tii.niaiHi.'tf. 

3  Thrin:  hh-wtil  mwIk.  hv  hravmly  lini- 
KIltI.  n-^liinwl.  nwwol : 

Thnmuh  ciidh-nH  vvarh.  ht-ltw.  aho\'i-. 
By  licavi-nlv  hnV  iwtMiiil  \ 

4  \.m<\  \  W'HiIilft  th'oi  srt  tin  kwe  nti  mc 


In  the  GM.-tt  Chiiii  of  /'r.iise.  1869.  a 
l)oi)k  of  poems  I)y  Thoni.is  Ilornblowcr  C.iW. 
wt-  find  the  hymn  above  iniotcd.  It  bears 
the  title  "  r.le'rting  Love."  That  fonii  o( 
evidence  wliirh  is  most  co^enl  in  pnivrng 
llwt  any  i;iven  individual  is  one  of  the  elect 
of  (  IikI.  i'-  furnished  by  the  indweiling  of  the 
Divine  Spirit;  that  ercalts  an  ".-itivi/cment " 
ind  a  ■'  rapturi-."  He  ivonders.  bul  he  sint^. 
llvthis  [he  elect  recoi;ni/e  each  otiier.  Un- 
der Ihe  reign  of  a  wicked  <|ueen  in  M;idagas- 
lar.  people  o(  different  tribes,  speaking  differ- 


ent languages,  who  had  become  convened  U 
Christianity,  were  scattered  by  persecutiai 
and  widely  removed  from  their  several  horu 
When  they  met  together  their  only  nxdim 
of  communication  was  by  resort  to  ibeir  Xt» 
Testaments.  Those  of  one  tribe  would  ptU 
out  a  passage  in  their  book,  which  thoK  d 
the  other  would  again  find  in  theirs,  in  i  dif- 
ferent language.  Thus  they  were  nol  on^ 
able  to  converse  together,  to  the  great  eta- 
fort  and  cheer  of  both,  but  they  found  that 
the  same  Spirit  had  given  like  witness  tollr 
heart  of  each  that  the  saving  Messiah  U 
come  to  each  of  them.  Often  has  thii  a- 
perience  been  repeated  in  substance  betvtH 
people  of  remotest  parts  of  earth,  of  ho- 
guages,  climates,  government,  and  degrees  i' 
civilization  as  widely  diverse  as  can  be.  Tk 
witness  of  the  Spirit  has  rested  on  aA 
Christian  hcirt,  so  that  he  can  recognin  the 
presence  and  work  of  the  Messiah  in  all  to- 
ners of  the  earth.  In  comparison  with  tlu 
never-\arjing  testimony  even  the  divine  tali- 
mony  of  miracles  is  not  greater. 

g02  7»<V  WarAd^/or  Gmrd.  C.P.Jl 

O  LoHD,  how  happjr  should  we  he, 
If  wi-  could  owl  our  c»re  on  thee. 
If  wu  from  Mlf  <:ou1d  tcM : 


11  troat  btrdi  and  flmtcn. 


3  I^rd,  n 


This  poem,  by  Professor  Joseph  Ansttce, 
was  first  published  in  his  posthumous  /fymm, 
1836,  and  contained  five  stanzas  erf  six  line 
each.  It  became  very  widely  known  from  its 
having  been  included  in'184.1  in  the  Child's 
CArisfiaii  i'liir,  and  since  then  it  has  passed 
into  general  use  in  Great  Britain  and  America. 
The  poem  was  probably  inspired  by  the  vctM  I 
of  the  I'salmist.  "  Cast  thy  burden  upon  the 
Lord,  and  he  shall  sustain  thee."  Th'o  rkb 
were  neighbors,  and  each  of  them  had  a  wife 
and  several  little  children ;  and  their  dailj 
labor  was  all  they  had  for  their  support.  One 
of  these  men  became  anxious,  thinking,  "  If  1 
shcnild  die  or  be  taken  ill,  what  K-ill  bectxne 
of  my  wife  and  children  ?"  The  same  thougtii 
came  to  the  other  man,  but  he  did  not  Kd 
tile  same  anxiety  about  it ;  for  said  he,  "  Cod, 
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knows  his  creatures,  and  who  watches 
ihem,  wil!  also  watch  over  me,  my  wife, 
ny  children." 

e  dav,  while  the  first  of  these  men  was 
ing  I'n  the  tield.  sad  and  dejected  or. 
int  of  his  fears,  he  saw  some  birds  dy 
a  wood,  then  come  out,  and  soon  after 
1.  On  Roing  nearer  he  saw  two  nests 
d  side  by  side,  and  in  each  were  some 
birds  just  hatched,  and  not  yet  covered 
feathers.  When  he  returned  to  his 
.  he  from  time  to  lime  raised  his  eyes 
ooked  at  the  birds,  who  went  and  came, 
ing  food  to  their  little  ones  :  but  at  the 
;nt  when  one  of  the  mothers  returned 
some  food  in  her  bill,  a  vulture  seized 
ind  carried  her  off.  the  poor  mother 
'  struggling  in  his  talons  and  uttering 
ng  cries.  At  this  sight  the  laborer  be- 
more  an.\ious  than  before  ;  (or  thought 
The  death  of  the  parent  is  the  death  of 
hildren.  My  children  have  no  one  to 
de  for  ihem  but  myself.  What  then  will 
nc  of  them  if  1  fail  them  ?"  All  day  he 
,ned  gloomy  and  sad,  and  could  not 
all  night.  The  next  day,  on  reluming 
e  tield.  he  said  to  himself.  "  I    should 

0  see  the  little  ones  of  that  poor  bird- 
er ;  many  of  them  are,  doubtless,  dead 
lis   time."     So   saying,   he   directed   his 

towards  the  wood  ;  but  what  was  his 
emeni.  on  looking  into  the  nest,  to  see 
ttle  birds  quite  lively — not  one  starved 
g  them.  -Struck  with  this  sight,  he  hid 
;lf  to  observe  the  cause.     In    a  short 

he  heard  a  faint  cry.  and  saw  the  re- 
ng  mother  bringing  in  haste  the  food 
ad  collected,  and  then  distributing  it  im- 
illy  among  «//  the  little  ones,  there  be- 
ifficient  for  every  one. 
us  the  little  orphans  were  not  left  help- 

1  their  misery.  And  the  father  who  had 
LStcd  Providence  related  in  the  evening 

he  had  seen  to  his  neighbor,  who  said 
m,  ■'  Why  need  you  be  anxious  any 
?  God  ne^'er  abandons  his  people  ;  his 
las  resources  which  we  cannot  fathom. 
s  believe,  hope,  and  love,  and  go  on  our 


Tkt  Brllrr  Fart. 


C.P.N 


The  1o.-cnf  Chris 


"fSw" 


This  only  portion.  Lord.  t> 


Three  c 
Charles  Wesley  a 
original,  which  had  seven  stanzas  of  six  lines 
eacl),  and.  together  with  five  other  poems  on 
the  same  subject,  bore  the  title  "  Desiring  to 
Love."  It  was  first  published  in  Hymns  and 
Sacred  Poems,  1749.  And  now  as  with  this 
grand  song  ot  love,  the  sentiment  of  which 
might  well  be  accepted  as  the  ruling  passioo 
ol  tiis  life,  the  name  of  Charles  Wesley  dis- 
appears from  our  annotations,  it  seems  fittios 
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that  the  close  of  his  great  life  should  receive 
a  more  extensive  notice. 

In  old  age  Charles  Wesley  rode  a  little  white 
horse,  gray  with  age.  It  appears  to  have  been 
brought  every  morning  from  the  foundry — an 
arrangement  which  its  master  did  not  like, 
but  which  it  was  impossible  to  avoid.  He 
was  somewhat  stouter  than  his  brother,  but 
not  corpulent.  Henry  Moore  says  that  he 
wore  winter  clothing  even  in  summer.  When 
he  mounted  his  horse,  **  if  a  subject  struck 
him,  he  proceeded  to  expand  it  and  put  it  in 
order.  This  he  used  to  write  on  a  card  in 
short-hand  with  his  pencil."  Not  unfrequently 
he  used  to  come  to  the  house  in  the  City  Roaa, 
and  having  left  the  pony  in  the  garden  m  front, 
he  would  enter,  crymg  out  **  Pen  and  ink  !  pen 
and  ink  !"  When  these  were  given  him,  he 
proceeded  to  write  out  his  hymn.  This  done, 
he  looked  around  on  those  present,  saluted 
them  with  much  kindness,  inquired  after  their 
health,  and  then  gave  out  some  short  hymn. 

Ever}'  lover  of  Charles  Wesley's  poetry  has 
been  touched  by  the  dying  effort  of  his  muse. 
For  some  time  he  had  been  lying  quietly  on 
his  bed.  At  last  he  called  for  Mrs.  Wesley, 
and  asked  her  to  write  the  following  lines  at 
his  dictation : 

•'  In  age  and  feebleness  extreme, 
Who  shall  a  sinful  worm  redeem  7 
Jesus,  my  only  hope  thou  art, 
Stren];:th  of  my  failing  flesh  and  heart ; 
Oh,  could  I  catch  a  smile  from  thee, 
And  drop  into  eternity  I" 

On  Saturday.  March  29,  1788,  his  happy 
spirit  fled.  Through  the  whole  week  the  rest- 
lessness of  death  liad  been  on  him.  He  slept 
much,  without  refreshment.  On  Tuesday  and 
Wednesday  he  was  not  entirely  sensible.  His 
end  was  what  he  particularly  wished  it  mi^ht 
be — peace.  "No  fiend,"  he  said  to  his  wife, 
"  was  permitted  to  approach  me."  Some  one 
obsen*ed  that  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death 
was  hard  to  be  passed.  **  Not  with  Christ," 
was  his  answer.  He  spoke  to  all  his  children 
with  affection  and  hope  of  their  salvation. 
Samuel  Bradburn  sat  up  with  him  the  night 
but  one  before  his  death.  His  mind  was  calm 
as  a  summer  evening.  On  the  Saturday  all 
the  family  stood  round  his  bed.  The  last 
words  which  they  could  catch  from  his  lips 
were  "  Lord,  my  heart,  my  (iod  !"  With  his 
hand  lying  in  his  daughter's,  the  old  saint 
passed  home  so  gently  that  the  watchers  did 
not  know  when  the  spirit  tied. 

Iioui:ht  Tilth  a  Price.  C.  M.  D. 

Whkn  I  h.id  wandered  from  his  fold. 
His  love  the  wanderer  souji^ht : 

Wlu'ii  sl.ive-like  into  bondaf^v  sold, 
Ili-i  hUxKl  my  freedom  bought ; 


Therefore  that  life,  by  him  redeemed. 
Is  his  through  ifll  its  dasrs  - 

And  as  with  blessin}^  it  natii  teemed. 
So  let  it  teem  with  praise. 

3  For  I  am  his,  and  he  is  mine. 

The  God  whom  I  adore ! 
Mv  Father-  Saviour,  Comforter, 

Now  and  for  evermore. 
When  sunk  in  sorrow,  I  despaired. 

And  changed  my  hopes  for  fean ; 
He  bore  my  friefe,  my  burden  shared. 

And  wipedaway  my  tears. 

3  Therefore  the  ioy,  by  him  restored. 

To  him  by  right  belongs ; 
And  to  my  gracious,  loving  Lord, 

I  '11  sing  through  life  my  songs: 
For  I  am  nis,  and  he  is  mine. 

The  God  whom  I  adore  I 
Mv  Father,  Saviour,  Comforter, 

Now  and  for  evermore. 

Another  of  the  Ivrics  of  Rev.  John 
Monseli,  and  published  together  with 
others  in  his  Hymns  of  Lcri'f  aptd  Praist 
It  bears  the  title  **  The  Love  of  God, 
reiterates  the  old  and  blessed  truths 
gospel.    **  Ye  are  not  your  own,  for  ; 
bought  with  a  price."  I.Corinthians  6: 
And  again  I.  Peter  i :  17-19 :  "  Pass  tb 
of  your  sojourning  here  in  fear :  forasm 
ye  know  that  ye  were  not  redeemed  \irx 
ruptible  things,  as  silver  and  gold,  fron 
vain  conversation  received  by  tradition 
your  fathers,  but  with  the  precious  bk 
Christ,  as  of  a  lamb  without  blemish  and 
out  spot." 

906  Go^s  Peace.—PkU.  4  :  7. 

\Vr  bless  thee  for  thv  peace,  O  God ! 

Deep  as  the  soimdless  sea. 
Which  falls  like  sunshine  on  the  road 

Of  those  who  trust  in  thee. 

2  We  ask  not.  Father,  for  repose 
Which  comes  from  outward  rest. 

If  we  may  have  through  all  1iie*s  woes 
Thy  p^ce  within  oar  breast : 

3  That  peace  which  suffers  and  is  stroi 
Trusts  where  it  cannot  see. 

Deems  not  the  trial-way  too  lone, 
But  leaves  the  end  with  thee. 

4  O  Father,  give  our  hearts  this  peace, 
Whate'er  may  outward  be. 

Till  all  life's  discipline  shall  cease. 
And  we  go  home  to  thee. 

We  found  this  excellent  h>[mn  in  O 
yTelodies,  1858;  but  Dr.  Hastings  coul 
remember  who  made  it  nor  whence  he  q 
it.  We  put  it  into  Songs  of  the  Churchy 
and  have  continued  it  in  one  or  two  cor 
tions  since ;  and  still  have  never  scei 
name  attached  to  it.  The  stanzas  are  all 


in  Dr.  .Allon's  Supplement  to  the  Cimg 
ti'onalHymn  Book,  1868 ;  but  it  stands  m 
fully  nameless.  Most  pastors  would  we! 
its  use  when  preaching  upon  Philippian* 
for  it  fitly  voices  the  b^utiful  benedi< 
'*  And  the  peace  of  God,  which  paisse 
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nding,  shall   keep   your  hearts  and 
irough  Christ  Jesus.  ' 

Rest  in  God.  lis,  los,  6s. 

1  wc    trust,  though  earth    seem    dark    and 

r>, 

heart  faint  beneath  his  chastening  rod, 

rough    and    steep  our  pathway,  woni    and 

y. 

Still  will  we  trust  in  (iod. 

i  see  dimly  till  by  faith  anointed, 
l)lind  choosing  brings  us  grief  and  pain  ; 
lim  ali»iie  who  hath  our  way  appointed. 
We  find  our  peace  again. 

or  us,  God  !  nor  let  our  weak  preferring 
J  poor  souls  of  good  thou  hast  designed  : 
us,  (Jod  !  thy  wisdom  is  unerring. 
And  we  are  fools  and  blind, 

ress  on.  in  patient  self-denial, 
tie  hardship,  shrink  not  from  the  loss; 
n  lies  beyond  the  hour  of  trial, 
Our  crown  beyond  the  cross. 

>  the  most  widely  used  of  the  hymns 
am    Henry    Burleigh,  and    is  to   be 

the  very  best  collections  on  both 
the  sea.  It  first  appeared  in  the 
icra  Americana,  1868.  Sometimes 
es  more  real  piety  to  be  still  under 
place  worries,  to  be  patient  in  prosaic 
2s,  than  to  go  straight  into  battle, 
many  Christians  are  dissatisfied  un- 

can  be  set  about  doing  some  big 
Simon  Peter  comes  exactly  withm 
e — a  great,  honest,  loving  soul,  but 
If-conscious  and  melodramatic.  He 
us  Christ  once  that  he  would  lay 
i  life  for  his  sake.  That  was  rash 
ecessar>'.  Better  have  kept  still  till 
sked.  There  was  going  to  be  room 
or  endurance  and  valor  that  night, 
wasting  it  in  bra^.  Jesus  rebuked 
idicted  the  denial  instead,  and 
lim  sternlv.     Peter  felt  himself  mis- 

least  misunderstood.  He  meant 
us  should  do  him  justice.  He  gets 
:ately  of  a  sword,  and  follows  val- 
He  intends  to  show  he  had  been 
n  earnest.  So  he  marches  through 
Dws  in  a  military  way  towards  Geth- 
sword  drawn  in  preparation.  Only 
nobody,  and  of  course  has  no  fight. 
;  soothes  him  a  little.  The  Jerusalem 
took  down  his  fever  on  the  walk — 
re  chill  and  cooling  there  out-of- 
3y  the  time  he  reached  the  shade  of 
i  he  was  considerably  calmed.  Then 
\  suddenly — not  fight — but  just  wait 
he  eager  Peter  was  put  at  common- 
:ching.  And  he  that  was  going  to 
now  for  Christ's  dear  sake  simply 
)  the  moment  he  was  left  alone  at 

When  the  good  Lord  wants  any  of 


us  to  die,  or  to  fight,  for  him,  he  will  undoubt- 
edly tell  us  so.  It  remains  for  us  to  be 
quite  as  willing  to  live  and  to  watch.  The 
slighter  ministries  of  affection  will  show  that 
we  set  him  before  us  always  ;  then  we  shall 
not  be  moved. 
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Enduteth  for  Ever" 


P.M. 


Breast  the  wave.  Christian,  when  it  is  strongest ; 
Watch  for  day,  Christian,  when  night  is  longest ; 
Onward  and  onward  still  be  thine  endeavor ; 
The  rest  that  remaineth  endureth  for  ever. 

2  Fight  the  fight.  Christian,  Jesus  is  o'erthee; 
Run  the  race,  Christian,  heaven  is  before  thee; 
He  who  hath  promised  all  faltereth  never ; 
Oh,  trust  in  the  love  that  endureth  for  ever. 

3  Lift  the  eye,  Christian,  just  as  it  closeth  ; 
Raise  the  heart.  Christian,  ere  it  reposeth  ; 
Nothing  thy  soul  from  the  Saviour  shall  sever ; 
Soon  snalt  thou  mount  upward  to  praise  him  for 

ever. 

Joseph  Stammers,  the  author  of  this  favor- 
ite hymn,  was  bom  at  Bury  St.  Edmunds, 
England,  in  iSoi,  and  received  a  legal  edu- 
cation. After  practising  in  London  for  a 
time,  he  was  called  to  the  Bar  in  1833.  He 
died  in  London,  May  18,  1885.  He  wrote  a 
few  hymns  for  the  Lyra  Britannica,  which 
have  not  retained  a  place  in  general  use,  but 
this  poem  will  cause  his  name  to  be  long  re- 
membered. It  was  contributed  in  1830  to 
the  Cottage  Magazine,  a  small  serial  which 
was  conducted  by  Rev.  Mr.  Buck  worth,  vicar 
of  Dewsbury. 

918  Loving  and  Loved,  7s.  D. 

Loved  with  everlasting  love. 

Led  by  grace  that  love  to  know  I 
Spirit,  breathing  from  above. 

Thou  hast  taught  me  it  is  so. 
Oh,  this  full  and  perfect  peace  I 

Oh,  this  transport  all  divine ! 
In  a  love  which  cannot  cease, 

I  am  his  and  he  is  mine. 

3  Things  that  once  caused  wild  alarms 

Cannot  now  disturb  my  rest. 
Closed  in  everlasting  arms. 

Pillowed  on  his  loving  breast. 
Oh,  to  lie  for  ever  here, 

Care,  and  doubt,  and  self  resign. 
While  he  whispers  in  my  ear, 

1  am  his  and  he  is  mine ! 

3  Hta  for  ever,  only  his ! 

Who  the  Lord  and  me  can  part  ? 
Ah,  with  what  a  rest  of  bliss 

Christ  can  fill  the  loving  heart ! 
Heaven  and  earth  may  fade  and  flee, 

First>bom  light  in  gloom  decline : 
But  while  God  and  I  shall  be, 

I  am  his  and  he  is  mine. 

Wc  kept  this  fine  piece  of  poetry  in  our 
scrap-book  for  many  years.  It  came  out  of 
some  unremembered  newspaper,  and  it  had 
no  name  of  its  own.  Dr.  Parker  has  a  good 
scheme  for  a  sermon  in  one  of  his  volumes : 
**  The  anonymous  ministries  of  the  Bible."  It 
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would  be  an  excellent  theme  for  some  good 
hymn<)liij;i,-it  to  comment  upon  the  usefulness 
of  the  anonymous  ministrii-s  of  one  sacred 
simfi  through  the  .'»{■<■■'*•  He  might  begin 
with  the  longest  poem  in  the  psalter.  Psalm 
I  ly.  I  low  many  hearts  a  perfeeth>Tnn  cheers 
in  its  wonderful  career  I  'I'his  tme  turns  upon 
its  jwrsisient  refrain  ;  ■■  I  am  his,  and  he  is 
mine,"  S-jlomon's  Song  2 :  >(i. 
O I  9  itiiHy  f'omt.  7s.  D. 
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n  IhiK  I 


iJh.  f. 

Siillbi ,  --. 

i;hL-  nv,  tJinl,  mr  dally  hrra<1. 
'■  l)ayliy<kiy"  Ihtjinimlsc  ri-a<la. 
Dally  HlreiiKIh  r«r  (Eiiity  linils ; 


All  mv  hiriKiiiiu- hiifHi*  luvi;  [ilniiiicd. 

Tiilhv  wi^kim  I  rchiRD, 

Aiul  wrnihl  niaki:  thy  |iDn>"M'  nifne. 


(  P.«id  amhili.ni.  whiHwr 
llJinnismyhiiinhlih^^^ 


,■  l.'urili  I'f -iix  metrical  paraphrases  of 
...f  the  Lord's  IVayer.thislivmn  was 
I..-1.1I1  (.onder's  work.  7A.-  LAotr 
.'i.i.'.M  1S3;.  though  it  appeared 
■»  i'w.iT  earlier  in  his  O^n^nxa- 
.•...■;./!.'.'l.  It  is  in  Rcneral  nse  in 
i>.iitii  mil  .\mcriea.  The  Scriptural 
!■  1.  ilIvhIus  16;  21.  In  studying 
„.>i  ..I  tlH-  nt.miKi  sent  ">  the  Israelite 
iiw  n ittli-i lu-Ns  ihf  wholars  of  Kabbi 

,    „.  ,,.|.,.,i  |,im:  "Why  did  not 

,  „ I,  ,-„..,n;h  manna  to  Israel  for 

,11  II  ,•.!.■  HUM- *"     'hen  the  teacher 


n 


wilh    a  paralilL 


^.  paying  hs 
nxed  day.  It  soon  hjf- 
pencil  chat  the  day  on  which  the  allmam 
was  due  was  the  only  day  in  the  j-ear  nha 
the  father  ever  saw  his  son.  So  the  bf 
changed  his  plan,  and  gave  his  son  day  bv  dn 
tliat  which  sufficed  for  the  day.  Aixirsw 
tile  son  visited  his  father  everj'  m«nn(. 
Thus  (iod  dealt  with  Israel." 


sir 

fngl*  from  Ihf  II  -otd. 

Thv  word,  0  Lord,  thy  preciouii  word  a)» 

It)  tliis,  until  ihv  darksome  nlRht  be  kmw. 

Thy  w..nl  i's  liiSr,  "hy  word  is  life  arid  po» 
Uy  1l.  «li.  KUidc  me  ill  I'arh  tr>'lnK  bout! 

1  WhRio'irinyiiath,  ledhythevtonl.  til 

B«  my  i-™r  bean  thy  bksied  word's  abnde 

Thy  il?.lv  Spiir^?^  Ihe  llRht  to  *ee 
And  lead!  mc  by  thy  «ord,  ckne  r»llovinK 

3  Ledby 
SiKnk'u 

m(ht  else.  1  tread  a  deiiou.  way 

d,  and  help  me  ever  to  obey, 

lep  shall  then  be  well  de6ti«d. 
OBCcordioRto  tbymiiid. 

Albert  Midlane  was  bom   at  Ncwpon  ii 
the   Isle  i.f  Wight.  January  23,  1825.^)0) 
resided  there  for  many  years,  being  enga 
in    business.      He   began    to    write    hyi 
while  still  tmite  young,  and  the  ntimber 
nott-  reached  more  than  three  hundred,  n 
of  which  are  in  common  use.     They  have  ^ 
peared  in  magazinesand  mission  hyrnn-boob. 
and  several  volumes  of  them  have  been 
piled.    The  one  quoted  here  was  written  ia 
April.  1884.   and  published  in   the    Fritm£f 
\  isitor  of  July.  1885.  and  later  in  the /Viw- 
tni-    MelhmHsl    Hymnal,  1887.     Rev.  Jota 
Wesley  once  cried  out:  "In  every  age  aad 
countr)'  Satan  has  whispered  to  those  \^io  be- 
gan to  taiite  of  the  powers  of   the  worU  to 
come.  ■  To  the  desert !'  '  To  the  wildemesi '. 
Most  of  our  little  flock  at  Oxford  were  tritd 
with   this,  my  brother  and   1  in    panicular. 
Nay,  but  I  say, '  To  the  Bible  !  To  the  Bibk '. 
and  there  you  will  learn,  as  you  have  timc'io 
do  good  unto  all  men.' " 
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(Vm 


whoK  kind  and  K«iile  a 


n  my  jiaih,  dnr  lloid,  and  guard  the  wi 
rpoot  heart.  furiRttinit.Roanray. 

the hith  thy  kiinK  worda  iiupire 


DISCIPLINE  AND  SORROW. 


To  Inist  In  lh«,  wilhoul  one  doubt  or  fear, 

Thy  will  to  do: 
And  alltht  while  lo  know  ihal  Ihou,  our  Prie 
Art  bk-fAlng  ui,  and  uill  bless  lo  Ihe  end. 

4  And  Ihen,  oh,  Ihen !  when  sorrow's  night  is 
Life's  daylight  come. 

How  full  ofKlad  rejoicing  will  we  laise. 


The  Dklhnary  of  Hymnology.  calls  this  the 
jest  composition  of  its  author,  Henry  Bate- 
nan.  It  was  lirst  published  In  Dales  Ettg~ 
Ush  Hymn-liook,  1874.  If  only  for  the 
•  well-ordered  speech  "  we  were  to  be  heard, 
turely  (iod  would  listeti  to  a  prayer  for  divine 
fuidanie  so  exquisitely  worded  as  this.  "  I 
save  no  doubt  that  the  school  of  affliction  is 
profitable,"  said  a  worried  believer,  ''  but 
:iiition  is  certainly  high."  From  one  point 
jf  view,  the  sunshiny  happy  experience  cA 
;»ety.  it  is  easy  to  show  the  advantage  of  a 
religious  life.  The  surrender  brings  a  patron- 
^;c,  and  the  study  is  rewarded  with  attain- 
[neni.  But  how  is  it  with  all  that  further 
discipline  of  affliction  into  which  one  is  neces- 
sarily led  ? 

It  would  afford  a  ready  reply  of  extrication 
10  say  that  wicked  people  are  afflicted  as 
much  as  those  who  are  good.  But  we  do 
not  supp(»e  there  is  any  need  of  avoiding 
:he  direct  issue.  Sure  we  are  of  two  things : 
in  the  Scripture  we  are  told  that  God 
specially  loves  believers.  This  would  seem 
10  intimate  that  he  would  relieve  them  from 
Jie  sufTeringof  common  humanity.  Moreover 
Bfc  are  told  that  he  shows  his  love  by  increas- 
ing rather  than  mitigating  their  trials.  From 
this  we  must  infer  that  afflictions  have  a  kind 
al  mysterious  benefit  to  confer  which  renders 
[hem  advantageous. 

In  one  of  the  I'salms  we  find  this  verse  : 
"  Before  1  was  afflicted  I  went  astray,  but  now 
have  I  kept  thy  word.  It  was  good  for  me 
that  I  was  afflicted,  that  I  might  learn  thy 
statutes."  It  is  not  certainly  on  record  who 
(VTOte  these  words.  So  we  cannot  say  from 
whose  religious  experience  such  a  leaf  has 
been  lorn.  It  has  more  power,  perhaps,  by 
being  anonymous.  But  he  asserts  after  long 
trial  that  God  has  disciplined  him  with 
sorrow,  and  rewarded  him  with  disclosures 
of  truth  and  comfort  out  of  the  Bible ;  and 
that  on  the  whole  he  thought  he  had  made 
3  good  bargain. 


927  /-"/"  1J7- 

F*i.  from  ny  heavenly  home 
Far  from  my  FatheT'i  breai 

FainliiiK,  1  <^ry,  "Blest  Spirit. 
And  speed  me  lo  my  rest. 

'  My  Wphassilfiilhung; 
How  should  I  sing  ■  cheerful 
Till  Ihuu  inspire  my  tongui 

My  lieart,  O  ZLon  \  droits  an 
When  I  remember  thee. 

4  To  thee,  10  thee  I  press— 
A  dark  and  toilsome  road; 

When  shall  1  pus  the  wilderr 

SGodofmylifelbenearl 


»la 


th  I  guide  me  through  the  des* 


We  add  a  fresh  portrait  taken  but  a  short 
time  before  the  authors  death.  This  is 
by  far  the  most  generally  used  of  Rev. 
Henry  Francis  Lyte's  paraphrases.  It  is  his 
version  of  Psalm  137.  and  it  appeared 
first  in  the  author's  Spirit  of  the  Psalms. 
1834.  It  represents  that  lon^ng  of  the  soul 
tor  the  other  life  which  exhibits  atwi  proves 
its  entire  weanedness  from  this.  Merc  wist- 
fulness,  however,  has  very  little  grace  in  it. 
We  should  be  engaged  in  making  ourselves 
reaiiy  for  the  presence  of  the  King.  Nowa- 
days we  are  coming  to  appreciate,  and  per- 
haps even  to  understand,  the  expression 
found  in  one  of  the  old  Psalms.  "  the  strife  of 
tongues."  It  is  time  to  stop  the  rattle  of 
wonis,  and  begin  to  act  and  to  be.    Every 
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day  lately  I  have  been  repeating  for  my  own 
meditation  one  of  George  Eliot's  sayings :  *'  It 
is  ver\'  difficult  to  be  learned  :  it  seems  as  if 
people  were  worn  out  on  the  way  to  great 
thoughts,  and  cannot  enjoy  them  because  they 
are  too  tired." 

Beyond  this  turmoil  there  is  peace  some- 
where. Then  whatever  intelligences  we  are 
cast  among,  whatever  **  social  joys  are  there," 
whatever  comrades  we  are  to  have  for  the 
eternal  years,  they  will  quietly  look  us  in  the 
face  and  register  us  for  exactly  what  we  are. 
'ihe  time  is  not  far  ahead  in  which  we  must 
come  to  a  settlement.  The  ancient  Arians 
used  to  say  that  no  soul  could  expect  to  enter 
Paradise  save  by  one  long  narrow  bridge. 
At  the  crossing  each  man  was  to  be  met  by  a 
phantom — some  one  looking  like  a  spirit  or 
an  angel  from  the  light  or  from  the  dark- 
ness— a  spectral  tigure  resembling  a  hideous 
monster  or  a  beautiful  creature  of  joy  and 
peace,  whose  office  it  would  be  to  lead  the 
mortal  across  the  gulf  or  scare  him  to  plunge 
off  into  it.  And  if  any  one  should  ask  the 
guide  for  its  name  and  histor)-,  all  the  answer 
he  would  receive  would  be  this  :  "  I  am  the 
spirit  of  thy  life :  what  thou  hast  been,  that 
thou  must  be  I  " 


Succor  and  Solace.  6s,  5s. 

Oh,  k't  him  whose  sorrow 

No  relief  can  find, 
Trust  in  (ic»d  and  borrow 

Ease  for  heart  and  mind. 

2  Where  the  mourner  weeping 
Shetls  the  secret  tear. 

God  his  watch  is  keeping, 
Though  none  else  is  near. 

3  G<jd  will  never  leave  us. 
All  our  wants  he  knows, 

Feels  the  pains  that  grieve  us, 
Sees  our  cares  anu  woes. 

4  When  in  grief  we  languish. 
He  will  (fr\*  the  tear, 

Who  his  children's  anguish 
SiMJthes  with  succor  near. 

5  .All  our  woe  and  sadness 
In  this  world  below, 

Balance  not  the  gladness 
We  in  heaven  bhall  know — 

6  When  our  gra«Miius  Saviour. 
Ill  the  realms  above, 

Crowns  us  with  his  favor, 
Fills  us  with  his  liive. 

The  Cicrman  hvmn  from  which  this  is 
translatfd.  '*  IVtm  in  Liidcnstageny  is  the 
work  of  Hcinrirh  Sic^nuind  Oswald,  who 
was  born  at  Nimmersatt,  in  Silesia,  June  30. 
1751.  He  hfld  many  public  positions,  ,'md 
in  1 79 1  was  appointed  reader  to  King  Fried- 
rich  \Vilhelni  II.  After  the  king's  death  he 
received  a  pension,  and  tinally  retired  to 
Hrc^laii.  v.lur:-    I'.r   di^'cl.  S:';-)tembcr  8,  1834. 


He  wrote  over  a  hundred  hymns ,  but  this  o^ 
"  For  Mourners,"  is  perhaps  the  best  knoui 
The  English  rendering  is  the  work  of  Ms 
Frances  E.  Cox,  and  appeared  first  in  1&41 
in  her  Sacred  Hyinns  frofn  the  Germa, 
This  song  of  cheer  raises  and  replies  to  the 
question  concerning  the  real  errand  or  purpose 
of  afflictions.  But  there  is  a  class  of  sorrovx 
actually  the  heaviest  we  have,  which  an 
almost  inexplicable.  These  are  our  remones 
and  our  pains  of  penitence  and  shame  after 
being  overcome  by  Satan.  Of  these  our  old 
standard  of  faith  says :  *'  The  most  wise,  r^- 
eous,  and  gracious  God  doth  oftentimes  kaxt 
for  a  season  his  own  children  to  manifold 
temptations  and  the  corruption  of  their  ovn 
hearts,  to  chastise  them  for  their  former  sins, 
or  to  discover  unto  them  the  hidden  stTength 
of  corruption  and  deceitf  ulness  of  their  hearts 
that  they  may  be  humbled  ;  and  to  raise  them 
to  a  more  close  and  constant  dependence  for 
their  support  upon  himself,  and  to  make 
them  more  watchful  against  all  future  occa- 
sions of  sin,  and  for  sundry  other  just  and 
holy  ends." 


'' My  Ckp  is  Fall."  S.M. 

Father,  my  cup  is  full  I 

My  trembling  soul  I  raise: 
Oh,  save  me  in  this  solemn  hour, 

Thy  might  and  love  to  praise! 

3  Father,  my  cup  is  full ! 

But  One  hath  drank  before. 
And  for  our  sins  thy  face  was  hid  ; 

The  bitter  draught  ran  o'er. 

3  Father,  mv  cup  is  full ! 

But  thou  oost  bid  me  drink  : 
I  know  thy  love  the  chalice  mixed, 
But  yet  I  faint— 1  shrink. 

4  Alone  he  drank  the  cup. 
The  holy,  sinless  One, 

That  not  one  soul  on  earth  again 
Should  drain  the  dregs  alone. 

5  Father,  forsake  me  not  I 
O  Christ !  I  look  to  thee ; 

And  by  thy  midnight  agony 
Do  thou  remember  mc. 

Except  the  bare  fact  that  the  author  of  this 
poem  is  named  **  Anna  Shipton,"  we  know 
nothing  of  her  life.  She  has  published  sevml 
books  of  poetry  between  the  years  1S55  and 
1864,  and  some  of  her  hymns  are  in  general 
use.  The  one  under  consideration  was  Arst 
printed  in  her  Whispers  in  the  Paims^Hymni 
and  Meditations^  London,  1855.  We  are  all 
human;  our  providences  are  the  same:  oar 
needs  are  the  same ;  our  sensibilities  are  also 
the  same.  In  all  our  joys  and  sorrows  ut 
are  alike.  One  day  I  saw  a  strong  man  at  the 
door  of  a  burial  vault,  where,  within  marble 
walls  of  surpassing  splendor,  he  was  la\ii^ 
all  that  remained  to  him  of  the  wife  di  hs 
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youth.     He  shook  like  a  leaf  of  the  aspen 
^Arhich  drcx)ped  over  the  railing  beside  him. 
His  heart  was  surcharged  with  impetuous  and 
overmastering  emotion.     Another  day  I  saw 
similar  sufferer,  following  on  foot  a  coffin 
the  strangers'  corner  in  the  same  cemetery, 
Co  lay  his  dead  in  a  monumentless  grave.  For 
aug^ht  I  could  discriminate,  he  shed  the  same 
sort  of  tears  in  the  woeful  abandonment  of 
liis   grief,  for  his  heart  had  lost  likewise  all 
there  was  to  be  the  light  of  it.     "  One  touch 
of  nature  makes  the  whole  world  kin."     We 
SkTc  all  constituted  precisely  the  same  in  the 
tastes,  affections,  and  sympathies  which  make 
us  glad  or  sad,  and  fill  us  with  joy  or  mourn- 
ing. 

939  God's  Help  Surf.  S.  M. 

Sav  rurt.  my  soul.  "  From  whence 

Can  (i<Ki  relieve  my  care?" 
Remember  that  OmiiiptHence 

Has  ser\'ants  everywiicre. 

2  God's  help  is  always  sure. 
His  meth<j<ls  seldom  f^esMrrl : 

Delay  will  make  our  pleasure  pure, 
Surprise  ^ill  ifive  it  zest, 

3  His  wisdom  is  sublime, 
His  heart  profoundly  kind  ; 

GckI  ne\er  is  before  hi*  time. 
And  never  is  l^rhind. 

4  Hast  th«ju  assumed  a  load 

Whii  h  few  vtill  share  with  lh« — 
And  art  ih<^  farr%ir.|{  it  Unxi'ttA, 
And  shall  he  £ai!  to  see  ? 

5  Be  <  '^♦mf'/Tled  a:  h<art. 
Thou  an  rvA  I'rft  ak/ue  ; 

N-  >»  .  th-  »u  the  \^rfi  s  t  tjtxrpOiUifMt  art  ; 

S<«»Ti.  th'^u  i«ih  share  hi*  thf^M-. 

This  is  :o  be  found  in  T/i^  Rn^uUt ,  a  Ctm^ 
irtbutioH  f'->  .<j:rnf  .\..'n^'-,  iK^^.  a  volurr*^  *A 
poems  by  Kev.  Tho:r;<iv  '1  okt  J.yr»'h.  'lltK 
hymn  bears  !*it  tni*:  •  Hfrv)i^na!iofj."  but  it^ 
sentiment  is  mor*:  r'-tiy  Ofrv.Tib^  by  *:^\ri*^  it 
'•  (ifKi's  }ft!p  Sj*-*:.'  r.  lirri^*-  M  irrVrf/V^.  *rw- 
tion  and  exp^^j^t.  T'^.  r^.  iuvr^  *A  irj  'jA 
F'ranci'**-?!':  -or? -.*-';:  \\*rt  sj'TfTi'/f*»:'j  Vy  y*^ 
forth  to  !T  r.istrr  :v  Vit  si-  V  a'i'j  Cv  -i/  '^«'>»- 
when  th*r  piairut  v.  a»^  "<xy  •>/  •  ••*•  ♦  tM  7 'i^-y 
were  ai:'*!l*rc  ^rtt  v}  'I'l*.  ",  ••,♦  Cy^  >»i'j  vt*fi» 
witho'jt  *ri*r>:iJi:..r  -r  -•-v.-*". »-  ♦.',  'v  «♦  :^jt»iuit 
task.  \\  Tif r,  *::a' •  '..i  v. <•"  "jms*  "h  f«.*t».  f«, 
turned  !'■  a'.  ''j'Ti.v  v  j",  •  -v  ■•••.*/;,' !♦« 
and  //' ^r  :'  »*.;?  •>.•.>'  i  'y* :  •-  ?.♦,•»•■  •#*  r^f. 
alive.     If  :\f/.   */•    ••^    ••t-"  ''.'f    .  ,,     .-.i^  .i<  ti^ 

SUndo.V     :'!•  •    i.-rr  -i.-    ■•,•••  f     .  -.     '.«  ..;/.t<<  m/j 

for  .h'^  r*  •i»-"    •   :»'i'  •«•    ,;•  ,.•     ..,-.    ■•-••/«. 
linue  T'lf:  \    »'»        ■  ',•-    ,  ',. 

rad*r  '.b .    ii ,»•       ,.  ^^ 

rina!!}  -v.*-'.    -   .  .  ,..■.-  •,.      ,  «  n  .  f*,..* 

unshr:r.f  './  "♦•-    •,.,•  ;-,  ,'      .,  -^  .....     ,,f  i.^^ 

dcvot.o'        •#:■••..  .                        » .  i#l 

men  r^av  *-*i*."''  .    •     '  ,i    ••.•m>>i«<« 
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of  life  for  life,  an  unerrinj;  Kyr  hi  ruck  llir  Iwl- 
ance.  "  Whosoever  shall  seek  to  hiivr  luh  lilr 
shall  lose  it;  and  whohocvrr  Miall  Iom*  Iiih  IiK* 
shall  pre.serve  it."  Here  C  lirini  inraiih  h» 
counsel  fidelity,  and  forbid  ft*ar  and  all  prriU 
ous  and  extreme  forms  of  trial.  Mr  hayti ; 
(jive  your  life  to  nie ;  it  is  more  preiinus  in 
my  siji^ht  than  in  your  ovvn.  1  will  kt'v\i  ii  , 
you  cannot.  If  you  attempt  to  inanaKr  yoiii 
protection,  you  will  br  inorr  iiii|N'rilrd  tli.ni 
ever.  Do  your  duty  and  Irave  tlw  rrsi  in  mr. 
**  He  that  dwellcih  in  the  s<«  ni  pla< r  of  tin- 
Most  Ili^h  .shall  abide  under  tin*  shadow  of 
the  Almi>{hty." 

944  /jfu/.  it  y%  /•• 

Waii.  my  mmiI,  uj^'in  iIm-  l.oiil, 

To  lltn  K'**'  loUh  plonilrx'  lli-t , 
LayifiK  hoUl  uirnu\ut»  Moid, 

''^Ak  thy  da>)»  thy  klrtUKlh  khall  U." 

2  It  Ihr  M^rrowh  of  Iliy  •  4^< 
Si-i>ni  |M'<  ullrff  hOll  to  thi  <-, 

(#o«l  halt  piofMia«  d  n<  * diul  i/imt  k, 
"  \%  thy  day*  thy  *\u  u^lit  khitll  U  " 

3  I>ayt  of  tf  mI,  duyn  of  gii«  f. 
In  »u« '  f«->ion  ih'Hi  m*-/*i  m«-  . 

Thu  \%  !>till  thy  b>*««i  oiuf 
'  A»  thy  d4y»  thy  Mn  nj(lh  •h«ll  U  ' 

4  K<i«  k  of  Syt^*  9.1    in  M '  uu , 
With  Ihy  pf</inift<  fuM  ^nd  fiL<  , 

I'aiihful.  |««/KiOv«    rtiid  euf« 

"  A»  (h>  '|j>a  tliy  kO«i(^Oi  fh^ll  1^ 

WillL'irn     Vitttu.tu     I. !'/,,«)     a;«>     l^/f/i     in 
i'#UHK:^M/'r?>lur#-.  I.fij/Ufid.  l;«'*-fnl/<  f  //   r/>fi 
He    Ijcarn**    ;ifr';ii!)    ifif<-f«s«id    ifi    'vijfjd^) 
Sf.h'y/l  W'/fk.  ;<nd  t.<u/tit   iri  lb*   ♦  U^^«  j-   l/'/^b 
:tX    ^>xf'/fd    :<fid    l//»idon       |»i    «>:io   b«     a^.* 
*  Ji'^Mrfi  '/fi*- '/f   fb«    Ni '  f«  «;i#u  >  '/f   fli*    *'/ij»id.i) 

S'"f*'>'/I    t     f.Ofl      -MitA    iift    fll.lO;    ^*rf#'    ll*     t'f'/\f    .tit 

^jl/liv**  j/;«fi  If  J  •.  ;«fi«/<j>  t'i»id>  '/I  liOfi^f^  l^'/#^ 
"/f  Jf  K"  tj«  J*!  A  Mb  lll^  oMi' <  H«  dud  ,jl  fv(>«fiU  y 
H^l  ^/U/'j' «t.N  f^^JIr«  Apfjl  //.  f^Vi  A  i*  if* 
*A    h»?    b'bffif»>    ;*f*     »»t    '  «/n.»f.«/ij    liM      u'livoy 

t//     fi^V*     ♦>•-'■»■    *%»(0^»i     If  I    !>•/,.  I  iu     |/l»/lijih« 

'^   ^ 0**^     Wbl*  *)  l»«  »«    « '/»,*«»liiO  *     (tu    liiljili     u^ 

i</«Jf«d    I*.    JX  »jO  f«/<.#/#|i,      ..       /'^ 

t     t,U  J  t   4    t    "t  I'll'  •  M 

J#  '■■  '       <ll..   1^    »<    I  .      .    <  I     I  <    •  i.'' 
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CHRISTIAN   EXPERIENCE. 


A  hymn  of  "  Personal  dedication  to  Christ," 
written  by  James  Montgomery,  and  published 
in  CoUyer's  Collection,  1812.  The  Christ 
knew  well  what  would  be  best  for  his  disci- 
ples after  he  had  gone  away,  when  he  bade 
them  work  in  the  vineyard.  So  says  one  of 
our  poets,  with  more  truth  than  poetry : 

"  Labor :  all  labor  is  worship,  and  holy. 
Let  thy  great  deeds  be  thy  prayers  to  thy  God." 

Work  in  proper  place  is  worship.  God 
promises  joy  to  the  good  and  faithful  servant. 
One  devil  may  tempt  the  worker,  but  a  thou- 
sand swarm  about  the  drone.  **  Good  deeds 
have  no  Sabbath." 

95 1  The  Poor.— Luke  6  :  20.  L.  M. 

Thou  God  of  hope,  to  thee  wc  bow ! 

Thou  art  our  Refuge  in  distress  ; 
The  Husband  of  the  widow  thou, 

The  Father  of  the  fatherless. 

2  The  poor  are  thy  peculiar  care ; 
To  them  thy  promises  are  sure: 

Thy  gifts  the  poor  in  spirit  share ; 
Oh,  may  we  always  thus  be  poor  1 

3  May  we  thy  law  of  love  fulfill, 

To  bear  each  other's  burdens  here, 
Endure  and  do  thy  righteous  will. 
And  walk  in  all  thy  faith  and  fear. 

We  included  this  among  the  Songs  of  the 
Church,  1862  ;  but  in  those  days  almost  no- 
body cared  by  whom  the  hymns  were  made 
that  were  in  the  big  thick  books  they  carried 
to  the  church  and  the  conference-meetings. 
It  is  impossible  to  trace  the  origin  of  this  one 
now.  The  text  referred  to  in  it  is  found  in 
Luke  6 :  20. 

955  Zeal,— John  xi.^.  L.  M. 

Go.  labor  on  ;  spend  and  be  spent, 
Thy  joy  to  do  the  Father's  will ; 

It  is  the  way  the  Master  went : 
Should  not  the  servant  tread  it  still? 

2  Go,  labor  on  ;  't  is  not  for  naught ; 

Tljine  earthly  loss  is  heavenly  gain  ; 
Men  heed  thee,  love  thee,  praise  thee  not ; 

The  .Master  praises— what  are  men?  " 

.^  Go.  labor  on  :  enough,  while  here. 
If  he  shall  nraise  thee,  if  he  deign 

Thy  willing  heart  to  mark  and  cheer  : 
N\)t<)il  for  him  shall  be  in  vain. 

4  Tf>ili»ti,  and  in  thy  toil  rejoice; 

F<ir  tiiil  i«»mes  rest,  for  exile  home; 
Soon  shall  thou  hear  the  Briclegroom's  voice. 

The  midnight  i>eal  :   "  Behold,  I  come !  " 

•*  Written  in  1843,  and  printed  at  Kelso  in 
a  small  booklet  of  three  or  four  hymns,"  is 
Dr.  Horatius  Bonar's  statement  as  to  the 
poem  we  quote.  In  the  same  year  it  was 
included  in  his  Soni^s  for  the  Wilderness, 
with  the  title  *'  Labor  for  Christ,"  and  later 
it  ai)peared  in  his  Hymns  of  Faith  and 
Hope,  as   '*  The   Useful  Life."     It  has  been 


much  altered  and  divided  to  suit  thi 
of  various  compilers. 

Outside  work  is  the  best  relief  for  ( 
tic  carping.  But  there  is  no  comfort 
where  there  is  not  love  as  the  moth 
God  loved  the  world  ;  Christ  loved  tli 
he  died  to  redeem ;  Christians  are  ro 
love  for  those  around  them  ;  or  else  tl 
is  drudgery,  and  can  never  claim  I 
What  will  not  love  do  and  dare? 
no  more  than  filial  strength,  it  sent 
lanus  back  from  treason  at  the  gates, 
livered  Rome  from  downfall.  Once 
place  in  the  heart  of  a  Christian,  it 
him  to  energy  almost  superhuma 
would  think  it  greater  happiness 
Matthew  Henry.  "  to  gain  one  soul  t< 
than  mountains  of  gold  and  silver 
self ;  if  I  do  not  gain  souls.  I  shall  < 
other  gains  with  very  little  satisfaction 
would  rather  beg  my  bread  from  door 
than  neglect  this  great  work." 

96 1  Contributions, 

Thy  bounties,  eracious  L^rd  ! 

With  gratitude  we  own  ; 
We  bless  thy  providential  ^i^ce. 

Which  showers  its  blessings  down. 

a  With  joy  the  people  bring 
Their  onerings  round  thy  throne ; 

With  thankful  souls,  behold !  we  pay 
A  tribute  of  thine  own. 

3  Let  a  Redeemer's  blood 
Diffuse  its  virtues  wide : 

Hallow  and  cleanse  our  every  gift. 
And  all  our  follies  hide. 

4  Oh  !  may  this  sacrifice 

To  thee,  the  Lord,  ascend, 
An  odor  of  a  sweet  perfume. 
Presented  by  his  hand. 

This  hymn  is  to  be  found  in  D 
New  Selection,  1806.  It  was  \VTia 
Miss  Elizabeth  Scott,  an  American  lad 
afterward  married  Mr.  Elisha  Williams 

Charity  not  only  of  the  hand.  but.  m( 
portant.  of  the  heart,  is  what  we  arc 
to  practise  if  we  would  be  worthy  fol 
of  the  Master.  Five  thousand  church 
bers  in  Jamaica  gave,  twelve  or  fifteei 
ago,  $35,000  to  Christian  work ;  thes 
emancipated  slaves  and  their  children 
cently  the  indigent  converts  in  Maras 
the  copper  dishes  from  which  they 
help  build  a  church  edifice.  The  ej 
tion  of  such  manifest  wonders  is  founc 
fact  that  the  hearts  were  alive  with  ii 
and  then  the  people  had  a  mind  to  wo 
is  all  well  to  teadi  our  children  that  t 
great  value  in  the  cup  of  cold  water  ^ 
a  poor  disciple  in  ttie  name  of  Chn 
they  are  far  more  likely  to  give  it  if  they 
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gine  it  will  be  more  welcome  when  dripped 
the  end  of  an  icicle. 

^  Just  a  tVord.  L.  M. 

Lord,  speak  to  mc,  that  I  may  speak 

III  living  echoes  of  thy  tone; 
As  thou  hast  souelit,  so  let  me  seek 

Thy  erring  children  lost  and  lone. 

2  Oh,  lead  me.  Lord,  that  I  may  lead 
The  wandering  and  the  wavering  feel ; 

Oh,  fee<l  mc.  Lord,  that  I  may  feeil 

Thy  hungering  ones  with  manna  sweel. 

3  Oh,  strengthen  me,  that,  while  I  stand 
Firm  on  the  rock,  and  strong  in  thee, 

I  may  stretch  out  a  loving  hand 
To  wrestlers  with  the  troubled  sea. 

4  Oh,  teach  me,  Lord,  that  I  may  leach 
The  precious  things  thou  dost  impart  : 

And  w  ing  my  words,  that  they  may  reach 
The  hidden  depths  of  many  a  heart. 

5  Oh,  give  thine  own  sweet  rest  to  me, 
That  I  may  speak  with  stH)thlng  power 

A  word  in  season,  as  from  thee, 
To  wearyonesin  needful  hour. 

6  Oh.  use  me.  Lord,  use  even  me, 

Just  as  thou  will,  and  when,  and  where, 
Until  Ihy  blessed  face  I  see, 

Thy  rest,  thy  joy,  thy  glory  share. 

n  the  oriv^inal  manuscript  of  the  author, 
»s  Frances  Ridley  Havergal,  this  hymn  is 
itled."  A  Worker's  Prayer."     It  was  writ- 

at  Winterdyne.  April  28,  1872,  and  was 
itcd  that  same  vear  in  a  musical  leaflet, 
i^as  also  published  in  Under  the  Surface^ 
4.  The  best  comment  upon  this  woman's 
m  is  found  in  what  another  woman  says 
Dne  of  the  public  journals  concerning  the 
nity  of  lowly  duties.  "  Women  are  par- 
ilarly  inclined  to  look  at  the  struggle  for 
sistence  as   something  that  ought  not  to 

they  feel  that  there  is  no  real  worth  in  it, 
L  so  there  can  be  no  beauty  or  dignity, 
ose  teachers  who  have  assumed  that  this 
,  rich  as  it  is  in  promise,  and  full  of  possi- 
ties  for  the  great  soul,  is  of  no  worth  and 
ue  in  itself ;  that  the  lesson  to  be  early 
med  and  to  be  acted  upon  always  is  that 
are  merely  pilgrims  who  lodge  here  for  a 
ht  in  order  that  we  may  go  on  the  next 
r — these  teachers  have  done  more  to  nar- 
i*  and  restrict  woman  in  the  exercise  of  her 
it  powers  than  all  the  petty  tyranny  of 
ich  the  avowed  woman's  rights  women  de- 
im.  I  have  often  thought  that  if  I  had 
le  to  be  a  woman  with  a  mission,  I  would 
e  the  wide  world  for  my  held,  and  go  up 
i  down  helpinv^  to  convince  the  tired 
man.  who  lies  clow  n  in  her  bed  at  night 
h  the  profound  consciousness  that  another 
'  has  been  frittered  away  in  doing  thiiigs 
hout  relation  to  eternal  affairs,  but  which 
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for  the  comfort  and  well-being  of  her  family 
were  required,  that  in  her  being  the  patient 
mother  of  her  children,  and  the  good  house- 
wife, she  has  done  that  which  for  her  is  the 
best  thing  to  do.  If  this  could  be  done,  we 
should  not  so  often  hear  women,  whose  work 
is  that  of  doing  the  near  duties  which  are  so 
plainly  theirs  that  unless  willfully  blind  they 
cannot  overlook  them,  say,  *  Oh,  if  I  could 
only  do  something  that  amounts  to  some- 
thing !'  One  who  can  help  us  to  see  that  this 
doing  the  work,  simple  and  common  though 
it  appear,  which  really  lies  at  the  root  of  all 
things,  and  without  which  life  is  impossible, 
and  who  shall  at  the  same  time  teach  us  to 
simplify  our  task  so  that  while  living  we  may 
also  live  nobly,  will  be  a  great  benefactor  to 
the  race.  Then  shall  we  see  calm-browed 
women  performing  lowly  duties  with  satisfac- 
tion instead  of  unhappiness." 


'*  Thy  Kingdom  Come.''  7s,  6«. 

Lord  ofthe  living  harvest 

That  whitens  o'er  the  plain, 
Where  angels  so<m  shall  gather 

Their  sheaves  of  golden  grain — 

3  Accept  these  hands  to  labor. 

These  hearts  to  trust  and  love, 
And  dei^  with  them  to  hasten 

Thy  kingdom  from  above. 

3  As  laborers  in  thy  vinevard 
Send  us  out,  Christ,  to  dc 

Content  to  bear  the  burden 
Of  wear>'  days  for  thee. 

4  We  ask  no  other  wages, 
When  thou  shalt  callus  home, 

But  to  have  shared  the  travail 
Which  makes  thy  kingdom  come. 


This  was  written  by  Dr.  John  S.  B.  Mon- 
sell  to  be  used  for  Ordinations :  but  in  an 
altered  form  it  has  been  given  in  many  collec- 
tions as  a  song  for  Church  Guilds  and  Assa- 
ciations.  It  was  published  first  in  the  second 
edition  of  the  author's  Hymns  of  ljn*e  and 
Praise,  1866.  It  exhibits  the  true  delight  of 
Christian  zeal  as  being  found  in  working  with 
Christ  for  the  coming  of  his  kingdom.  He 
worked  for  love  and  not  for  wages ;  so  are  we 
to  work.  And  to  have  success  we  must 
cherish  a  passionate  longing  for  souls.  In 
order  to  do  good  to  others  we  must  come 
into  personal  contact  with  them.  It  was 
never  expected  that  Christians  would  hand 
bread  to  each  other  as  Jonathan  ate  honey 
off  the  end  of  his  staff.  Love  seems  actually 
inexhaustible,  while  other  graces  change. 
This  is  the  reason  why  the  apostle  commends 
it  the  most :  •*  Chanty  never  faileth ;  but 
whether  there  be  prophecies,  they  shall  fail ; 
whether  there  be  tongues,  they  shall  cease ; 
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whether  there  be  knowledge,  it  shall  vanish 
away."  Instances  have  been  known  in  which 
this  passionate  love  for  souls  has  worn  out 
the  strength  of  the  heart  in  which  it  dwelt, 
without  seeming  to  lessen  in  its  volume. 
Some  of  us  whose  early  home  was  among  the 
forests  remember  how  the  choppers  used  to 
take  coals  out  of  one  brush-heap  to  light  an- 
other ;  they  would  place  them  all  alive  upon 
a  thick  wisp  of  straw  and  then  rush  through 
the  air  with  the  smoke  and  flame  streaming 
behind  them ;  but  the  straw  would  burn  as 
they  ran,  and,  when  the  coals  dropped  on  the 
rubbish,  would  burst  into  a  flash  and  con- 
sume itself  with  its  burden.  That  was  Mont- 
gomery's figure  by  which  he  sought  to  de- 
scribe Summerfield  ;  he  said  he  carried  the 
blaze  which  kindled  others  and  that  burned 
himself  to  ashes.  His  charity  never  failed  till 
himself  vanished  away. 

966  "  The  Laborers  are  Feu»y  8s,  7s.  D. 

Hark  !  the  voice  of  Jesus  calliii;? — 

Who  will  Ro  and  work  to-day? 
Fields  are  w-hite,  the  harvest" waiting, 

Who  will  bear  the  sheaves  away? 
Loud  and  long  the  Master  calleth, 

Rich  reward  he  offers  free  ; 
Who  will  answer,  gladly  saying, 

"  Here  am  1,  O  Lord,  send  me." 

2  If  you  cannot  cross  the  ocean 

And  the  heiithen  lands  explore. 
You  can  find  the  heathen  nearer, 

V'ou  can  help  then  at  your  door ; 
If  you  cannot  speak  like  angels, 

If  you  cannot  preach  like  Paul, 
You  can  tell  the  love  i>f  Jesus, 

You  can  say  he  dietl  u>r  all. 

2  While  the  souls  of  men  are  dying 

And  the  Master  calls  for  you, 
Let  none  hear  you  idly  saying, 

**  There  is  nothing  1  can  do!" 
Gladly  take  the  task  he  gives  you, 

Let  his  work  your  pleasure  be; 
Atiswer  quickly  when  he  calleth, 

"  Here  am  1,  O  Lord,  send  me !" 

Rev.  Daniel  March,  D.  D.,  was  born  in 
Millbury,  .Mass.,  July  21,  1816,  and  grad- 
uated at  Yale  College  in  1840.  He  studied 
theology,  and  was  ordained  in  1845.  Since 
that  (late  he  has  l>ecn  settled  over  several 
Prt-sbytorian  and  Congregational  churches ; 
his  prest-nt  home  being  in  Woburn,  Mass.  1  !e 
has  j)ublishe(i  several  works  of  a  religious 
character,  but  in  hyninolog)-  he  is  only  known 
by  the  piece  given  here.  Its  histor)*  is  as 
follows:  "In  186S  Dr.  March  was  a  pastor 
in  Philadelphia,  and  on  October  18  he  was  to 
prt-ach  to  the  Christian  Association.  At  a  late 
hour  htf  found  that  one  of  the  hymns  selected 
was  not  suitable.  His  text  was.  *  Here  am  1 ; 
send  me.'  In  great  haste  he  wrote  the 
hymn,  and  it  was  sung  from  manuscript."  It 
was  lirst  published  in  the  Methodist  Episcopal 
HymnaL  187S. 
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What  Thy  Hand  JFimdetk. 


•t 


If  you  cannot  on  the  ocean 

Sail  among  the  swiftest  fleet. 
Rocking  on  the  highest  billows, 

Laughing  at  the  storms  you  nu 
You  can  stand  amon^  the  satlois 

Anchored  vet  within  the  bay. 
You  can  lend  a  hand  to  help  tncm 

As  they  launch  their  boat  away. 

2  If  you  arc  too  weak  to  journey- 
ITp  the  mountain  steep  and  high, 

You  can  stand  within  the  valley- 
While  the  multitude  go  by : 

You  can  chant  in  happy  measare 
As  they  slowly  pass  along:  - 

Though  they  may  forget  the  sinfd 
They  will  not  forget  the  song. 

3  If  you  have  not  gold  and  sih-er 
Ever  ready  to  command  : 

If  you  cannot  toward  the  needy 
Reach  an  ever-open  hand. 

You  can  visit  the  afflicted. 
O'er  the  erring  you  can  weep  ; 

You  can  be  a  true  disciple 
Sitting  at  the  Saviour's  feet. 

4  If  you  cannot  in  the  harvest 
Gamer  u|>  the  richest  sheaf, 

Manv  a  grain  both  ripe  and  gvridea 
Will  the  careless  reapers  leave: 

Go  and  jglean  among^  the  briers 
Growing  rank  against  the  wall, 

For  it  mav  be  that  the  shadow 
Hides  the  heaviest  wheat  of  all. 

This  hymn  was  at  tirst  published 
mously,  and  came  into  popular  notice 
son  of  the  admiration  felt  for  it  by  I 
Lincoln.  It  has  been  ascertained  ti 
the  work  of  Mrs.  Ellen  Htintingtor 
who  resides  in  Elizabeth,  N.  J.  ^ 
author  of  several  popular  pieces  whi 
been  printed  in  Sunday-school  Ytym 
and  used  in  revivals.  Her  own  aa 
the  origin  of  this  poem  is  as  follov^-s 
lines  were  written  upon  my  slate  oim 
afternoon  in  the  winter  of  i860.  I  \ 
I  know  now,  that  the  poem  was  only; 
little  thing;  but  somehow  I  had  a  { 
ment  that  it  had  win^  and  would 
sorrowful  hearts,  uplifting  and  strei^ 
them." 


The  Law  of  Love, 

Oh  !  praise  our  God  to-day, 
His  constant  mercv  bless. 

Whose  lo\'e  hath  helped  us  on  our  ii 
And  granted  us  success. 

2  His  arm  the  strength  impatts 
Our  daily  toil  to  bear ; 

H  is  grace  alone  inspires  our  hearts 
Each  other's  load  to  slwre. 

3  Oh  1  happiest  work  bdow. 
Earnest  of  joy  above, 

To  sweeten  many  a  cup  of  woe 
By  <leeds  of  holy  lo\>e. 

4  Lord !  mav  it  be  oar  choice 
This  blessed  rule  to  keep, 

"  Rejoice  with  them  that  do  rejoice. 
And  weep  with  them  that  weep." 
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5  God  of  the  widow,  hear ! 

Our  work  of  mercy  bless  ; 
God  of  the  fatherless,  be  near. 

And  grant  us  good  success  I 

/e  took  this  hymn,  written  in  1861  by  Sir 
iry  Williams  Baker,  from  the  edition  of 
uns,  Ancient  and  Modern^  published  in 
same  year.  It  is  admirably  adapted  to  be 
I  by  those  "  Friendly  Societies  "  for  whose 
it  was  composed. 

3metimes  you  notice  on  the  corner  of  the 
*t  a  fine  edifice  springing  up.     You  are 

it  is  a  new  church  coming  into  being, 
e  a  pastor  was  asked,  as  he  stood  un- 
gnized  upon  the  walls,  "  When  will  this 
ding  be  completed  ?"  He  easily  gave  the 
\.  *'  Will  the  congregation  be  in  debt  .^" 
inued  the  stranger.  "  Oh,  yes.  awfully," 
vered  the  thoughtful  man  ;  "sometimes  it 
itens  me  to  think  of  it."  Then  came  the 
ition :   '*  Why  did   you   begin,  when  you 

not  the  money  ?"  Then  the  minister  of 
I  answered  :  *'  Oh,  we  have  money  enough  ; 
ihall  have  no  such  debt  as  that ;  but  think, 
k  hmu  much  a  church  like  this  is  ^oing  to 

the  community  and  the  ivorid !  How 
'  will  look  to  us  for  man's  love  and  God's 
:e ! 

'•  /aw  with  Your  8s,  7S. 

All  unseen  the  Master  walketh 

By  the  loiliiiK  ser\ant's  side  ; 
Comfortable  words  he  speaketh, 

While  his  hands  uphold  and  guide. 

2  Grief,  nor  pain,  nor  any  sorrow 
Rends  thy  heart  to  him  unknown  ; 

He  to-day,  and  he  tomorrow, 
Grace  sufficient  gives  his  own. 

3  Holy  strivings  ner\e  and  strengthen, 
Long  enduratice  wins  the  crown  ; 

Wheti  the  evening  shadows  lengthen. 
Thou  shalt  lay  thy  burden  down. 

his  hymn  is  found  in  Thomas  MacKel- 
,  Lines  for  the  Gentle  and  Loving,  1853. 
re  it  begins,  '*  Bear  the  burden  of  the 
,ent,"  and  is  entitled  "  Resignation."  It 
picture  of  his  long  and  active  life,  full  of 
ble  and  full  of  peace.  *'  He  had  much  of 
support  of  the  family  (his  father's)  on  his 
jldcrs  and  little  relaxation."  It  seemed 
ne  time  that  there  might  come  in  among 
n  a  large  inheritance.  lUit  the  young  man 
not  allow  his  attention  to  be  diverted  by 

will-o'-the-wisp.  It  is  related  that  a 
ker  lawyer  once  said  to  him  what  shaped 

self-reliant  and  indefatigable  career : 
lomas.  I  luMr  thee  is  an  industrious  lad. 
k  to  work,  and  thco  will  make  a  fortune 
•re  thee  will  get  this  one."     He  is  now 

fourscore  years  old.  and  is  still  at  the 
i  of  a  great  and  lucrative  business.     His 


neighbors  respect  him,  and  the  Lord  looks 
kindly,  and  his  age  is  not  saddened  as  he 
walks  in  the  path  where  **  all  unseen  the  Mas- 
ter walketh,"  One  of  the  latest  confidences 
with  the  public  closes  with  these  comfortable 
words :  **  I  was  married  in  1 834,  and  have 
had  ten  children,  all  good  and  God-loving. 
My  wife  died  fourteen  years  ago.  Five  of 
our  children  are  with  her  in  Paradise — hav- 
ing done  good  work  here  to  Ood's  glory — and 
five  are  with  me  on  earth,  still  witnessing  for 
Christ." 

975  Thf  Gracf  of  Giving.  7s,  5s. 

Thine  are  all  the  gifts,  O  God  ! 

Thine  the  broken  bread  • 
Let  the  naked  feet  be  shod, 

And  the  starving  fed. 

2  Let  thy  children,  by  thy  grace. 
Give  as  they  abound, 

Till  the  poor  have  breathing-space, 
And  tne  lost  are  found. 

3  Wiser  than  the  miser's  hoards 
Is  the  giver's  choice ; 

Sweeter  than  the  song  of  birds 
Is  the  thankful  voice. 

4  Welcome  smiles  on  faces  sad 
As  the  flowers  of  spring ; 

Let  the  tender  hearts  be  glad 
With  the  joy  they  bring. 

The  Quaker  poet.  John  Greenleaf  Whittier, 
wrote  the  hymn  before  us  for  the  Anniversary 
of  the  Children's  Mission,  Boston,  1878,  and 
it  was  afterwards  included  in  Horder's  Con- 
gregational Hymns,  1 884. 

Martin  Luther  and  his  brother  reformers 
were  out  on  a  ride  one  day,  and  all,  as  was 
their  custom,  gave  alms  to  the  poor.  "  Who 
knows,"  said  one  of  the  number,  "  in  what 
way  God  will  return  and  increase  these  pieces 
of  money  to  me  ?"  Luther  turned  quickly  at 
the  speech:  "Just  as  if  God  had  not  given 
them  to  you  in  the  beginning !"  said  he  ;  **  we 
must  give  freely  out  of  pure  love,  and  cheer- 
fully." Then  he  quoted  the  old  verse  of 
Scripture :  "  Do  good,  and  lend,  hoping  for 
nothing  again."  No  doubt,  disinterested 
benevolence  is  the  true  rule,  but  it  is  rare  of 
reach  at  the  present  day.  And  if  there  be 
those  who  will  stand  on  this  lower  plane  of 
a  permitted  cupidity,  there  on  that  plane  the 
word  of  inspiration  meets  them,  and  declares 
that  there  does  not  live  on  this  terrestrial 
ball  a  Croesus  so  rich  that  he  can  afford  to  be 
stingy.  A  man  who  holds  back  his  contribu- 
tions will  grow  mean  and  hard,  and  when  the 
stress  comes  will  discover  that  he  has  lost 
more  than  he  imagined  he  had  been  saving, 
together  with  the  peace  of  conscience  he 
needs. 
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Thou  ha«  Ihy  youi 

3  All  works  are  rckhI.  and  « 
As  munt  11  pleiu«i  thve ; 

Earh  worker  pleanes  whni  1) 
IlriHvniiii-harity; 

AikI  ndlhermaii  nor  work  u 
Wilt  thou  jKrmll  to  be. 


rotk  haib  d<HK 


Thomas,  thank  ye,"  said  the  squire.  E 
af^ed  by  this  appreciation,  the  beggar  ■ 
ftrcemly.  ■•  May  he  give  it  a  place  in  be 
ay.  this  ver\- night."  "Hold:  Thonu.' 
tht;  alarmed  squire ;  "  you  need  n't  hai 
so  particular  lo  name  the  date."  V 
whole  Christian  congregation,  in  doW 
morty.  expresses  its  unanimous  dcsirr 
'■  this  aching  head  "  and  ■■  weary  1 
'■  low  in  the  ground."  it  may  be  safely  a: 
that  the  assembly  has  no  such  uru 
sire  lo  name  the  date — at  least,  i 
date. 

977  Chif/End  ^AroH. 


This  hvmn  orijjinally  appeared  in  a  book 
<:allc<!  Iht-  A'truM  a  collection  of  hymns  by 
Kcv,  Thomas  'i'okc  l.ymli,  which  he  pub- 
lished for  use  in  his  own  congregation  as  a 
supplement  to  H'lit/s.  and  which  created  a 
hitter  hymiiologiial  cimtr<)versy.  His  writ- 
ings have  since  been  jiroved  to  l>e  valuable 
CDUlriliutions  to  s.icTcd  .■amg ;  they  are  m.irkeil 
b\  iiKctisiiy  of  (cclini;.  [lictiiresqueness,  grace. 
;inil  the  satiness  c;iiiscil  by  the  struggle  of  a 
powerful  soul  with  a  bodv  which  is  weak  and 
sulf.TiMK-  When  John  Wesley  was  eight v- 
einlil  years  old  he  ^-till  «ent  around  preach- 
ing :  and  it  vvn*  mxed  thai  he  almost  always 
|iravvd.  "'  Lord,  lei  me  not  live  lo  lie  useless." 

There  is  a  great  di'.'il  of  aspiration  towards 
the  |H'a.e  ^m.l  lilessc<liie-.s  of  heaven  which 
oiihIu  m)(  (o  lie  iiiterpreieii  ti«.  literally.  The 
l!rn;li^h  hainlel  h,i<l  just  bestowed 


the 


^    up- 


ord  v: 


lendicar 


■■  Mav 


-~to(luth>  will  divine; 


3  Its  liiKhHt  thooRht— I 
Itsminsl  kneoplhci 
lis  luMfsl  action  of  the 


■  (nu-cthyaklU. 


I'liEiiliiijt  (ciurcc  uf  light  and  joy ! 
Thy  hive  ha«  made  Ihy  children  free 
Thy  (iraise  lihall  life  atid  strenitth  < 


So  ihHil  u'v  lo  thy  t-ouits  aicend. 
And  tubl  our  ctowrn  before  thy  thnaw. 

Under  the  signature  "A,  R.  W,"  Rev. , 
Robarts  Wolfe  contributed  se^'en  hyn 
Dr.  Hastings'  Church  Mtiodia.  iSs^a 
which  was  the  one  now  before  us.  Tt 
aliixed  to  it,  "  Chief  End  of  Man."  ■ 
from  the  old  Westminster  Catechism  •  " 
chief  end  is  to  glorify  God  and  enjoy  h 
ever."  We  belong  to  God  as  his  crea 
he  made  us.  he  has  provided  for  us.  h 
redeemed  us.  Thus  he  has  a  "  rig! 
claim  to  all  we  have  and  all  we  are," : 
cknowlcdges.  Then,  if  we  ai 
1  and  true,  he 
e  his  throne. 


I'HAisKvelliePaiher,  rorhtolovinKkindn^ 
TfiidtTJ)-  ■arw  he  for  hit  lovinK  children : 
■""'^PrliTw  ,!=  Je^iE  l"**  hiTn  In  the  hc.t 

Ctai-iiniMly  i-arc*  he  liir  hla  chosen  people' 
Vounir  men  and  maideni,  ye  old  men  and  cM 

J>rai9«  yg  the  Saviour  I 

I  Itaiiw  vc  the  Spirit  I  Comlbner  of  lanel. 
Sent  nrihc  Father  and  the  Son  to  bhw  lu; 
pRiiH.- vt'iheFaltaeijSonand  Hidy  Spirit, 
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This  song  of  praise,  rhymeless  and  brief,  is 
'et  full  of  tenderness  and  dignity,  as  a  hymn 
►f  adoring  worship  to  the  Persons  of  the  Tri- 
me  Godhead.  It  would  be  excellent  as  an 
nthem  for  National  Thanksgiving.  It  was 
oiTiposed  by  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Charles,  the  gift- 
d  author  of  the  '' Schonbcrg-Cotta  "  stories. 
Ve  found  it  upon  a  slip  printed  for  an  anni- 
and  copied  it. 


ersarv 


Public  Imploration.  lis,  5s. 

O  «.RACio(s  Jesus,  hear  our  humble  crying; 
Ha>le  to  our  help,  in  all  thy  fjrace  replying 
To  us.  who.  laden  with  oursins,  implore  thee, 
Falling.:  before  thee. 

2  O  thou,  whose  mercy  to  our  prayer  descendeth, 
And  to  the  contrite  consolation  sendeth, 

Thy  comfort  rIvc  ;  accept  our  supplication, 
Lord,  our  salvation. 

3  Our  need  thou  knowest ;  Lord,  descend,  supplying 
Our  wants,  who  live  on  thy  sure  word  relying. 
Lord  Jesus,  spare  us  ;  to  our  hearts  be  given 

Thy  peace  from  heaven. 

Another  of  Rev.  Arthur  Tozer  Russell's 
:ompositions,  taken  from  his  Psalms  and 
Hymns,  partly  orii^inal,  partly  selected,  for 
the  use  of  the  Church  of  England,  1 8$ I. 
Its  avowed  purpose  is  to  be  used  on  the  oc- 
casion of  a  public  fast  or  a  day  of  general 
penitential  prayer. 

937  Corner-Stonr.  L,  M.  D. 

O  Lord  of  hosts,  whose  elor\'  fills 
The  bounds  of  the  eternal  hifls, 
And  yet  vouchsafes,  in  Christian  lands, 
To  dwell  in  temples  made  by  hands  ! 
Grant  that  all  we,  who  here  to-day 
Rejoicing  this  foundation  lay, 
May  be  in  very  deed  thine  own, 
Built  on  the  precious  Corner-stone. 

2  Endue  the  creatures  with  thy  grace, 
That  shall  adorn  thy  dwelling-p»ce  ; 
The  beauty  of  the  oak  and  pine, 

The  gold  and  silver,  make  them  thine. 
To  thee  they  all  belong  :  to  thee 
The  treasures  of  the  earth  and  sea  ; 
And.  when  we  bring  them  to  thy  throne, 
We  but  present  thee  with  thine  own. 

3  The  heads  that  guide  endue  with  skill, 
The  hands  that  work  preser\e  from  ill. 
That  we.  who  these  foundations  lay, 
May  raise  the  topstone  in  its  day. 

But  now  and  ever.  Lord,  protect 
The  temple  of  thine  own  elect  ; 
Be  thou  m  them,  and  they  in  thee, 
0  ever-blessed  Trinity! 

An  appropriate  hymn  for  Corner-Stone 
:eremonies  written  by  Dr.  John  M.  Neale.  It 
appeared  in  \\\s  Hymns  for  the  Young,  1844. 
ivith  the  title.  "  leaving  the  Fir^t  Stone  of  a 
C^hurch."  The  passage  of  Scripture  sug- 
gest jd  is  Isaiah  28  :  16,  or  Ephcsians  2  :  20. 


D^dicatton.  —  Ezfk.  i :  26. 

CoMK,  Jesus,  from  the  sapphire  throne. 

Where  thy  redeemed  h>*-h<>ld  thy  iytx:t. 
Enter  this  temple,  now  thin'-  own. 

And  let  thy  gforv  fill  the  plarc. 


L.  M.  D. 


We  praise  thee  that  to-dav  wc  see 
Its  sacred  walls  before  thee  stand  ! 

•T  is  thine  for  us— 't  is  ours  for  thee ; 
Reared  by  thy  kind  assisting  hand. 

2  Oft  as  returns  the  day  of  rest. 

Let  heartfelt  worshin  here  ascend  ; 
With  thine  own  joy  fill  ever>-  breast, 

With  thine  own  power  thy  word  attend. 
Here,  in  the  dark  and  sorrowing  day. 

Bid  thou  the  throbbing  heart  be  still  ; 
Oh,  wipe  the  mourner's  tears  away. 

And  give  new  strength  to  meet  thy  will. 

3  When  round  this  board  thine  own  shall  meet. 
And  keep  the  feast  of  dying  love, 

Be  our  communion  ever  sweet, 
With  thee,  and  with  thy  Church  above. 

Come,  faithful  Shepherd,  feed  thy  sheep  ; 
In  thine  own  arms  the  lambs  enfold  ; 

Give  help  to  climb  the  heavenward  steep, 
Till  thy  full  glory  we  behold. 

We  copy  this  from  the  Christian  IntelU- 
gencer\  in  which  it  seems  to  have  been  first 
given  to  the  public.  The  hymn  was  written 
by  Rev.  Ray  Palmer,  I).  D.,  for  the  dedica- 
tion of  the  Helleville  Avenue  Congregational 
Church  in  Newark,  N.  J.,  and  was  sung  on 
that  occasion,  March  31. '1875.  The  Scri|>- 
ture  reference  is  to  Ezekiel  1  :  26 :  "And 
above  the  firmament  that  was  over  their  heads 
was  the  likeness  of  a  throne,  as  the  appear- 
ance of  a  sapphire  stone ;  and  upon  the  like- 
ness of  the  throne  was  the  likeness  as  the  ap- 
pearance of  a  man  above  upon  it. 


IOI7 


Soldiers  of  Christ. 


L.  M.  D. 


Arm  these  thy  soldiers,  mif^hty  Lord, 
With  shield  of  faith  and  Spirit's  sword  ; 
Forth  to  the  t>attle  may  they  go 
And  Inildly  fight  against  the  foe 
With  banner  of  the  cross  unfurled. 
And  by  it  overcome  the  world  ; 
And  %*)  at  la.st  receive  from  thee 
The  palm  and  crown  of  victory. 

2  Come,  ever-blessed  Spirit,  come, 
And  make  th^  servants'  hearts  thy  home; 
Mav  each  a  living  temple  Ik* 
Hallowed  for  ever,  Ix>rd,  to  thee; 
Enrich  that  temple's  holy  shrine 
With  sevenfold  gifts  of  grate  divine. 
With  wivlom,  light,  and  knowledge  bleM, 
Strength,  counsel,  fear,  and  go<lline».«. 

In  1862  IJishop  Christopher  Wordsworth 
published  in  his  Jfoly  Year  a  Confirmation 
hymn,  beginning  **  Father  of  all.  in  whom  wc 
live."  This  was  divided  into  three  part^,  w-ith 
directions  as  to  the  use  of  each  pwrtion. 
The  second  division  l>egan  with  the  word.^, 
**  O  God,  in  whose  all-searching  c>c,"  and 
it  is  from  this  that  the  pcxim  wc  cjuotc  is 
Ukcn.  It  is  a  martial  lyric,  and  might  be 
made  to  do  valiant  service  at  our  Communion 
seasons  when  a  multitude  of  young  converts 
arc  ranged  before  the  pulpit  for  public  con- 
fession of  faith.  The  word  "sacrament" 
comes  almost  unchanged  from  the  \f^^^ 
language.  It  is  the  '  sacr amentum y  or 
the  military  oath  of  Jo>alty  and  steadfastness 
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which  each  Roman  soldier  took  on  the  eve 
of  battle,  when  life  with  all  its  vast  exposures 
and  issues  was  put  into  solemn  pledge. 

1 0 1 8  T*t  symbolic  SigH.  S.  M. 

Stand,  wjldietoflheeross. 

Thy  high  allMiai.ce  claim, 
And  vuw  to  \vM  tilt  worUl  but  iou 

For  thy  RcdecRwr's  naniv. 
1  ArLse.  and  bi^  baptiieil. 
Thy  ioMiiu  wii>i  <;od  be  so\emni«ed, 


Thy  IcaKiiu  v 
Thy  feilh  I 


This  hymn  of  Dr.  Philip  Doddridge  vi 
found  annotated  on  p^e  496. 

1 05 1  Patting  m  Ijtvt.  - 


e  to  thy  nieriy  fly  ; 


3  Whether  we  aleep  or  wmke. 
To  Ihcc  we  both  ii-aien; 

By  iiiKht  wc  sec,  an  wi3i  u  dar. 
IfthyiiKhtonusshine. 

4  Whether  we  live  or  die, 
Both  wc  iiubmit  lu  thee ; 

In  diath  wc  live,  as  well  u  life, 
irthlneindoithwcbc. 

The  author  of  this  hymn,  John  Austin, 
born  at  Walpole.  Norfolk.  En);land,  aod 
caled  at  Si  John  s,  Cambridge.  He  bei 
a  member  of  the  Roman  Catholic  commui 
He  then  began  10  study  for  the  Bar,  but  a 
doned  this  after  a  time  arid  devoted  hii 
to  literature  as  a  profession.  His  deatl 
curred  in  London  i66g.  Mr.  Austin  b 
known  in  hjmnolojjy  as  the  author  of  ■ 
man  Catholic  manual  entitled.  Di-^vlim 
the  AHlunt  H  ay  of  Offices,  1668.  which ' 
through  se\era1  editions  in  a  few  yean 
contained  forl)-three  hymns,  most  of  I 
original  and  among  these  wa.t  inctuikd 
poem  quoted  here.  The  present  form  1 
abridgment  and  has  become  widely  pop 
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Bish  p  I  d\»  ird  H  KiLkeritcth  wrote  this 
potrti  for  the  hrst  tdition  of  his  Hymnal 
t  mf>>ni  II  1870  where  it  hid  six  stanzas 
of  four  lints  t  iih  It  wib  slightlv  altered 
howt\ir  b\  the  nuthor  wlun  in  1871  it 
was  imludcd  m  the  L/mrili  /hmiif  of  the 
So<iLt\  for  1  ri  molint.  Christian  Knowledge 
Tht  pirtriitwi  uld  w  is  tikenmuih  more 
rcicnth  th  in  tin  oin  .,i\cii  Ixfi  re  It  sho«s 
th(  i;rMHl  III  111  has  -id\  m<.ed  m  ^  i.ar!>  js  well 


OjKSis  lliaveproii 
to  sent.' Ihn  to  111 


le  feel  thee  near  m 


Anil  li-ll  ilH  rajitam,  all  ahruad. 

To'hiin  whci  merit-,  hII  my  lovi' ! 
Lrt  .  h.i-rfiil  aulhriiK.  (ill  hi:>  li.mw, 
While  to  ihiit  sacred  Hhrine  I  mo\-e. 

H«LHuHLn':'"'iikasuicsrillin\  brea' 


AihI.Jcsos,  t  have  pmmiiied 
le  RTacc  to  '-" — 


«!;;.?'' 


'Ni^M.:; 


land  my  friend.' 


Rev.  John  Ernest  Bode,  M.  A.,  was  t 
in  1816.  and  educated  at  Eton  and  G 
Church.  Oxford,  graduating  in  1837.  Hci 
Holy  Orders  in  the  Church  of  England 
1841,  and  six  years  later  became  rectoi 
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estwell,  Oxfordshire,  where  he  remained 
til  1 860,  when  he  was  appointed  rector  of 
stle  Camps,  Cambridgeshire.  His  death 
:urred  at  the  latter  place,  October  6,  1874. 
addition  to  a  volume  of  lectures,  Mr.  Bode 
blished  several  books  of  hymns  and  occa- 
nal  poems.  The  one  cjuoted  here  is  the 
•st  popular,  and  was  originally  printed  in 
1869  Appetuiix  to  the  Psalms  and  Hymns 
the  Society  for  Promoting  Christian  Know- 

70  Hymn  for  Closing.  8s,  7s. 

Think  for  ever,  thine  for  ever ! 

May  ihy  face  upon  us  shine ; 
Help,  oh.  help  our  weak  endeavor, 

Lord,  for  ever  lo  be  thine. 

2  Thine  for  ever,  thine  for  ever  ! 
Armed  with  faith,  and  strong  in  thee, 

Ever  fig;htinK,  fainting  ne\'er, 
May  we  march  to  victor>- ! 

3  Daily  in  the  grace  increasing 
Of  thy  Spirit,  more  and  more, 

VVatchinK.  praying  without  ceasing, 
May  we  reach  the  heavenly  shore ! 

\nother  hymn  suitable  for  the  occasion  of 
eiving  members  into  the  church,  contrib- 
d  by  Dr.  Christopher  Wordsworth,  Bishop 
Lincoln,  to  the  Appendix  to  Psalms  and 
•mns,  1869.  It  was  somewhat  rearranged 
en  it  was  included  in  Church  Hymns,  1871, 
i  the  version  used  therein  has  became  the 
horized  text.  In  the  old  fable  which  the 
brews  used  to  teach  their  children  ab^iut 
fallen  angels,  they  said  that  the  angels  of 
^wledge.  proud  and  wilful,  were  cast  down 
>elessly  into  hell ;  but  the  angels  of  love, 
nble  and  tearful,  crept  Ijark  </nre  more 
)  the  blessed  light,  and  were  wclromc^J 
ne. 
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The  Historic  Memortal.  71.  61. 

Many  centuries  have  fled 
Since  our  Saviour  broke  the  bread, 
And  this  sacred  feast  ordained, 
Ever  bv  his  church  reCai«icd : 
Those  his  body  who  discern 
Thus  shall  meet  till  his  return. 

2  Come,  the  blessed  emblems  share. 
Which  the  Saviour's  death  declare ; 
Come,  on  truth  immortal  fee<l ; 
For  his  flesh  is  meat  indee<l ! 
Saviour!  witness  with  the  tiign 
That  our  ransomed  souls  arc  thine. 

Beginning  with  the  words  **  Kighteen  cen- 
turies have  fled,"  this  piece  for  **  Holy  Com- 
munion," written  by  Josiah  Conder,  hrst  aj)- 
peared  in  the  Congre)^  at  tonal  Hymn-IUkik^ 
1836.  It  is  based  upon  I.  Corinthians  11  :  26 ; 
••  Ye  do  show  the  Lord's  death  till  he  <:omc." 
The  point  of  its  sentiment  is  in  its  hi.storic 
reference  to  the  Lord's  Suf)pcras  a  m.emorial. 
Where  did  the  obscr\'ance  of  "  the  Fifth  of 
November"  come  from,  if  there  never  wa* 
any  Guy  Fawkes  }  Where  did  the  celebration 
of  •*  The  Fourth  of  July  "  come  from,  if  there 
never  was  any  Declaration  of  Independence.^ 
The  existence  of  a  festival,  sa  plain  and 
marked,  for  all  these  eighteen  ccnturicH, 
traceable  clear  back  to  the  perirxl  of  jet^uft 
Chri.st's  life  and  death,  and  not  Ix-yond^  '\%  a 
direct  and  irrefragable  \tXinA  of  the  truth  of 
Christianity. 

1090  "  ^h  ftri,wrdr  Y.  M. 

I  I  Iff  rny  hrart  to  ihrr, 

Haviour  divifif  • 
For  \\uM  fkt\  %\\  lo  i%\f, 
And  1  Mm  thin*' 
1*  \\\fff  I  HI  f^riU  It  I  l/MMTf  U*fid  l^ian  this. 
Th«t  "  my  H^-lz/vd  '•  mm*-  «nd  I  am  hi*"  t 

t  '\  \\Uf  aril  1  by  hII  \\ir%  ; 

Hill  /  hlHly  Ibin*-. 
f  h4l,  ibrf/ujfti  thy  MM  rtfi'r, 

Ar«Hif»d   NM*,  f  In  tbrr  jtffi  t  l/jM^y  U/UrKJl. 

\   'folb«-r,  lti«/«i  birfvling  I^mh, 

f  n\[  ibiffKk  irmr  , 
Aft  iImI  1  Imv*-  Mffl  nfti, 
Afn/I  m\\  I  ktyfm 
All  llfiii  I  t»4tr*-  i»  t»*f^  $ft  Uttt^ft  mitt*-. 
httA  I  tt$n  in  A  titiin  'tittu     l^/fd    I  am  Ihinc;. 

4  M'/*  <  4*1  I    ly/fd.  yttthkt^M 
\aU  •  )/f»|(f*l«'^  \tt0Ut 

SN\*i  •t»tMtt*i  I  ^*»%t  >tttr  ym  v/ts%  tUtttn  U*tm  tbce, 
Wl««#*  (l»'^  Im«»4  K'  ''^''  OiitMr  if^tt  dear  *<rlf  Uh  a^  > 


Wtr  4Hi\ifff  tA  fills  hyrnri,  <Jharlen  VAwvd 
^uti^r  i%  i^  l/tjiiifirMi  rrian.  tjitrM  kn/jwn  to  the 
i\^^^Ui^$  \m\Au  ;is>  tffct  f'/undrr  (A  the  tibrsuy 
*>UuU  imsuh  hut  ruiinn.  He  was  horn  at 
f  iif^im  W'Ak.  CWiMra.  ^Kt/iher  i«.  1818,  and 
tiii-4  «rf  Hani(MU:arl.  (h-vAyct  iH.  1890.  Mr. 
H*i4itt  wftU:  a  numittrr  eA  p^f^tns.  which  he 
u4U*tMA  m  ontn   volume  and  pubhshed   ta 
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1872,  wilh  the  tille  Stray  Leaves.  In  this 
biiok  are  a  few  hymns,  the  best  known  beinfj 
the  one  quoted  above,  which  was  written  in 
1 37  c,  and  has  much  beauty  and  tenderness  of 
expression,  Tlic  Scripture  reference  is  to  the 
Song  o£  Solomon  2:16. 

I0B7  J.-,H^Agomf.  68,4^. 


"^""■isife::" 


S'Sr  mc 


1  IWnWCI 


tkI  c 


.■,i  .1 


<'ful  Ml 
■.  >nll  the 


Ni'a>  Congregatitmal  ffytnn'Book.aaA'aiJM^ 
he    compiled    the    Ceingregatiiftial   Ptal'^ 
iiynutal.     He  often  lectured  upon  song  mt, 


Thou  an  rnnnkMi  iixw: 
Furiiictlilii>.n|i»r  wcw 

Thini  il.nrt  nnv  ilraiii. 
S  S»vioar.  uivi:  nw  tri  stian- 

'""K'Ki'i-ir" 

^        An  aiie(4  'Or'^RthciiinK  mt, 

Wm  Mtisfusir' 

if|illn.'Si*,rfl'tIiBtRm], 
T,.  111,.  i>iul  r,."«l  rfstiircil, 

Kev.  Heiirv  All.m.  D.  D..  was  born  at  Wel- 
ton.  nynr  Hull,  in  l-:ni;lanii.  Octoiier  18,  1S18; 
he  was  educated  at  Cheshunt  Colle};e,  Herts. 
He  entered  tlie  ministry  of  the  church  called 
Independent  at  that  time,  but  o!  late  accept- 
inj;  the  usual  title  of  Connrcijational.  becom- 
inji  in  1S44  cu-paslor  with  Rev.  T.  Lewis  in 
an  iniercNtini;  and  increasing;  <)r>;ani7.ation 
fimned  nut  of  several  denominations,  and  so 
tiikinj;  the  n:ui)e  o(  Vninn  Chapel,  in  Isling- 
ton ;  he  became  the  .sole  minister  eight  years 

miived  by  d<;itli.  He  never  ch.-mjjeii  his  loca- 
tiiiii,  ihiiu;.;h  he  ;issunifd  at  times  other  and 
ouciiie  work.  He  was  the  editor  of  the 
Ih/lifl,  n.,.irl,rly  h\'.-f,w  for  m;mv  Years  of 

He 


r  (hat  deal 


relation  to  church  life,  and  printed  ospa 
upon  the  forms  of  service  on  the  Sabhaiis. 
and  so  did  his  full  part  before  the  publv  b 
slim.ilatine  the  growth  of  taste  and  opirnoo. 
He  was  helped  by  the  fact  Ihat  he  spcol  hs 
life  :n  one  lon^  pastorate  among  the  unti 
|)eo]]le  ami  iheir  descendants:  for  this  fm- 
dercti  such  an  individual  simply  supirrnr  m 
iwwir  ol  influence  and  conlrof  He  attfd  u 
he  wished  :md  willed  in  that  field  of  Chriiao 
labor,  ami  no  other  parties  interfered  to  rrasi 
metli.>ds  that  were  found  good  and  useful. 
I098  A«ff(r-«.  a^!»» 

In  the  mmForGol.  Ihe  Paihrr. 
Ill  Ihc  iinmc-  iif  Goil,  Id..'  Sw. 


■d  him 

elf  to  be 

he  pub 

ic  anv  of 

ic    niade 

ill' the 

manuals 

ume.  en- 

hV    ii 

trnduccd 

v:  wilh 

the  first 

■     Thi 

It   he  cditcil  (he 

"S- 


clinM  the  Lsmb  wum  ^oly. 
It  mir  rRlnaMloa  tWn  i 
he  Savlonr'alMdv  bnlwn, 
I  Ihe  btoal  which  Jausattnl. 
foudanil'ectmuil, 
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3  Here  shall  highest  praise  be  offered  : 

Here  shall  meekest  prayer  be  poured  ; 
Here,  with  body,  soul,  and  spini, 

God  incarnate  be  adored  : 
Holy  Jesus  !  for  thy  coming 

May  thy  love  our  hearts  prepare  ; 
Thine  we  fain  would  have  thetn  wholly, 

Enter,  Lord  !  and  larr>-  there. 

Rev.    John    William     Hewett,    M.    A.,  a 
layman  of  the  Church  of    England,  was 
m  in  1824,   and  educated  at  Trinity  Col- 
c,  Cambridge,  graduating  1849.      He  was 
the  three   following  years  Fellow  of  St. 
cholas  College,  Shoreham,  and  subsequent- 
held    the   position  of    Master   in   schools 
Blexham  and  London.     He  has  also  been 
rate  of  several    churches    in   London   and 
vicinity.       Mr.    Hewett    has    published 
rcral  works  in  prose  and  is  known  as  the 
thor  of  some  original  hymns  and  transla- 
ns   which    appeared   in   his    Verses  by    a 
untry  Curate,  1859.      Among  them  is  the 
e  for  Communion  quoted  here,  and  which 
5  come  into  general  use. 

I09  "  Our  Daily  Breadr  6i.  D. 

Give  us  our  daily  bread, 

O  God,  the  bread  of  strength; 
For  we  have  learned  to  know 

How  weak  we  are  at  length  ; 
As  children  we  arc  weak. 

As  children  must  he  fed  ; 
Give  us  thy  grace,  O  lx»rd. 

To  be  our  riaily  bread. 

3  Give  us  our  dailv  bread. 

The  bitter  bread  of  grief ; 
We  sought  earth's  pots^jned  feasts. 

For  pleasure  and  relief: 
We  vousfht  her  deadly  fruits. 

But  mrw.  f  >  G<jd.  laHead. 
Wea^k  thy  healing  grief 

To  \<*:  fAiT  datly  bread 

3  r,i\c  u-*  ourrlajly  hrtskd 

To  •  h»-*^  ^>*iT  £»:nnr»fif  vwl : 
The  !'*.-a.*t  • 'f  <- i'/tn fWrt .  \y^fl. 

For  w*-  ar<r  %i.- k  of  f *ari 

Th<^  aA*-f.rv»  x*^r\  •»«►  «hed  . 
N'-/»-  jc-^"  'i^  ''-.fr.fWrr.  |»r/l. 

To  '--<!•  '-.or  fisiily  hx^aui. 

i  *",.'**  X4   .nr  laif"*  hr*^/l. 

The  -r*a»^  -./ang-»U    T-^.r-f, 
Bv    x-i  '«.>  Tuir.y  '."n«*n 

Th«*  •iri'^r  'nar  J-sn«t  tpr^^arf, 

A  not  h<tr    ''>f     :/.<r     *^'^p«'*«;ir;r>ns     of     Mm 

on     :he    p'^r.M.r    -/    •;-,•    \/fct\'%    ?r:rffr. 
Vive  'OS  :h:5  ^.a-:  -,'-.r  -l^.r;  ^''-;*^  * 


Thou  bruifiH  nnd  UnAirtt  Hn^d, 

Mv  Ufe-UHIg  WittllK  Mippiv  ; 
As  living  KtniU  ntv  le<l, 
l>h,  leeil  n»e  oi  I  dir. 

»  Thtui  true  lilo•^ivinK  Vhtrl 

Let  mc  Ihv  i»\\e«>nu*«i»  pi>»vr ; 
Renew  my  l(le  Willi  lhhu\ 

Rcfrenh  niy  mnil  wllh  jovr. 
Rough  {Kithn  mv  Icel  Imvr  \\\h\, 

Since  fitwl  Ihrlr  « iHit«r  Itpgnn  , 
Fcc<l  mr.  thou  Htv-iid  o|  r.iMl' 

Help  nte,  Ihou  Son  ol  Mmi  I 

3  For  ntlll  the  dc«tit  llo« 

My  (hlrnting  noui  liedtir, 
()  Living  Wat  nut  tine 

Within  mervernioir. 
To  Father,  nml  l«»  Hon, 

And,  Holy  (ilionl,  to  ther, 
Kternal  Three  in  One, 

Kternal  glory  lie. 

This  is  another  piece  of  Krv.  John  S.  II 
Monsell's  comnonition.  I  Ic  firHt  ptibli'tttn)  it 
in  his  Parish  /fymnai,  1H73.  It  rrfrrMn  thfit 
sort  of  .Hpiritual  growth  whic  h  rtmy  \w  r%- 
pected  in  the  cxpericntr  irf  a  drvotrd  l>r- 
lievcr  who  rcnoumr*!  himM*lf  wnd  turn*  In 
Christ  for  religious  Uhh\  and  drink.  One 
who  hungers  and  thirntn.  ii\M\  yet  will  lir  mI- 
isfied  with  nothing  \r%%  than  (  hriwt  for  hf<t 
manna,  and  Chrint  for  liin  winr.  m^ny  tf^i^mtu* 
ably  hrjpc  to  advanrr  rapidly  in  \\w  ^rntiinf 
grace  of  the  gojipcK  The  cmnpany  whi<  h 
usually  gathers  at  a  Churrh  Sacrament  \% 
most  likely  the  f>r*t  am^mj^  tbr  mrm\nt%. 
Ah,  yes ;  but  the  rrm^mlifffd  rem#irK.  mmU 
by  a  quaint  old  I'liritan.  i*  itnUffUmmfSy  #lfll 
cr^Tert :  "  Yotj  tunntA  always  l^II  wfwit 
o'clock  it  i*  in  a  man>  \nr;tn,i  )rf  m*f^rfff»4j 
the  mcTt  dial  fA  h\%  daily  fff*$titftmrHf/' 
Kvcn  jcnun  uned  a  ^vhf/le  pttrftfAr  io  ittMtutt 
his  di^iprle^  (hat  it  mxi%i  alway*  )rf  m^ttftk<i' 
bJc  Ui  separate  U%tr%  itftm  ^h^nt ;  if  f/tf^ 
fth^/uld  attempt  if.  h^  wmiM  rrK/^f  hk^\y  ftnA 
up  wheat  al<i^^  VV>  ar-^  f/»  Ttffttrh  ar^I  pf^y. 
help  fmr^ht%  ar^l  >f^  helped.  I^t  <^M  f\o 
what  he  A/iW.  itrtfi  f/^tr^l/^'^  fUf  *haf  -v^  '■ah 
Two  hoTjr*  ^W^/fe  h*»  dw^d.  fhe  Umer»fe/|  Af- 
n^M  ^ftA/f,  \t\  hw  privprf^  /itirnai  f)v**e  «"'^d< 
'•  Ahryve  all,  let  rrw*  rr-ivl  r^y  ^rpt^  p«»fvif>;»| 
t**k  ;  keejpr  my^lf  p>nf«»  i*iyl  /i*^k»»i<.  ^lyl  h^- 
lievTr><jr.  \?iTitifrnm^  u*  dc*   ^>irl  <  •jp<'<fk   y^f    rvif 

thi«^  hy  riCher^.  if  f  ^-'•t  4i*«ip^''A''*^  my  d^#ir^ 
It,"  Thtw  h#»  v;»if^d  wd  j^^'ifked ,  aM  i>€ 
wai*  rviC.  for  <',-'•!  v^^  h^m 


00  P:r'.x,t  tf'f  ;*'•»<» 

J  "ills       111-      l1J*Tirt-4      .^ 
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THE  tHURCH  OF 

Uiids 


3  Fling  nut  thcbaiinrr:  heathen 
Shdl  MX  from  &i  Uiv  k]>"'uu3  ■ ..     . 

Bapiue  ilivir  npiriinlii  lis  IikIiI.  ' 

4  I>]ui)[  tut  ihc  baniKT :  Ivl  ll  ll>ial 

Our  (floij  only  in  Ihr  iTi'ws, 
Uur  nnV  hoiK.  Ihe CriuiliiMl. 

Ri;v,  (ieorjje  W.  Oimiil-,  I).  1)..  wrote  this 
hymn  at  "  Riverside,  Strintd  Sunday  in  Ad- 
vent, 1848."  It  was  publishtKl  in  the  last  edi- 
tion of  his. ywi/^'j/;)' Me  If'iiv.  1875.  I'rolessor 
llird  rather  slightingly  calls  it  an  "  elTusion." 
butatleast  ithas  the  merit  of  enthusiasm  in  the 
eause  of  Missions.  The  fiKiirc  it  uses  is 
caujjhl  lron\  I'salm  60 : 4 :  "  Thou  ha<it  given 
a  banner  to  them  that  fear  thee,  that  it  may 
be  displayed  because  of  the  truth." 


NtiwicrfullV'n'nii'l: 
Svred  IVaii!  and  RixhtwiuMii 

And  hanil  In  hatul  arc  set. 
J  Trulh  Irum  thu  imilx,  likt'  1 

Shall  hud  and  Idnwdm  thi-n 
AndJiBtIn,  rrotn  hiThcai-ni 

Lwk  ilown  IHI  mortal  mill. 
4  Thwwniliiniisv,  Ol^ird, 

TIkt  huniir  and  nil<>n> 
WiiK  my  whiilc  heart,  anil  Mj 


the  Psalms,  more  than  half  have  been  Kjmd 
by  compilers,  but  seven  are  in  conunon  at 
now.  The  ore  we  quote  is  the  author's  wr- 
sion  of  Psalm  85. 


meet  word  oTpi 


El 

•nial  Frienil  1 

X- 

h  Ihi!  dear  wurd  of  love 
give  Mir  brief  fcmtdl: 
me  hduw,  and  thine  aUnc, 
h  iheu  shall  iIwelL 

"! 

hthcMrot.KworrtofW(h 

Then  the  briRht  »..rd  of  hopr 
Sh.-iil;..,<;urp«rtinKKl«mr 
ml  It'll  "f  J^  be}'und  (he  Kupe 

Pa 

e«eli1  in  hop.,  ar«l  love. 

(jeorjje  Watson  was  bom  at  Itirminghanu 
England,  1816,  and  was  a  printer  in  Londio 
until  1 8615.  He  u'as  the  pioneer  of  cheap  iliuf- 
trated  periodicals  in  Great  Britain,  out  b 
hymnology  is  best  known  by  the  poem  qurt- 
ed  here.  It  was  written  in  1867  to  be  iu^ 
at  a  farewell  meeting  in  Brighton,  held  on  Oic 
departure  of  Rev.  I^dw-in  Paxton  Hood  for  i 
time  of  rest.  After  his  return  Mr.  Hood  io- 
rludcd  it  in  a  collection  called  Our  Hvn* 
Hook,  Drighton,  1868,  and  it  has  been'fre- 
quently  republished  since. 
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g^>D. 


I  MOKCV  to  the  fray : 

at  MHindeth)  »  rrealion 

IK  I'ur  h>  latld  day  > 

are  L-harginK.  beavm  bcho 

ilaioned  crow  anfoltlini', 

II  nnward,  for  Ihe  risht ! 
I  the  soul  tt-Uhin  you 
irulb'aukeiioahniad! 

ijta.ldlforGodf'"'* 


This  impressi\'e  poem  by  Bishop  ArthiU' 

iiiiisl)liiidsiii:.HT.JiJhnMiltnn.  C  lew  land  Coxe  first  appeared   '\a\i^  Afk»m- 

■A  iiiiTi'  hynui  .-iniiiiiatioii  to  asioii.  1M40.  and  later  wa.*  included  in  Zitj 

.'i<  .1  pi  let  iir  til  proi-laim  his  Siurii  Amiruana.  It  is  useful  for  certain' oc- 

[<'  w.i-i  l>'>rn  in  l.omlon.  Oi-  casions  when  the  hearts  of  people  are  deepk 

:ini|  liitil  iti  (li.Li  liiy.Noveni-  stirred,  when  great  passions  are  aroused,  wiien 

l:i-i  niruuvn  lULrHpli rases  of  mighty  issues  are  at  stake.     Two  or  thitt 


MISSIONS  AND  GROWTH. 
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Tses   from  another  author  might  well  be 
Ided  to  it : 

Men  of  thoueht,  be  up  and  stirring  night  and  day  : 
>ow  the  seed— withdraw  the  curtain— clear  the  way  I 
Vfen  of  action,  aid  and  cheer  them,  as  ye  may  1 

There  's  a  fount  about  to  stream, 

There  's  a  light  about  to  beam, 

There  's  a  warmth  about  to  glow, 

There  's  a  flower  about  to  blow  ; 
There  's  a  midnight  blackness  changing  into  gray. 
VI  en  of  thought  and  men  of  action,  dear  the  way  I 

[^o  !  a  cloud  's  about  to  vanish  from  the  day ; 

\nd  a  brazen  wrong  to  crumble  into  clay. 

[^o\  the  right  's  about  to  conquer :  clear  the  way  I 

With  the  right  shall  many  more 

Enter  smiling  at  the  door  • 

With  the  giant  wrong  shall  fall 

Many  others,  great  and  small. 
That  for  ages  long  have  held  us  for  their  prey. 
Vfen  of  thought  and  men  of  action,  clear  tne  way  !" 

135  Heralds  of  the  King.  8s,  68. 

Send  thou,  O  Lord,  to  every  place 
Swift  messengers  before  thy  face, 
The  heralds  of  thy  wondrous  grace. 
Where  thou,  thyself,  wilt  come. 

2  Send  men  whose  eyes  have  seen  the  King, 
Men  in  whose  ears  his  sweet  words  ring; 
Send  such  thy  lost  ones  home  to  bring  ; 

Send  them  where  thou  wilt  come. 

3  To  bring  good  news  to  souls  in  sin  ; 
The  bruiseoand  broken  hearts  to  win ; 
In  ever>'  place  to  bring  them  in. 

Where  thou,  thyself,  wilt  come. 

4  Gird  each  one  with  the  Spirit's  sword, 
The  sword  of  thine  own  deathless  word  ; 
And  make  them  conquerors,  conquering  Lord, 

Where  thou,  thyself,  wilt  come. 

5  Raise  up.  O  Lord  the  Holy  Ghost, 
From  this  broad  land  a  mighty  host. 
Their  war  cry,  "  We  will  seek'the  lost. 

Where  thou,  O  Christ,  wilt  come!*' 

This  excellent  hymn  was  composed  by  Mrs. 
ary  Cornelia  Gates,  who  prefers  to  be  known 
the  wife  of  her  honored  husband,  President 
errill  E.  Gates  of  Amherst  College.  Her 
sidence  is  in  Amherst,  Mass, 


1 4  I  Going  Home.— Phil.  3  :  20.  P.  M. 

No.  no  it  is  not  dying 

To  go  unto  our  God  ; 
This  gloomy  earth  forsaking, 
Our  journey  homeward  taking, 

Along  the  starr\-  road. 

2  No,  T10,  it  is  not  dying 
Heaven's  citizen  to  be  ! 

A  crown  immortal  wearing, 
And  rest  unbroken  sharing. 
From  care  and  conflict  free. 

3  No,  no,  it  is  not  dying 
The  Shepherd's  voice  to  know; 

His  sheep  he  ever  leadeth, 
His  iHraceful  flock  he  feedeth, 
Wnere  living  pastures  grow. 

4  Oh,  no!  this  is  not  dying. 
Thou  Saviour  of  mankitui ! 

There,  streams  of  love  are  flowing. 
No  hindrance  ever  knowing  ; 

Here,  onlv  drops  we  And.  |  |44 

From  the  French  of  Dr.  Ca*sar  Malan, 
Ncm.  ce  n  est  pas  tuourir."  It  was  trans- 
ted  into  German  by  A.  Knapp.  and  thence 


rendered  into  English  by  Professor  Robinson 
Porter  Dunn  of  Brown  University.  It  first 
appeared  in  Sacred  Lyrics  from  the  German, 
published  in  Philadelphia  m  1859.  "  It  is  re- 
markable that  the  Greek  word  skenos  [tent] 
is  one  from  which  we  also  derive  our  word 
sksn.  Sometimes  the  tent  was  composed  of 
skins  (perhaps  usually  the  tents  of  Kedar), 
sometimes  of  haircloth ;  but.  in  either  case,  it 
mingled  the  ideas  of  a  habitation  and  a  ves- 
ture. Hence  there  was  much  of  suggestion 
and  deep  instruction  in  the  occupation  of  the 
tent-maker.  The  tent  was  the  mediator  be- 
tween the  bodily  frame  and  the  heavens. 
In  a  similar  way,  the  skin  of  the  human  body 
and  the  body  itself  is  the  skenos  between 
the  world  unseen  and  the  soul.  The  body, 
as  the  apostle  argues,  is  the  tent  of  the 
spirit — *  the  earthly  house  of  this  tent  or  tab- 
ernacle ;'  it,  like  the  tent,  was  only  a  transitory 
dwelling,  a  portable  habitation,  easily  raisea, 
how  easily  destroyed  !  But  /  abide,  although 
the  tent  is  removed,  dissolved,  loosened,  or 
lost.  All  this  evidently  governs  the  apostle's 
thought." 

1143  Funeral  Service.  P.M. 

Now  the  laborer's  task  is  o'er; 

Now  the  battle-day  is  past ; 
Now  upon  the  farther  shore 
.  Lanas  the  voyager  at  last. 
Father,  in  thy  gracious  keeping 
Leave  we  now  tny  ser\'ant  sleeping. 

2  There  the  tears  of  earth  are  dried  : 
There  its  hidden  things  are  clear; 

There  the  work  of  life  is  tried 
By  a  juster  Judge  than  here. 
Father,  in  thy  gracious  keeping 
Leave  we  now  thy  ser\'ant  sleeping. 

3  There  the  sinful  souls  that  turn 
To  the  cross  their  dyinir  e>'cs. 

All  the  love  of  Christ  shall  learn 

At  his  feet  in  Paradise. 
Father,  in  thy  gracious  keeping 
Leave  we  now  thy  ser\'ant  sleeping. 

4  "  Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust ;" 
Calmly  now  the  words  we  say; 

Leaving  him  to  sleep  in  trust. 

Till  the  resurrection-day. 
Father,  in  thy  gracious  keeping 
Leave  we  now  thy  servant  slewing. 

The  author.  Rev.  John  Ellerton.  says  of 
this  poem  :  "  The  whole  hymn,  especially  the 
third,  fifth,  and  sixth  verses,  owes  many 
thoughts,  and  some  expressions,  to  a  beauti- 
ful poem  of  the  Rev.  Gerard  Moultrie's,  bc- 
? inning,  *  Brother,  now  thy  toils  are  o'er.*  " 
t  was  written  for  the  Society  for  Promoting 
Christian  Knowledge,  and  published  in  their 
Church  Hymns,  1 87 1 . 


Immortaliiy. 

Lord,  when  in  silent  hours  I  muse 

I'pon  myself  and  thee, 
I  seem  to  hear  the  stream  of  life 

Tliat  runs  invisibly. 


C  M. 
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2  Then  know  1  what  I  oft  forget, 
How  fleet in^r  are  my  days ; 

Remember  me,  mv  God^  lior  let 
My  end  be  my  dispraise ! 

3  Oh,  think  upon  me  for  my  good, 
Though  little  good  I  do ; 

My  hope  and  my  forgiving  Friend 
Thou  hast  been  hitherto. 

4  My  joy,  when  truest  joy  I  have. 
It  comes  to  me  from  heaven  ; 

My  strength  when  I  from  weakness  rise, 
Is  by  thy  Spirit  given. 

5  And  while  he  shines  as  he  has  shone, 
Whom  thou  hast  made  my  stay, 

Life  can  but  gently  float  mc  on. 
Not  hurr>'  me  away. 

A  hymn  entitled  *'  Resijjnation,"  published 
by  the  author,  Rev.  Thomas  Toke  Lynch,  in 
the  tirst  edition  of  The  Rivulet ;  a  Contribu- 
tion to  Sacred  Sofij^^,  1855.  It  proposes  that 
a  true  believer  shall  find  consolation  in  his 
troubles  from  the  consideration  of  the  immor- 
tality which  is  the  inalienable  heritage  of  his 
soul.  Frederick  \V.  Robertson  compares  the 
slow  and  perpetual  passavje  of  time  to  the 
stream  of  water  which  glides  between  the 
fingers  of  a  stone  statue  in  a  public  park ;  the 
arms  of  the  white  marble  figure  are  extended, 
the  opening  from  the  fountain  is  skillfully 
conducted  to  the  palms,  and  so  the  current 
runs  on  and  runs  away  —  night  and  day 
summer  and  winter,  cold  and  clear  in  its  re- 
lentless progress,  till  the  statue  is  dark  and 
old.  The  thought  of  God's  presence,  Christ's 
human  love,  heaven's  nearness,  and  the 
deathless  destiny  of  the  renewed  spirit — is 
the  antidote  to  all  melancholy  here. 

1152  Pilfrrims  of  the  Night.  P.M. 

Darkkr  than  night  life's  shadows  fall  around  us, 
.Vtid,  like  benighted  men,  wc  miss  our  mark  ; 

(fod  hides  himself,  and  grace  hath  scarcely  found  us 
Ere  death  tindsuut  his  victims  in  the  dark. — Ref. 

2  Rest  comes  at  length,  though  life  be  long  and  dreary. 
The  day  must  dawn.  an<l  darksome  night  be  i»ast : 

Faith's  journey  ends  iti  welcome  to  the  weary. 
And    hciivcii,  the    heart's  true  home,   will  come  at 
last.— Rkf. 

3  Cheer  up.  my  soul !  faith's  nioonl>eams  softly  glisten 
I'lMni  the  breast  of  life's  nio>t  tn»uble<l  sea; 

.\nil  it  will  cheer  thy  dr(H>i)iii>»  heart  to  listen 
To  those  br:ivc-  souj;s  which  angels  mean  for  thee. — 
Rhk. 

This  is  a  portion  of  the  previous  hymn  by 
Dr.  Frederick  \V.  Fabcr,  beginning  "  Hark, 
hark,  my  soul."  The  original,  which  was 
first  published  in  his  Oratory  Hymns,  1854, 
and  entitled  "  The  Pilgrims  of  'the  Night," 
contained  seven  stanzas,  and  in  that  form 
was  too  lengthy  for  American  use.  We  have 
already  commented  on  this  wonderful  piece  of 
pfKtry  as  a  whole.  It  has  a  most  mysterious 
strength  coui)led  with  an  ecjually  mysterious 
weakness.      It  does  not  seem  as  if  the  senti- 


jnent  of  it  could  be  genuine,  and  1 
rhythm,  imagination,  and  fervor  of  ito 
to  give  it  power  over  our  feelings. 
Anthony  Froude,  in  one  of  the  closixM 
ters  of  his  Thomas  CariyU's  Life  « 
don,  has  this  pathetic  paragraph  :  "' 
sociations  of  the  old  creed  which  he  (( 
had  learned  from  his  mother  and  in ' 
clefechan  kirk  hung  about  him  to  the 
was  walking  with  him  one  Sunday  aft 
in  Battersea  Park.  In  the  open  circk 
the  trees  were  a  blind  man  and  his  da 
she  singing  hymns,  he  accompanying 
some  instrument.  We  stood  listenia| 
sang  Faber's  *  Pilgrims  of  the  Night 
words  were  trivial,  but  the  air.  though 
had  something  weird  and  unearthlv  al 
*  Take  me  away  !*  he  said,  after  a'  fci 
utes ; '  I  shall  cr>-  if  I  stay  longer.' " 

I  1 57  Burial  of  a  Child, 

Lkt  no  tears  to-day  be  shed. 
Holy  is  this  narrow  bed.     Alleluia ! 

2  Death  eteYnal  life  bestoivs, 

Open  heaven's  portal  throws.     Alldnia 

3  Not  .salvation  hardly  won, 

Not  the  meed  of  race  well  run :     Alleloii 

4  But  the  pitv  of  the  Lord 

Gives  his  child  a  full  reward :     Alleluia ! 

5  Grants  the  prize  without  the  course: 
Crowns,  without  the  battle's  force.    Aili 

6  Go<l,  who  lovcth  innocence. 

Hastes  to  take  his  darling  hence.    Alldi 


J 


Christ,  when  this  sad  life  is  done, 
oin  us  to  thy  little  one.      Allduia  I 

8  And  in  thine  own  tender  love. 

Bring  us  to  the  ranks  above.  Alleluia !  i 

This  is  a  translation  by  Rev.  Dr.  R 
Frederick  Littledale  from  a  Latin  h>ir 
authorship  of  which  is  unknown,  but 
a  Sequence  for  a  child's  funeral,  found  f 
the  Graduel  de  Paris,  1754.  The  vers 
it  jriven  here  appeared  in  the  Church  \ 
November.  1865.  and  has  since  been  in< 
in  many  collections, 

I  1 59  In  Bereavement. 

"  Thv  will  be  done  I"    In  devious  way 
The  hurr>'inK  stream  of  life  may  run; 
Yet  still  our  j^atcful  hearts  shall  say, 
"Thv  will  be  done." 


2  "  Thy  will  be  done  t"    If  o'er  us  shine 
A  {gladdening  and  a  prosperous  sun, 

This  praver  will  make  it  more  divine — 
"  Thy  will  be  done !" 

3  "  Thv  will  be  done  !"    Though  shroud 
Our  |Vath  with  eloom,  one  comfoft^^w 

Is  ours  :— to  breathe,  while  wc  adore, 
'♦  Thy  will  be  done." 

Taken  from  the  Hymns  of  Sir  John 
ring,  published  in  1825.  It  is  adm 
adapted  to  be  sung  as  a  chant,  and  ii 
country-  it  is  usually  so  sung.     On  one 
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•n  the  late  Rev.  Dr.  William  Arnot  of  Edin- 
rgh  was  speaking  of  the  mysteriousness 
th  which  some  of  the  holiest  of  the  saints 
5  visited  with  repeated  affliction,  so  that  the 
n  has  hardly  ceased  when  the  clouds  begin 

gather  again.  '*  I  believe,"  he  said,  "  it 
ses  from  the  Father's  deep  love  and  anx- 
f  that  they  should  be  thoroughly  purified, 
emember  when  we  were  young  we  assisted 

the  farm.  One  of  our  occupations  was 
[mowing  the  corn.  It  was  hard  work,  and 
longed  for  it  to  be  over.  We  used  to 
itch  mv  father  as  he  came  around  to  look 
it  and  decide  whether  or  not  it  was  clean 
3ugh.  He  would  take  up  a  handful,  and 
tting  on  his  glasses,  he  would  look,  and 
use.  and  hesitate,  and  sometimes,  throwing 
jack,  he  would  say  to  our  dismay,  *  Put  it 
•Qugh  again.' "     The  application  was  easy. 


©7  T^^  Homeland.  7$.  68,  8s. 

Thk  Homeland  !  oh,  the  Homeland  I 

The  land  of  souls  free-bom ! 
No  (gloomy  night  is  known  there. 

But  aye  the  fadeless  mom  : 

1  'm  sighing;  for  that  country, 

My  heart  isachinj^  here  ; 
There  is  no  pain  in  the  Homeland 
To  which  1  'm  drawing  near. 

2  My  Lord  is  in  the  Homeland, 
With  ani^els  brij^ht  and  fair ; 

No  sinful  thin>f  nor  evil 

Can  ever  enter  there  ; 
The  music  of  the  ransomed 

Is  ringinK  in  my  ears, 
And  when  I  think  of  the  Homeland, 

My  eyes  are  wet  with  tears. 

3  For  loved  ones  in  the  Homeland 
Are  wailinK  me  to  come 

Where  neither  death  nor  sorrow 

Invades  their  holy  home: 
Oh,  dear,  dear  native  country  ! 

Oh,  rest  and  peace  above! 
Christ  bring  us  all  to  the  Homeland 

Of  his  eternal  love. 

^ev.  Hugh  Reginald  Haweis  w^as  bom  in 
\S  at  Egham.  Surrey,  England,  and  gradu- 
d  at  Cambridge  in  i86i.  He  has  held 
ce  1 866  the  Perpetual  Curacy  of  St.  James, 
irylebone,  London.  He  was  for  some  time 
vriter  of  mu.sical  criticism  and  of  leading 
icles  on  a  newspaper  in  London,  and  in 
'>8  became  editor  of  Casseil's  Afa/^actm. 
.  Haweis  is  the  author  of  many  volumes 
sermons  and  lectures,  and  of  several  books 
poetry;  but  is  perhaps  best  known  to 
iders  in  general  by  his  Jft/s/c  and  Af orals, 
:  takes  an  ardent  interest  in  the  elevation  of 
:  workingmen  of  his  parish,  and  his  weekly 
tures  to  them  are  a  power  for  good  in  that 
rtion  of  London.  The  hymn  quoted  here  -  -^ 
the  only  one  by  liini  which  is  in  common 
J,  but  it  is  a  fervent  expression  of  the 
eavenly  home-sickness  ;"  this  has  endeared 
,o  many  Christians. 


I  1 73  ^«/A  ChHst  in  Glory.  L.  M.  D. 

OHj  for  a  sweet,  inspiring  ray, 

To  animate  our  feeble  strams. 
From  the  bright  realms  of  endless  day, 

The  blissful  realms,  where  Jesus  reigns. 
There,  low  before  his  glorious  throne, 

Adoring  saints  and  angels  fall ; 
And  with  delightful  worship  own 

His  smile  their  bliss,  their  heaven,  their  all. 

2  Immortal  glories  crown  his  head. 
While  tuneful  hallelujahs  rise. 

And  love,  and  joy,  and  triumph  spread 
Through  all  the  assemblies  of  the  skies. 

He  smiles,  and  seraphs  tune  their  songs 
To  boundless  rapture  while  they  gaze; 

Ten  thousand  thousand  joyful  tongues 
Resound  his  everlasting  praise. 

3  There,  all  the  favorites  of  the  Lamb 
Shall  join  at  last  the  heavenly  choir; 

Oh,  may  the  joy-inspiring  theme 
Awake  our  iaith  and  warm  desire. 

Dear  Saviour,  let  thy  Spirit  seal 
Our  interest  in  that  blissful  place 

Till  death  remove  this  mortal  vail, 
And  we  behold  thy  lovely  (ace. 

Another  of  the  hymns  of  Miss  Anne 
Steele,  who  is  so  well  known  by  her  pen- 
name  "  Theodosia."  It  was  printed  in  1760, 
in  her  volume  of  Poems  on  Subjects  Chiefly 
Devotional,  This  song  of  heaven  has  grown 
old  and  precious  in  the  esteem  of  God's  peo- 
ple. It  represents  the  rinal  abode  of  the  re- 
deemed as  owing  its  splendor  and  joy  to 
the  presence  in  it  of  Jesus  Christ  the  Sa\iour. 
The  saints  are  occupied  in  celebrating  the  in- 
effable love  he  has  displayed  in  their  redemp- 
tion. There  cannot  be  much  advantage  m 
pushing  bright  historic  illustrations  as  pic- 
tures of  the  supreme,  wonderful  love  of  God 
the  creator  for  his  creatures  here  on  the 
earth.  Only  mothers  can  understand  the 
feeling  of  Mary  when  Jesus  Christ  moaned  on 
the  cross  in  the  majestic  agony  of  his  suffer- 
ings in  darkness.  And  not  even  mothers  can 
understand  the  feelings  of  God  when  he  gave 
this  beloved  and  only-begotten  Son  of  his 
unto  contumely  and  shame  of  crucifixion. 
Nor  are  Christ's  feelings  within  reach  of  mere 
rhetorical  exhibition  by  a  stor>'.  When  the 
spear  pierced  his  heart  there  were  only  blo<xi 
and  water  that  came  forth.  But  the  chief 
stream  within  Jesus*  heart  was  that  of  inex- 
haustible iffi'e  :  and  that  had  been  the  current 
down  which  had  Hoated  the  argosies  of  bless- 
ing for  bewildered  men  for  vast  ages  since 
the  pestilence  of  sin  had  fallen.  '*  Herein  is 
love,  not  that  we  loved  God,  but  that  he  loved 
us,  and  sent  his  Son  to  be  the  propitiation  for 
our  sins." 


Those  Gone  B^ore. 


\«*  AA« 


I 


CANNOT  think  of  them  as  dead 
Who  walk  with  me  no  more; 
Along  the  path  of  life  I  tread 
They  have  bat  gone  before. 
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toral  antl  pulpii  exigencies.  We  do  want 
sometimes  to  give  out  a  song  of  comfort  at  a 
funeral,  or  under  the  pressure  of  a  terrible 
bereavement.  When  a  heart  is  sighing  for 
■'  the  touch  of  a  vanished  hand,  and  the 
sound  of  a  voice  that  is  still."  we  wonder 
whether  the  old  dear  days  are  all  to  go  (or 
nothing.  A  real  mourner  wants  to  be  con- 
firmed in  thinking  "  their  lives  are  made  for 
ever  mine."  The  stanzas  were  written  by  Rev, 
Frederick  L.  Hosmer,  a  Unitarian  clergyman, 
for  many  years  a  pastor  in  Cleveland,  O.. 
and  a  graduate  of  Harvard  College  and 
Divinity  School.  Other  data  are  at  present 
wanting  concerning  his  career. 

I  189            '■  "'  <^''f  "■"If"  Geld."         C.  M.  D. 
Therk  is  a  Ciiv  Krcat  and  stronK, 
Twelve  jp"es  "'  precious  stones, 
ibikI  high  tHlllcnienls. 


tlhaihnosoundofstrih. 
In  Rlniy  ^1  ilB  own  it  Manda 
fciidcr- 


IbestramoTLire. 
Ibere  (hal  knmvs  no  clDy. 


*:;,:&; _. 

Kriim  Kralcful  praise  and  hvmn; 
Ln.  an  thvuainteilwinsot  earth, 

And  aiiKOhi  there  1  view ; 
And  ihLiv.  iih,  visinn  Klmixus  ' 

Tlitre  stamlvih  Je«us  too ! 
3  O  wrmdniuii.  fairjenmalem. 

Shall  I  thv  nates  nasiilhr<>UEh> 
Thv  Jiiliiliillimi  sorely  joii>. 

Thy  lonllr  spleniloT-  view? 
O  Crut-Uitii;  <  >  (~.Uirllie<l, 

M.i\  I  thv  tu-r  bi-hold. 
Anil  i'lin  Ihe  laiiwmieil  a<  lhe>-  sinR 

AloiiK  Ihe  slrwts  of  KxM ! 

This  hymn  is  taken  fn>m  Ri-/iqnes  of  the 
CArisl,  a  lyric  poem  of  jjreat  excellence  and 
beauty  consistini;  of  over  eight  hundred  hncs 
in  faultless  rhvthni  and  inetcr,  composed  bv 
kev.  Denis  Wortnian.  1).  I).,  a  clergyman  of 
the  KLfiirmed  Church,  now  residing  at 
S.iiij;crtits.  N.  V.  He  w;is  bom  in  Hope- 
well, Dutchess  Co.,  N.  v..  .\pri!  30.  1835. 
the  Sim  of  Denis  \\  ortiisan,  M.  D.,  and  Eliza- 


beth BrinkerhofT  Rapalje,  his  u'ife,  thi 
on  both  sides  descended  from  tbe  vt 
Holland-Huguenot  settlers  of  New 
The  young  student  entered  Amherst 
in  1853,  graduating  there  iri  1857,  a 
sequently  from  the  Theolc^cal  Semi 
New  Brunswick,  N.  J.,  18&1.  He  ha 
pastor  in  Brooklyn,  Philadelphia,  Scbe 
and  Fort  Plain,  previous  to  his  ctuij 
he  now  labors,  Saugenies-on-Hudsoi 
of  his  sermons  have  been  printed,  ani 
written  much  for  the  religious  pei 
The  beginning  of  bis  verse  compositi 
he  was  thirty-five  years  of  age  w* 
of  surprise  to  him.  He  says  that 
"  came  to  him  almost  unsought."  1 
iques  of  the  Christ,  he  says  again,  " 
him  one  night  in  November.  1871. 
whole  account  is  interesting.  Suflcri 
nen'ous  prostration  and  unable  10  s 
thought  out  the  first  three  stanzas,  a 
as  he  puts  it.  "  they  compelled  tlien 
More  came  to  him  the  next  moroi 
voluntarily."  Seventeen  years.ashel 
and  inspiration,  he  was  engaged  in 
out  the  rest  of  the  conception.  Tb 
was  finished  in  1888,  and  has  at  d 
ent  reached  its  fourth  edition.  It 
one  of  the  best  produc:tions  trf  model 
The  Literary  World  says  of  it  whal 
enough  to  show  the  motif  and  tiie  c 
tion :  ■•  The  author  seeks  everywhere 
the  presence  of  the  Christ ;  signs  of  1 
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al  presence  of  the  historic  Jesus,  found  in  the 
»ly  Land,  and  then  in  the  sights  and  echoes 
it  for  ever  vibrate  through  space  ;  signs  of 
t  creative  power  of  the  Word  throughout 
;  visible  universe ;  signs  in  the  human 
irt ;  signs  in  the  heavenly  Jerusalem  to  be 
"eafter;    signs   in  joy  and  sorrow,  yes,  in 

itself ;  and  so  inward  and  upward  till  the 
sm  rises  to  the  vision  of  the  spiritual 
rist,  immanent,  though  unseen,  through- 
t  the  actual  world.  This  great  conception 
aandled  with  attractive  simplicity  and  musi- 

erace,  combined  in  a  rare  manner  with 
eliectual  suggestiveness.  The  rapture  of 
DiHSiystical  devotion  that  breathes  through 
t  Stanzas  is  akin  to  the  intensity  of  the  old 
|iii  hymns  rather  than  to  modem  thought. 
I  in  this  simple  devoutness  are  fused  el- 
*  Its  distinctively  modem,  and  a  chief 
[,  certainly  a  chief  interest,  in  the  poem, 
visible  ministry  of  the  discovenes  of 
science  to  the  meditative   ardor    of 


Better  Times  Coming.  7s,  6s.  D. 

The  world  is  very  evil  ; 

The  times  are  waxing  late: 
Be  sober  and  keep  vigil : 

The  Judge  is  at  the  gate; 
The  Judge  who  comes  in  mercy, 

The  Judge  who  comes  in  might, 
To  terminate  the  evil, 

To  diadem  the  right. 

2  Arise,  arise,  good  Christian, 
Let  right  to  wrong  succeed  : 

Let  penitential  sorrow- 
To  heavenly  gladness  lead ; 

To  light  that  hath  no  evening. 
That  knows  no  moon  nor  sun, 

The  light  so  new  and  golden, 
The  light  that  is  but  one. 

3  Oh.  home  of  fadeless  splendor, 
Of  flowers  that  fear  no  thorn. 

Where  they  shall  dwell  as  children 

Who  here  as  exiles  mourn  ! 
Strive,  man,  to  win  that  glory; 

Toil,  man,  to  gain  that  light ; 
Send  hojje  before  to  grasp  it. 

Till  hope  be  lost  in  sight. 

This  is  a  cento  from  Dr.  John  Mason 
ale's  translation  of  the  "  Mora  nmnsstma, 
ipora  pessima  sunt.ini^ilemusy  of  Bernard 
Morlaix,Monk  of  Cluny,  published  in  1858. 
c  translator  afterward  included  it  in  his 
*dt<ri'al  Hymns,  1863.  The  solemn  adjura- 
a  of  these  ancient  stanzas  is  full  of  serious- 
«.  "  The  Judge  is  at  the  gate  !"  This  state 
thmgs  is  bad  :  it  cannot  stand  much  long- 
Christ  is  coming  for  his  own.  The  evil  will 
terminated  ;  the  right  will  be  diademed. 
c  day  of  the  Lord  is  near.  '*  Prepare  to 
«t  thy  God !"  F        lu 

Every  unrepenting  man  knows,  in  the  se- 
X  of  his  own  heart,  that  when  his  eye  rests 


upon  that  awful  Form,  in  the  last  grand  vis- 
ion of  eternity,  he  will  perforce  fall  on  his 
knees.  The  sense  of  guilt  is  one  of  the  most 
intense  of  all  our  mental  exercises,  and  yet 
the  most  singularly  distinct  in  its  forms  of 
operation.  It  has  a  recognizable  and  insep- 
arable connection  with  sin.  And  sin  is  going 
to  be  the  subject  of  the  conference,  when  any 
human  soul  meets  God.  So  the  one  absorb- 
ing and  overmastering  thought  in  every 
human  mind  will  be,  as  if  left  all  alone,  in  the 
moment  of  its  vast  discovery,  to  express  in 
soliloquy  its  wonder.  **  Here  then  am  I,  come 
up  through  all  the  windings  of  personal  his- 
tory, now  a  bodiless  soul,  at  last  face  to  face 
with  the  Monarch  who  rules  monarchs,  as  he 
makes  and  unmakes  them ;  who  sways  from 
this  eternal  seat  of  his  sovereignty  the  rule 
of  a  government  wide  enough  in  its  embrace 
to  hold  a  universe,  specific  enough  in  its  reach 
to  touch  an  atom ;  at  last,  at  last — through 
all  the  sunlights  and  the  shadows  of  life,  I 
have  reached  its  awards,  and  am  in  the  un- 
dimmed  presence  and  revelation  of  God!'' 

I  192  "  They  Seek  a  Country."  75,  68.  D. 

Thf.rk  is  a  land  immortal, 

The  t>eautiful  of  lands ; 
Beside  its  ancient  portal 

A  silent  sentr>'  stands; 
He  only  can  undo  it. 

And  open  wide  the  door; 
And  mortals  who  pass  through  it 

Arc  mortal  nevermore. 

2  Though  dark  and  drear  the  passage 
That  feadeth  to  the  gate. 

Yet  grace  attends  the  message. 
To  souls  that  watch  and  wait : 

And  at  the  time  appointed 
A  messenger  comes  down. 

And  guides  the  Lord's  anointed 
From  cross  to  glor>''s  crown. 

3  Their  sighs  are  lost  in  singing, 
They  're  blessed  in  their  tears; 

Their  journey  heavenward  winging, 
They  leave  on  earth  their  fears; 

Death  like  an  angel  seemeCh  ; 
*'  We  welcome  thee,"  they  cr>' ; 

Their  face  with  glor>'  beameth — 
'T  is  life  for  them  to  die  ! 

Another  of  Thomas  MacKellar's  excellent 
hymns,  written  in  1845.  The  author  has  given 
to  the  public  his  account  of  its  origin  :  "  One 
evening  as  a  fancy  suddenly  struck  me  of  a 
religious  nature,  I  laid  aside  the  work  in  hand, 
and  pursuing  the  new  idea,  I  at  once  pro- 
duced the  hymn,  *  There  is  a  land  immortal.' 
and  sent  it  to  the  editor  (of  Neale's  Gazette), 
who  referred  to  it  as  a  religious  poem  from 
*  Tam,'  my  assumed  name,  under  which  I  had 
already  acquired  considerable  notoriety.  This 
was  in  1845.  It  was  widely  copied,  and  after- 
wards inserted  in  a  volume  published  by  mc/* 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 

HtttVft  Explaim  All. 

To  God  the  greatest  elory, 
Our^plans  mfy'be  dUjoiiit'ed, 

;s,  6g.  D. 

1  O  Holy  Jesus,  Prince  of  Pen  and  Sa-ri™^ 

And  calming  passion'*  fierce  and  ttonny  gak 
J  O  Holy  Ghost,  Ihe  Lord  and  Ihe  Lite^trs, 

Thine  is  the  quickening  power  that  glva  iac 
From  thee  have  flowed,  ai  from,  plemnt  lin 

Our  plenty,  wealth,  prosperity.and  [icace. 

'  But  ^r  atl-!«iiig  Friend 
Is  al«™ys  watching  o'er  us. 
And  tiiows  the  very- end: 

4  O  Triune  God,  with  heart  and  voice  adorieg 
Praise  we  the  goodness  that  has  crowned  oi' 

Fray  we.  that  thou  wiU  bear  us,  still  impbuui 
Thy  love  and  &«ar.  kept  to  ua  alway. 

Whose  wlsd 
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The  songs  of  faith  and  hope. 

This  hymn  was  written  by  Miss  Frances 
Ridley  Havergat.  It  does  not  appear  in  any 
one  of  her  volumes,  so  far  as  we  can  find.  It 
is  contained  in  the  American  Selections  from 
her  Poems.  It  may  have  been  issued  upon  a 
slip  like  many  others  of  hers.  The  sugges- 
tion of  life  as  an  "  unfinished  story,'  the 
chapters  of  which  we  must  wait  to  read,  is 
one  that  most  believers  would  do  well  to  heed. 
One  incident  in  our  Lord's  hisiorj'  (John 
9-  1-3)  )ir'^'c^  3  pathetic  illustration  for  our 
need  just  here:  "  And  as  Jesus  passed  by, 
he  saw  a  man  which  was  bhnd  from  his  birth. 
And  his  disciples  asked  him,  saying.  Master, 
who  did  sin.  this  man,  or  his  parents,  that  he 
was  bom  blind?  Jesus  answered,  Neither 
hath  this  man  sinned,  nor  his  parents :  but 
that  the  works  of  God  should  be  made  mani- 
fest in  him." 

What  strange  revelations  there  will  be  by 
and  by  when  "  the  golden  portal  of  Provi- 
dence shall  ope  " !  rhe  Psalmist  once  says  ; 
"  In  thy  book  all  my  members  were  written, 
which  in  contintiance  were  fashioned,  when 
as  yet  there  was  none  of  them."    When  those 

Eages  arc  unseated  it  will  be  suddenly  made 
nown  why  the  seven  hundred  Benjaminites 
were  made  lefl-han<!ed,  and  why  Bartimius 
w:iH  born  blind ;  why  Mephibosheth  was 
crippled  by  a  stiimbling  nurse,  and  why  the 
widow  at  Shunem  lost  her  husband.  All  the 
great,  melancholy,  hcart-rL-ndinj;  mysteries  of 
|>ain  and  trouble,  humiliation  and  hindrance, 
will  gri  to  show  that  "  what  God  has  once  ap- 
pointed is  better  than  our  Ijest." 
P2I3  n«Nt»-,z^-g.  iis,.Qs. 


Through   b«is   dry-shod; 


Rev.  William  Croswell    Doanc.  D. 
of  Bishop  G.W.Doane,  was   bom  M 
educated  for  the  ministry. 


St.  Mary's  Church,  Burlington,  N,  J. 
quently  being  rector.  From  1863  to 
was  in  charge  of  St.  John's  Church,  H 
Conn.  In  the  latter  year  be  removet 
Peter's,  at  Albany,  where  he  was  cho 
Bbhop  of  the  new  Diocese  of  Albany. 
secration  taking  place  February  3, 186 
career  since  has  t>een  marked  by  gn 
cess  in  organizing  various  departm 
church  work,  and  bv  the  erection  of  a 
of  a  fine  cathedral.  Bishop  DoAne 
lishcd  works  consist  mainly  of  addres 
sermons  with  some  fugitive  verses,  th 
given  here  being  the  only  one  by  wh» 
represented  in  this  field.  It  is  (ouiid 
new  Hymnal  of  the  Episcopal  Churcl 
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From  hour  to  hour  thmogta  allita  changes 
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3  Grant  to  life's  day  a  calm  unclouded  ending, 
An  eve  untouched  by  shadows  of  decay, 

The  brightness  of  a  holy  deathbed  blending 
With  dawning  glories  of  the  eternal  day. 

The  Latin  original  of  this  poem  has  been 
attributed  to  St.  Ambrose,  but  this  cannot  be 
authenticated.  It  was  probably  written  in 
the  seventh  or  eighth  century,  and  has  been 
included  in  many  ancient  European  manu- 
scripts. The  English  version  before  us  was 
made  by  Rev.  John  Ellerton  and  F.  J.  A. 
Hort,  and  appeared  in  Church  Hymns,  1871. 
Short  as  it  is,  this  small  lyric  is  wonderfully 
efficient  in  emphasizing  the  suggestion  that 
our  days  and  years  are  journeying  along  into 
eternity  by  the  same  steps  that  the  exalted 
life  of  our  Lord  is  taking.  We  are  nothing 
without  the  Son  of  God ;  with  him  we  are 
what  he  is,  for  we  live  in  him.  The  truth 
which  most  humiliates  the  human  soul  is  the 
truth  which  uplifts  it.  In  his  person  and  of- 
fices Christ  the  Redeemer  is  the  same  yes- 
terday, to-day,  and  for  ever.  Here  comes  in 
Robert  Hall's  grand  remark :  **  We  are  all 
contemporaneous  with  God." 


1215 


Guilds  and  Societies. 


IIS,  los. 


0  Son  of  God,  our  Captain  of  salvation, 
Thyself  by  suffering  schooled  to  human  grief. 

We  bless  thee  for  thy  sons  of  consolation. 
Who  follow  in  the  steps  of  thee  their  Chief: 

1  Those  whom  thy  Spirit's  dread  vocation  severs 
To  lead  the  vangiiard  of  thy  conotiering  host ; 

Whose  toilsome  years  are  spent  in  brave  endeavors 
To  bear  thy  saving  name  from  coast  to  coast : 

3  And  all  true  helpers,  patient,  kind,  and  skillful. 
Who  shed  thy  li^ht  across  our  darkened  earth, 

Counsel  the  doubting,  and  restrain  the  willful. 
Soothe  the  sick  bed,  and  share  the  children  s  mirth. 

4  Thus,  Lord,  thy  comforters  in  memor>'  keeping. 
Still  be  thy  church's  watchword,  "Comfort  ye; 

Till  in  our  Father's  house  shall  end  our  weeping, 
And  all  our  wants  be  satisfied  in  thee. 

Another  hymn  written  by  Rev.  John  Eller- 
ton, April  5,  1 87 1,  and  published  in  the  same 
year  in  the  Church  Hymns  of  the  Society  for 
Promoting  Christian  Knowledge.  It  cele- 
brates the  efficiency  and  the  indispensable- 
ness  of  love  as  the  motive  in  all  forms  and 
methods  of  Christian  philanthropy  and  evan- 
gelization. Affection  is  ^/(trcc — in  itself  in- 
herently a  driving  energ>'.  an  elementary 
power  of  human  nature  which  asserts  itself 
when  unhindered,  as  graxntation  does,  or  mag- 
netism, or  pure  sunshine.  It  is  never  to  be 
forgotten  that  men  vield  to  its  influence  all 
the  more  surely,  ancf  all  the  more  extensively, 
because  they  yield  unconsciously.  Herem 
lies  our  hope  of  success  in  winning  souls. 


A  workman  in  a  pottery  had  one  small  in- 
valid child  at  home.  He  wrought  at  his  trade 
with  exemplary  fidelity,  being  always  in  the 
workshop  at  the  opening  of  day.  He  man- 
aged, however,  to  bear  each  evening  to  the 
bedside  of  his  **  wee  lad,"  as  he  called  him,  a 
flower,  a  bit  of  ribbon,  or  a  fragment  of  crim- 
son glass — indeed,  anything  which  would  lie 
on  the  white  counterpane  and  ^ive  a  little 
color  to  the  room.  He  was  a  quiet,  unsenti- 
mental man,  but  never  went  home  at  night 
without  something  which  would  make  the 
wan  face  light  up  with  joy  at  his  return.  He 
never  said  to  a  living  soul  that  he  liked  the 
boy  so  much.  Still,  he  went  on  patiently  lov- 
ing him,  and  by  and  by  he  moved  the  whole 
shop  into  positively  real  and  unconscious  fel- 
lowship with  him.  The  workmen  made  curi- 
ous little  jars  and  cups  on  their  wheels,  and 
painted  diminutive  pictures  down  their  sides 
Before  they  stuck  them  into  the  comers  of  the 
kiln  at  burning  time.  One  brought  some  fruit 
in  the  bulge  of  his  apron,  and  another  engrav- 
ings in  a  rude  scrap-book.  Not  one  of  them 
whispered  a  word  afterward,  for  this  solemn 
thing  was  not  to  be  talked  about.  They  put 
them  in  the  old  man's  hat,  where  he  found 
them ;  he  would  understand  it  all.  And  it  is 
a  fact  that  the  entire  pottery,  full  of  men  of 
rather  coarse  fiber  by  nature,  grew  quiet  as 
the  months  drifted  by.  becoming  gentle  and 
kind;  some  stopped  swearing  as  the  weary 
look  on  the  patient  worker's  face  told  them 
beyond  mistaJce  that  the  end  was  dra\\nng 
nearer.  Every  day  some  one  did  a  piece  of 
work  for  him,  and  put  it  on  the  sanded  shelf 
to  dr>\  so  that  he  could  come  later  and  go 
earlier.  So,  when  the  bell  tolled  and  the  little 
coffin  came  out  of  the  lonely  door,  right 
around  the  comer,  out  of  sight,  there  stood  a 
hundred  stalwart  workmen  from  the  pottery, 
with  their  clean  clothes  on,  most  ot  whom 
gave  a  half-day's  time  for  the  privilege  of  tak- 
ing part  in  the  simple  procession  and  follow- 
ing to  the  grave  that  small  burden  of  a  child, 
which  probably  not  one  of  them  had  ever 
seen.  We  understand  this ;  they  loved  him 
because  somebody  had  loved  him.  And  if  an 
earthly  affection  like  this  can  win  others  into 
sharing  it.  what  is  there  which  cannot  be 
done  with  an  affection  that  is  heavenly  ?  If 
men  love  Christ  with  all  their  hearts,  as  that 
Scotchman  loved  his  boy.  the  very  love  will 
carry  heart  after  heart  in  its  train.  And  so 
here  is  an  instrument  of  usefulness  within 
the  reach  of  every  Christian  who  will  em- 
ploy it. 


GENERAL  USES  OF  THESE  INDEXES. 


The  fij5[ures  in  every  instance  refer  lo  the  pages  of  the  volume.  When  in  the  list  of 
authors  the  numbers  are  starred,  the  asterisk  indicates  th.ii  at  such  i)oinis  the  chief  ormosi 
interesting  particulars  of  birth,  life,  education,  profession,  nationality,  and  denomination. or 
a  fact  concerning  the  con)i)osition  of  a  hymn,  or  concerning  the  experience  that  led  to  the 
writing  of  it,  or  came  from  it.  may  be  found. 

In  making  prtj)araiion  for  praise-meetings  the  leader  ought  to  be  able  and  swif:  in 
saying  what  he  wants  the  singers  to  know  in  order  to  keep  them  alert  and  spiritual.  He 
would  do  well  lo  be  on  the  watch  at  all  times  for  si  ray  waifs  of  information  from  ncw^ 
papers  and  books,  so  as  to  come  up  freshly  every  month  with  items  of  common  inicresL 
From  the  subjeris  printed  across  the  tops  of  the  pages  he  can  group  his  selections  so  as 
to  fasten  the  aiiention  upon  some  set  line  of  suggestion. 

Then,  likewise,  one  should  be  careful  to  follow  some  strict  order  of  arranjjement  cov- 
ering, perhaps,  the  entire  winter  evenings,  so  as  to  avoid  repetition,  and  all  sons  of  geitin;; 
into  ruis.  and  bringing  into  use  mere  platitudes  of  exhortation.  He  might  take  up  a  given 
space  with  a  single  author  only,  and  then  study  his  life — say  Edward  Caswall  or  James 
Monigomer)'  or  William  Cowper— read  aloud  in  one's  family  during  the  week  previous,  an- 
bring  out  the  taste  and  feeling  of  all.  It  is  h(li)rul  to  call  the  services  by  some  quaint  sus:- 
gesiive  name.  **  Hours  with  Hymns."  For  (-ne.  '*  An  Hour  with  Charles  Wesley;  "  anoihcr. 
"  A  X'ImI  at  Olney  Parsonage;"  a  third,  *■  An  Hour  with  Horatius  IJonar."  or  "  A  Trip  !0 
McCheyne's  Manse."  and  so  on.  .Sing  only  a  few  hymns,  seven  or  eight;  move  along  w'lh 
promj)tn«>s,  but  without  haste;  rhoc^-^e  a  passage  of  Scripture  as  usual,  and  have  the  oriii- 
nary  two  pi.iyers.  in  whi<h  it  may  not  be  imperatively  necessary  to  call  the  Lord's  atten- 
tion to  ihi>  a">  a  new  f;l^llion  of  service  ;  if  the  peo])le  praise  him  heartily  he  has  even* 
reason  lo  know  the  tart;  never  do  things  twice  alike,  but  always  do  one  thing  invariably— 
preacli  a  livnig  Clirist  to  dying  men,  and  for  one's  weakness  f.all  on  his  strength,  and  ex- 
pect ;.;o(j(l  i.>  i'l^llow.     A  skillful  manager  will  make  this  ineeting  about  seventy  minutes  long. 
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